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Bitten

Women of the Otherworld—Book 1

by Kelley Armstrong

To Jeff—For always believing | could

Prologue

| haveto.

I've been fighting it al night. I'm going to lose. My battleis asfutile as awoman feding thefirgt
pangs of labor and deciding it's an inconvenient timeto give birth. Nature wins out. It aways does.

It's nearly two am., too late for thisfoolishness and | need my deep. Four nights spent cramming
to meet adeadline have left me exhausted. 1t doesn't matter. Patches of skin behind my knees and
elbows have been tingling and now begin to burn. My heart beats so fast | haveto gulp air. | clench my
eyes shut, willing the sensations to stop but they dontt.

Philip is deeping beside me. He's another reason why | shouldn't leave, snesking out in the
middle of the night again and returning with atorrent of lame excuses. Hesworking late tomorrow. If |
can just wait one more day. My temples begin to throb. The burning sensation in my skin spreads down
my armsand legs. Therageformsatight bal in my gut and threatensto explode.

I've got to get out of here—I don't have alot of time left.
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Philip doesn't stir when | dip from the bed. Therésapile of clothing tucked underneath my
dresser so | won't risk the squeaks and groans of opening drawers and closats. | pick up my keys,
clasping my fist around them so they don't jangle, ease open the door, and creep into the ha lway.

Everything's quiet. Thelights seem dimmed, asif overpowered by the emptiness. When | push
the elevator button, it creaks out acomplaint at being disturbed at so ungodly an hour. The first floor and
lobby are equaly empty. People who can afford the rent this close to downtown Toronto are
comfortably adeep by thistime.

My legsitch aswell ashurt and | curl my toesto seeif theitching stops. It doesn't. | look down
at the car keysin my hand. It'stoo late to drive to a safe place—the itching has crystalized into asharp
burn. Keysin my pocket, | stride onto the streets, looking for aquiet place to Change. As| walk, |
monitor the sensation in my legs, tracing its passage to my arms and the back of my neck. Soon. Soon.
When my scalp startsto tingle, | know | have walked asfar as| can so | search for an dley. Thefirst one
| find has been claimed by two men squeezed together inside atattered big-screen TV box. The next
dley isempty. | hurry to the end and undress quickly behind abarricade of trash bins, hide the clothes
under an old newspaper. Then | sart the Change.

My skin stretches. The sensation degpensand | try to block the pain. Pain. What atrivid
word—agony is better. One doesn't call the sensation of being flayed dive"painful.” | inhae deeply and
focus my attention on the Change, dropping to the ground before I'm doubled over and forced down. It's
never easy—yperhaps I'm il too human. In the struggle to keep my thoughts straight, | try to anticipate
each phase and move my body into position—head down, on dl fours, ams and legs straight, feet and
hands flexed, and back arched. My leg muscles knot and convulse. | gasp and strain to relax. Sweat
breaks out, pouring off mein streams, but the musclesfindly relent and untwist themselves. Next comes
the ten seconds of hell that used to make me swear I'd rather die than endure thisagain. Thenit'sover.

Changed.

| stretch and blink. When | ook around, the world has mutated to an array of colors unknown to

the human eye, blacks and browns and grays with subtle shadings that my brain still convertsto bluesand



greensand reds. | lift my nose and inhae. With the Change, my aready keen senses sharpen even more.
| pick up scents of fresh asphalt and rotting tomatoes and window-pot mums and day-old sweat and a
million other things, mixing together in an odor so overwhelming | cough and shake my head. Asl turn, |
catch distorted fragments of my reflection in a dented trash can. My eyes stare back at me. | curl my lips
back and snarl at mysdf. Whitefangsflash in the metal.

| am awolf, a 130-pound wolf with pale blond fur. The only part of methat remainsare my eyes,
sparking with acold intelligence and a smmering ferocity that could never be mistaken for anything but
humen.

I look around, inhaing the scents of the city again. I'm nervous here. It'stoo close, too confined;
it reeks of human spoor. | must be careful. If I'm seen, I'll be mistaken for adog, alarge mixed breed,
perhaps ahusky and yellow Labrador mix. But even adog my szeis cause for darm whenit'srunning
loose. | head for the back of the laneway and seek a path through the underbelly of the city.

My brainisdulled, disoriented not by my change of form but by the unnaturaness of my
surroundings. | can't get my bearings and thefirst dley | go down turns out to be the one I'd encountered
in human form, the one with the two men in the faded Sony box. One of them is awake now. He's tugging
the remnants of afilth-encrusted blanket between hisfingers asif he can Stretch it large enough to cover
himsalf against the cold October night. He looks up and sees me. His eyes widen. He startsto shrink
back, then stops himself. He says something. Hisvoiceis crooning, the musical, exaggerated tones
people use with infants and animals. If | concentrated, | could make out the words, but there's no point. |
know what he's saying, some variation of "nice doggy," repesated over and over in avariety of inflections.
His hands are outstretched, pams out to ward me off, the physica language contradicting the vocd. Stay
back—nice doggy—stay back. And people wonder why animals don't understand them.

| can smell the neglect and waste rising from his body. It smellslike weakness, like an aged deer
driven to the fringe of the herd, prime pickings for predators. If | were hungry, hed smdll like dinner.
Fortunately, I'm not hungry yet, so | don't have to deal with the temptation, the conflict, the revulsion. |

snort, condensation trumpeting from my nostrils, then turn and lope back up the aley.



Ahead isa Vietnamese restaurant. The smell of food is embedded in the very wood frame of the
building. On arear addition, an exhaust fan turns dowly, clicking with each revolution as one blade
catchesthe metal screen casing. Below the fan awindow is open. Faded sunflower-print curtains billow
out in the night breeze. | can hear peopleinside, aroom full of people, grunting and whistling in deep. |
want to see them. | want to stick my muzzle in the open window and look inside. A werewolf can havea
lot of fun with aroomful of unprotected people.

| sart to creegp forward but a sudden crackle and hiss stops me. The hiss softens, thenis
drowned out by aman's voice, sharp, hiswords snapped off likeicicles. | turn my head each way, radar
searching for the source. He'sfarther down the street. | abandon the restaurant and go to him. We are
curious by nature.

He's standing in athree-car parking lot wedged at the end of a narrow passage between
buildings. He holdsawakie-talkie to his ear and leans one elbow against abrick wall, casud but not
resting. His shoulders are relaxed. His gaze goes nowhere. He is confident in his place, that he hasaright
to be here and little to fear from the night. The gun dangling from his belt probably helps. He stops
talking, jabs a button, and damsthe wakie-takie into its holster. His eyes scan the parking lot once,
taking inventory and seeing nothing requiring his attention. Then he heads deeper into the dley maze. This
could beamusing. | follow.

My nails click against the pavement. He doesn't notice. | pick up speed, darting around trash
bags and empty boxes. Findly, I'm close enough. He hears the steady clicking behind him and stops. |
duck behind a Dumpster, peer around the corner. He turns and squints into the darkness. After asecond
he startsforward. | let him get afew steps away, then resume the pursuit. Thistime when he stops, | wait
one extra second before diving for cover. He lets out a muffled oath. He's seen something—a flash of
motion, ashadow flickering, something. Hisright hand dipsto his gun, caressing the metd, then pulling
back, asif the reassurance is enough. He hesitates, then looks up and down the aley, redizing heisaone
and uncertain what to do about it. He mutters something, then continueswalking, quicker thistime.

Ashewaks, hiseyesflick from sde to sde, warinesstreading the border of darm. | inhale



deeply, picking up only wisps of fear, enough to make my heart pound, but not enough to send my brain
spinning out of control. He's safe quarry for astalking game. He won't run. | can suppress most of my
ingincts | can stalk him without killing him. | can suffer thefirst pangs of hunger without killing him. | can
watch him pull his gun without killing him. Y et if heruns, | won't be ableto sop mysdlf. That'sa
temptation | can't fight. If heruns, | will chase. If | chase, either hell kill meor I'll kill him.

Asheturnsthe corner down aconnecting dley, herelaxes. All has been silent behind him. |
creep from my hiding place, shifting my weight to the back of my foot pads to muffle the sound of my
nails. Soon | am only afew feet behind him. | can sméll his aftershave, dmost masking the natural scent
of along day'swork. | can see hiswhite socks appearing and disappearing between his shoes and pant
legs. | can hear his breathing, the dight eevation in tempo betraying the fact that he'swalking faster than
usual. | ease forward, coming close enough that | could lungeif | want to and knock him to the ground
before he even thought to reach for his gun. His head jerks up. He knows I'm there. He knows
something isthere. | wonder if he will turn. Does he dare to 100k, to face something he can't see or hear,
but can only sense? His hand didesto his gun, but he doesn't turn. He walks faster. Then he swings back
to the safety of the Street.

| follow him to the end and observe from the darkness. He strides forward, keysin hand, to a
parked cruiser, unlocksit, and hopsinside. The car roars and squeals from the curb. | watch the receding
talllightsand sigh. Game over. | won.

That was nice but it wasn't nearly enough to satisfy me. These city back-streets are too confining.
My heart is thudding with unspent excitement. My legs are aching with built-up energy. | must run.

A wind gusts from the south, bringing the sharp tang of Lake Ontario withiit. | think of heading to
the beach, imagine running aong the stretch of sand, feding the icy water dapping against my paws, but
it'snot safe. If | want to run, | must go to theravine. It'salong way, but | have little choice unless| plan
to skulk around human-smelling aleyways for the rest of the night. | swing to the northwest and begin the
journey.

Nearly ahdf hour later, I'm standing at the crest of ahill. My nose twitches, picking up the



vestiges of anillegd leef fire smoldering in anearby yard. Thewind bristles through my fur, chill, nearly
cold, invigorating. Above me, traffic thunders across the overpass. Below is sanctuary, aperfect oasisin
themiddle of the city. | legp forward, throwing mysdf off. At last I'm running.

My legs pick up the rhythm before I'm hafway down the ravine. | close my eyesfor asecond
and fed thewind dice across my muzzle. As my paws thump against the hard earth, tiny darts of pain
shoot up my legs, but they make mefed dive, likejolting awake after an overlong deep. The muscles
contract and extend in perfect harmony. With each stretch comes an ache and aburst of physical joy.
My body isthanking me for the exercise, rewarding me with jolts of near-narcotic adrenaine. The more |
run, the lighter | fed, the pain faling free asif my paws are no longer striking the ground. Even as| race
aong the bottom of theravine, | fed like I'm till running downhill, gaining energy instead of expendingit.
| want to run until dl the tensgon in my body flies away, leaving nothing but the sensations of the moment.
| couldn't stop if | wanted to. And | don't want to.

Dead |leaves crackle under my paws. Somewhere in the forest an owl hoots softly. It has finished
its hunting and rests contented, not caring who knowsit's around. A rabbit bolts out of a thicket and
halfway across my path, then redlizesits mistake and zooms back into the undergrowth. | keep running.
My heart pounds. Againgt my rising body heet, the air fedsice-cold, singing asit storms through my
nogtrilsand into my lungs. | inhae, savoring the shock of it hitting my insides. I'm running too fast to smell
anything. Bits of scentsflutter through my brain in ajumbled montage that smells of freedom. Unableto
ress, | findly skid to ahalt, throw my head back, and howl. The music poursup frommy chestina
tangible evocation of pure joy. It echoesthrough the ravine and soars to the moonless sky, |etting them all
know I'm here. | own this place! When I'm done, | drop my head, panting with exertion. I'm standing
there, staring down into a scattering of yellow and red maple leaves, when a sound pierces my
sdlf-absorption. It'sagrowl, a soft, menacing growl. There's a pretender to my throne.

| look up to see a brownish yellow dog standing afew meters away. No, not adog. My brain
takes asecond, but it finally recognizesthe anima. A coyote. The recognition takes a second becauseit's

unexpected. I've heard there are coyotes in the city, but have never encountered one. The coyoteis



equally confused. Animasdon't know what to make of me. They smell human, but see wolf and, just
when they decide their noseistricking them, they look into my eyes and see human. When | encounter
dogs, they ether attack or turn tail and run. The coyote does neither. It liftsits muzzle and sniffstheair,
then bristles and pullsits lips back in adrawn-out growl. It's half my size, scarcely worth my notice. | let
it know thiswith alazy "get lo" growl and ashake of my head. The coyote doesnt move. | Saret it.
The coyote breaks the gaze-lock firdt.

| snort, toss my head again, and dowly turn away. I'm halfway turned when aflash of brown fur
legps at my shoulder. Diving to the side, | roll out of the way, then scramble to my feet. The coyote
snarls. | give aserious growl, acanine "now you're pissng me off.” The coyote standsits ground. It wants
afight. Good.

My fur rises on end, my tail bushing out behind me. | lower my head between my shoulder bones
and lay my earsflat. My lips pull back and | fed the snarl tickling up through my throat then reverberating
into the night. The coyote doesn't back down. | crouch and I'm about to lunge when something hitsme
hard in the shoulder, throwing me off balance. | sumble, then twist to face my attacker. A second
coyote, gray-brown, hangs from my shoulder, fangs sunk to the bone. With aroar of rage and pain, |
buck up and throw my weight to the side.

Asthe second coyotefliesfree, thefirst launchesitsdf at my face. Ducking my head, | catchitin
the throat, but my teeth clamp down on fur instead of flesh and it squirms away. It triesto back off for a
second lunge, but | legp at it, backing it into atree. It rears up, trying to get out of my way. | dash for its
throat. Thistime | get my grip. Blood spurtsin my mouth, salty and thick. The coyote's mate lands on my
back. My legs buckle. Teeth sink into the loose skin beneath my skull. Fresh pain arcs through me.
Concentrating hard, | keep my grip on thefirst coyotesthroat. | steady mysdlf, then releaseit for asplit
second, just long enough to make the fatal dash and tear. As| pull back, blood spraysinto my eyes,
blinding me. | swing my head hard, ripping out the coyotesthroat. Oncel fed it go limp, | tossit aside,
then throw myself on the ground and roll over. The coyote on my back yipsin surprise and releasesits

hold. I jump up and turn in the same motion, ready to take this other animal out of the game, but it



scrambles up and divesinto the brush. With aflash of wire-brush tail, it'sgone. | look at the dead coyote.
Blood streams from itsthroat, eagerly lapped up by the dry earth below. A tremor runsthrough me, like
thefinad shudder of sated lugt. | close my eyes and shiver. Not my fault. They attacked mefirst. The
ravine has gone quiet, echoing the calm that floods through me. Not so much asacricket chirps. The
world isdark and sllent and deeping.

| try to examine and clean my wounds, but they are out of reach. | stretch and assessthe pain.
Two deep cuts, both bleeding only enough to mat my fur. I'll live. | turn and start the trip out of the
ravine.

Inthealey | Change then yank my clothes on and scurry to the sdewak like ajunkie caught
shooting up in the shadows. Frugtration fills me. It shouldn't end like this, dirty and furtive, amidst the
garbage and filth of the city. It should end in aclearing in the foret, clothes abandoned in some thicket,
stretched out naked, fedling the coolness of the earth beneath me and the night breeze tickling my bare
skin. | should befaling adeep in the grass, exhausted beyond al thought, with only the miasma of
contentedness floating through my mind. And | shouldn't be done. In my mind, | can seethe others, lying
around meinthegrass. | can hear the familiar snores, the occasiona whisper and laugh. | can fed warm
skin againg mine, abare foot hooked over my calf, twitching in adream of running. | can smdll them:
their swest, their breath, mingling with the scent of blood, smearsfrom adeer killed in the chase. The
image shattersand | am gtaring into a shop window, seeing nothing but mysalf reflected back. My chest
tightensin aloneliness so deep and so complete | can't breathe.

| turn quickly and lash out at the nearest object. A street lamp quavers and rings with the blow.
Pain sears down my arm. Welcome to redity—changing in aleyways and creeping back to my
gpartment. | am cursed to live between worlds. On the one side there is normalcy. On the other, thereis
aplacewhere | can bewhat | am with no fear of reprisals, where | can commit murder itself and scarcely
raise the eyebrows of those around me, where | am even encouraged to do so to protect the sanctity of

that world. But | left and | can't return. | won't return.



As| walk to the apartment, my anger blisters the pavement with every step. A woman curled up
under apile of dirty blankets peersout as| pass and ingtinctively shrinks back into her nest. Asl round
the corner, two men step out and size up my prospects as prey. | resst the urge to snarl a them, but just
barely. | walk faster and they seem to decide I'm not worth chasing.

| shouldn't be here. | should be home in bed, not prowling downtown Toronto at four am. A
norma woman wouldn't be here. It's yet another reminder that I'm not normal. Not normal. | look down
the darkened street and | can read a billet on atelephone post fifty feet off. Not normal. | catch awhiff of
fresh bread from a bakery starting production miles away. Not normal. | stop by astorefront, grab abar
over thewindows, and flex my biceps. The metd groansin my hand. Not normal. Not normd. | chant
the wordsin my head, flagdlating mysdlf with them. The anger only grows.

Outside my gpartment door, | stop and inhade deeply. | mustn't wake Philip. And if | do, | mustn't
let him see melikethis. | don't need amirror to know what | look like: skin taut, color high, eyes
incandescent with the rage that dways seemsto follow a Change now. Definitely not normd.

When | findly enter the gpartment, | hear his measured breathing from the bedroom. Still adeep.
I'm nearly to the bathroom when his bregthing catches.

"Elena?' Hisvoiceisadeegp-stuffed croak.

"Just going to the washroom."

| try to dip past the doorway, but he's sitting up, peering nearsightedly at me. He frowns.

"Fully dressed?' he says.

"I went out."

A moment of slence. He runs ahand through hisdark hair and sighs. "It's not safe. Damn it,
Elena. We've discussed this. Wake me up and I'll go with you.”

"l need to be done. To think."

"It's not safe.”

"I know. I'm sorry."

| creep into the bathroom, spending longer than necessary. | pretend to use the toilet, wash my



hands with enough water to fill aJacuzzi, then find afingernail that needs e aborate filing attention. When |
finally decide Philip hasfalen back adeep, | head for the bedroom. The bedside lampison. He's
propped on his pillow, glassesin place. | hesitate in the doorway. | can't bring mysdlf to crossthe
threshold, to go and crawl into bed with him. | hate mysdlf for it, but | can't do it. The memory of the
night lingersand | fed out of place here.

When | don't move, Philip shiftshislegs over the side of the bed and sits up.

"l didn't mean to snap,” he says. "l worry. | know you need your freedom and I'm trying—"

He stops and rubs his hand across his mouth. His words dice through me. | know he doesn't
mean them as areprimand, but they are areminder that I'm screwing this up, that I'm fortunate to have
found someone as patient and understanding as Philip, but I'm wearing through that patience at
breakneck speed and dl | seem capable of doing is standing back and waiting for the final crash.

"I know you need your freedom," he says again. "But there has to be some other way. Maybe
you could go out in the morning, early. If you prefer night, we could drive down to the lake. Y ou could
walk around. | could sit in the car and keep an eye on you. Maybe | could walk with you. Stay twenty
paces behind or something." He manages awry smile. "Or maybe not. 1'd probably get picked up by the
cops, the middle-aged guy stalking the beautiful young blonde."

He pauses, then leansforward. "That's your cue, Elena. Y ou're supposed to remind me that
forty-oneisfar from middle-aged.”

"WEéll work something out,” | say.

We can't, of course. | have to run under the cover of night and | haveto do it done. Thereisno
compromise.

As he sits on the edge of the bed, watching me, | know we're doomed. My only hope isto make
this relationship so otherwise perfect that Philip might come to overlook our one insurmountable problem.
To dothat, my first step should beto go to him, crawl in bed, kisshimand tell him | love him. But | can't.
Not tonight. Tonight I'm something else, something he doesn't know and couldn't understand. | don't

want to go to him like this.



"I'm not tired,” | say. "l might aswell stay up. Do you want breskfast?"

Helooks at me. Something in hisexpression fatersand | know I've failled—again. But he doesn't
say anything. He pullshis smile back in place. "Let's go out. Someplacein this city hasto be openthis
early. Well drive around until wefind it. Drink five cups of coffee and watch the sun come up. Okay?"

| nod, not trusting mysalf to spesk.

"Shower firg?" hesays. "Or flip for it?"

"Y ou go ahead.”

He kisses my cheek as he passes. | wait until | hear the shower running, then head for the

kitchen. Sometimes| get so hungry.

Human

| stood at the door before ringing the bell. It was Mothers Day and | was standing at a door
holding a present, which would have been quite normd if it was a present for my mother. But my mother
waslong dead and | didn't keep in touch with any of my foster mothers, let done bring them gifts. The
present was for Philip's mother. Again, thiswould have been very normal if Philip had been there with
me. He wasn't. He'd called from his office an hour ago to say he couldn't get away. Did | want to go
alone? Or would | rather wait for him?1'd opted to go and now stood there wondering if that wasthe
right decision. Did awoman vist her boyfriend's mother on Mother's Day without said boyfriend? Maybe
| wastrying too hard. It wouldn't be thefirst time.

Human rules confounded me. It wasn't asif I'd been raised in acave. Before | became a
werewolf, I'd already |earned the basic mechanics. how to hail ataxi, operate an eevator, apply for a
bank account, al the minutiae of human life. The problem came with human interactions. My childhood

had been pretty screwed up. Then, when I'd been on the cusp of becoming an adult, 1'd been bitten and



spent the next nine years of my life with other werewolves. Even during those years, | hadn't been locked
away from the human world. I'd gone back to university, traveled with the others, even taken on jobs.
But they'd always been there, for support and protection and companionship. | hadn't needed to make it
on my own. | hadn't needed to make friends or take lovers or go to lunch with coworkers. So, | hadn't.
Last year, when | broke with the others and came back to Toronto aone, | thought fitting in would be the
least of my concerns. How tough could it be?I'd just take the basics I'd learned from childhood, mix in
the adult conversationa skillsI'd learned with the others, tossin adash of caution and voila, I'd be
making friends and chatting up new acquaintancesin no time. Hah!

Weasit too lateto leave? | didn't want to leave. Taking adeep breath, | rang the doorbell.
Moments later, aflurry of footsteps erupted insde. Then around-faced woman with graying brown hair
answered.

"Elenal" Diane said, throwing the door open. "Mom, Elenas here. Is Philip parking the car?|
can't believe how packed the street is. Everyone out visiting.”

"Actudly, Philip's not—uh—with me. He had to work, but hell be dong soon.”

"Working? On a Sunday? Have atak with him, girl." Diane braced the door open. "Comein,
comein. Everyoneshere

Philip's mother, Anne, appeared from behind his Sster. She wastiny, not even reaching my chin,
with adeek iron gray pageboy.

"Still ringing the doorbell, dear?' she said, reaching up to hug me. "Only sdlesmen ring the bell.
Family waksright in."

"Philipwill belate," Dianesaid. "Hesworking."

Anne made anoisein her throat and ushered meinside. Philipsfather, Larry, wasin the kitchen
pilfering pastriesfrom atray.

"Those are for dessert, Dad," Anne said, shooing him away.

Larry greeted me with aone-armed hug, the other hand still clutching abrownie. "So wheres—"

"Late" Diane said. "Working. Comeinto the living room, Elena. Mom invited the neighbors, Sally



and Juan, for lunch." Her voice lowered to awhisper. "Their kidsare al out West." She pushed open the
French doors. "Before you got here, Mom was showing them your last few articlesin Focus Toronto."

"Uh-oh. Isthat good or bad?'

"Don't worry. They're saunch Liberas. They loved your stuff. Oh, herewe are. Sdly, Juan, this
isElenaMicheds, Philip'sgirlfriend.”

Philip's girifriend. That aways sounded odd, not because | objected to being called a"girlfriend"
ingtead of "partner” or anything asridiculoudy politicaly correct. It struck me becauseit'd been years
since I'd been anyonés girlfriend. | didn't do relationships. For me, if it lasted the weekend, it was getting
too serious. My one and only lengthy relationship had been adisaster. More than adisaster.
Catastrophic.

Philip was different.

I'd met Philip afew weeks after I'd moved back to Toronto. Hed been living in an gpartment a
few blocks away. Since our buildings shared a property manager, tenantsin his complex had accessto
the hedlth club in mine. Hed come to the pool one day after midnight and, finding me done swimming
laps, hed asked if | minded if he did some, asif | had the right to kick him out. Over the next month,
we'd often found ourselves donein the health club late at night. Each time, he'd checked to make sure |
was comfortable being aone therewith him. Finally, I'd said that the reason | wasworking out in the
hedlth club wasto ensure | didn't need to worry about being attacked by strange men and I'd be
defeating the whole purposeif | was nervous about having him there. That had made him laugh and hed
lingered after hisworkout and bought me ajuice from the vending machine. Once the post-workout juice
break became a habit, he worked hisway up the meal chain with invitationsto coffee, then lunch, then
dinner. By thetime we got around to breakfas, it was nearly sx months from the day we'd met in the
pool. That might have been part of the reason | let mysdlf fdl for him, flattered that anyone would put that
amount of time and effort into getting to know me. Philip wooed mewith dl the patience of someone

trying to coax ahdf-wild animal into the house and, like many asray, | found mysdf domesticated



before | thought to resist.

All had gonewell until he'd suggested we move in together. | should have said no. But | hadn't.
Part of me couldn't resist the challenge of seeing whether | could pull it off. Another part of me had been
afraid of losing himiif | refused. The first month had been adisaster. Then, just when I'd been sure the
bubble was ready to burg, the pressure eased. | forced myself to postpone my Changes longer, alowing
me to run when Philip was away on overnight businesstrips or working late. Of course, | can't take dl
the credit for saving the rdationship. Hell, 1'd be pushing it if | took haf. Even after we moved in together,
Philip was as patient as he'd been when we were dating. When | did something that would raise most
human eyebrows, Philip brushed it off with ajoke. When | was overwhelmed by the stress of fitting in, he
took meto dinner or ashow, getting my mind off my problems, letting me know he wasthereif | wanted
to talk, and understanding if | didn't. At first | thought it was too good to be true. Every day 1'd come
home from work, pause outs de the apartment door, and brace myself to open it and find him gone. But
he didn't leave. A few weeks ago held begun talking about finding us abigger place when my lease was
up, even hinting that a condo might be awise investment. A condo. Wow. That was dmost
semipermanent, wasn't it? A week later and | was till in shock—but it was a good sort of shock.

—_—

It was mid-afternoon. The neighbors were gone. Diane's husband, Ken, had |eft early to take
their youngest to work. Philip's other sister, Judith, lived inthe U.K. and had to settle for aMother's Day
phone call, phoning after lunch and spesking to everyone, including me. Likedl of Philip'sfamily, she
treated me asif | were asigter-in-law instead of her brother's girlfriend-of-the-hour. They were dl so
friendly, so ready to accept methat | had a hard time believing they weren't just being palite. It was
possiblethey redly did like me but, having had rotten luck with families, | was reluctant to believeit. |
wanted it too much.

Aswe were washing dishes, the telephone rang. Anne answered it in the living room. A few
minutes later, she came and got me. It was Philip.

"l am so sorry, hon,” he said when | answered. "1s Mom mad?’



"l don't think so."

"Good. | promised to take her to dinner another time to make up for it."

"So are you coming over?'

Hesighed. "I'm not going to makeit. Dian€ll give you aride home."

"Oh, that's not necessary. | can take a cab or the—"

"Toolate," hesaid. "'l dready told Mom to ask Diane. They won't let you out of that house
without an escort now." He paused. "l redlly didn't mean to abandon you. Are you surviving?'

"Very wel. Everyones greet, asdways."

"Good. I'll be home by saven. Don't make anything. I'll pick up. Caribbean?’

"Y ou hate Caribbean.”

"I'm doing penance. Seeyou at seven, then. Loveyou.”

He hung up before | could argue.

"Y ou should have seen the dresses," Diane was saying as she drove to my gpartment.
"God-awful. Like bagswith armholes. Designers must figure by the time women need a
mother-of-the-bride dress they don't give adamn what they look like. | found this one gorgeous navy
number, probably meant for the father-of-the-bride's new young wife, but the middle wastight. | thought
about crash dieting to fit, but I won't do it. It'samatter of principle. I've had three kids, | earned this
bdly."

"Theres got to be better stuff out there,” | said. "Have you tried the non-bridal shops?'

"That's my next step. | was actudly leading up to asking if you'd comewith me. Most of my
friends think bags with armholes are great. Middle-age camouflage. Then there's my daughters, who
won't look a anything that doesn't show off their belly-rings. Would you mind? I'll throw in afree lunch.
A three-martini lunch.”

| laughed. "After three martinis, any dresswill look good.”

Diane grinned. "My plan exactly. Isthat ayes?’



"Sure”

"Grest. I'll giveyou acal and well setit up.”

She drove into the roundabout in front of my apartment. | opened the door, then remembered my
manners.

"Would you like to come up for acoffee?

| was sure sheld offer some polite refusal, but instead she said, " Sure. Another hour of peace
before reentering the trenches. Plus a chance to give my little brother proper hell for tossing you to the
sharkstoday."

| laughed and directed her to visitor parking.

SUMmons

Maybe I've given the wrong impression by making such abig deal out of my quest to liveinthe
human world, asif dl werewolves cut themsdves off from human life. They don't. By necessity, most
werewolves live in the human world. Short of teaming up and creating acommunein New Mexico, they
don't have much choice. The human world provides them with food, shelter, sex, and other necessities.

Y et, dthough they may livein that world, they don't consider themselves part of it. They view human
interaction as anecessary evil, with attitudes ranging from contempt to barely concealed amusement.
They are actors playing arole, sometimes enjoying their turn on the stage, but usudly relieved to get off it.
| didn't want to be like that. | wanted to live in the human world and, as much as possible, be myself
doingit. I didn't choosethislifeand | damn well wasn't about to giveinto it, surrendering every dream of
my future, ordinary, mediocre dreams of ahome, afamily, acareer, and above dl, stability. None of that
was possible living as awerewolf.

| grew up infoster homes. Bad foster homes. Not having had afamily asachild, | became

determined to create one for myself. Becoming awerewolf pretty much knocked those plansinto the



dumper. Still, even if ahusband and children were out of the question, that didn't mean | couldn't pursue
some part of that dream. | was making a career for mysdlf in journdism. | was making ahomein
Toronto. And | was making afamily, dbeit not the traditiond family, with Philip. We'd been together long
enough that 1'd begun to believe some stability in my life was possible. | couldn't believe my luck in
finding someone as norma and decent as Philip. | knew what | was. | was difficult, temperamental,
argumentative, not the sort of woman someone like Philip would fall for. Of course, | wasn't like that
around Philip. | kept that part of me—the werewolf part—hidden, hoping I'd eventudly dough it off like
dead skin. With Philip, | had the chance to reinvent mysdlf, to become the kind of person he thought |
was. Which, of course, was exactly the kind of person | wanted to be.

The Pack didn't understand why | choseto live among humans. They couldn't understand
because they weren't like me. First, | wasn't born awerewolf. Most werewolves are, or &t least they're
born carrying the blood in their veins and will experience their first Change when they reach adulthood.
The other way to become awerewolf isto be bitten by one. Very few people survive awerewolf's bite.
Werewolves are neither stupid nor dtruistic. If they bite, they intend to kill. If they bite and fail to kill,
they'll gk their victim and finish the job. It'sasmple matter of survival. If you're awerewolf who has
comfortably assmilated into atown or city, the last thing you want is some haf-crazed new werewolf
lurching around your territory, daughtering people and caling attention to himsdlf. Evenif someoneis
bitten and escapes, the chances of surviving are minimal. Thefirst few Changes are hell, on the body and
the sanity. Hereditary werewolves grow up knowing their lot in life and having their fathersto guide them.
Bitten werewolves are on their own. If they don't die from the physical stress, the mental stressdrives
them either to kill themsalves or raise a big enough ruckus that another werewolf finds them and ends
their suffering before they cause trouble. So there aren't many bitten werewolves running around. At last
count, there were gpproximately thirty-five werewolvesin the world. Exactly three were non-hereditary,
induding me.

Me. The only femae werewalf in existence. The werewolf geneis passed only through the male

line, father to son, so the only way for awoman to become awerewolf isto be bitten and survive, which,



asl'vesad, israre. Given the odds, it's not surprising I'm the only female. Bitten on purpose, turned into
awerewolf on purpose. Amazing, redly, that | survived. After al, when you've got a specieswith three
dozen males and one female, that one female becomes something of aprize. And werewolves do not
setle their battles over anice game of chess. Nor do they have a history of respect for women. Women
serve two functionsin the werewolf world: sex and dinner, or if they'refeding lazy, sex followed by
dinner. Although I doubt any werewolf would dine on me, I'm an irresistible object for satisfying the other
primal urge. Left on my own, | wouldn't have survived. Fortunately, | wasn't left on my own. Since I'd
been bitten, 1'd been under the protection of the Pack. Every society hasitsruling class. In the werewolf
world, it was the Pack. For reasons that had nothing to do with me and everything to do with the status
of the werewolf who'd bitten me, I'd been part of the Pack from thetime | wasturned. A year ago I'd
left. I'd cut mysdlf off and | wasn't going back. Given the choice between human and werewolf, I'd
chosen to be human.

Philip had to work late the next day. Tuesday evening, | waswaiting for his"I'll belate’ phone
cal when hewaked into the gpartment carrying dinner.

"Hope you're hungry," he said, swinging abag of Indian takeout onto the table.

| was, though I'd grabbed two sausages from avendor on the way home from work. The
predinner med had taken the edge off, so anorma dinner would now suffice. Y et another of the million
tricks 1'd learned to accommodate to human life.

Philip chatted about work as he took the cartons from the bag and set the table. | gracioudy
shifted my papersto the sdeto let him lay out my place setting. | can be so helpful sometimes. Even after
the food was on my plate, | managed to resst eating while | jotted down thefina line of the article | was
working on. Then | pushed the pad of paper asde and dug in.

"Mom called meat work," Philip said. " She forgot to ask on Sunday whether you could help her
plan Becky's wedding shower."

"Reglly?



| heard the ddlight in my voice and wondered at it. Throwing a shower wasn't exactly causefor
high excitement. Still, no one had ever asked meto help at one before. Hell, no one had even invited me
to one, excluding Sarah from work, but shed invited dl her coworkers.

Philip smiled. "I takeit that'sayes. Good. Mom will be happy. Shelovesthat kind of suff, al the
fussng around and planning.”

"l don't have much experience with throwing showers.”

"No problem. Becky's bridesmaids are giving her the main shower, so thiswill just be alittle
family one. Wéll, not exactly little. I think Mom plansto invite every rdaivein Ontario. Y oull get to meet
the whole bunch. I'm sure Mom's told them all about you. Hope it's not too overwhelming.”

"No," | said. "I'll belooking forward to it."

"Sure, you can say that now. Y ou haven't met them.”

—_—

After dinner, Philip went downgtairs to the fitness center for some weight-training. When he
worked norma hours, he liked to get hisworkout in early and get to bed early, wryly admitting that he
was getting too old to survive on five hours of deep per night. For the first month we'd lived together, I'd
joined himin his early workouts. It wasn't easy pretending to struggle bench-pressing a hundred pounds
when | could do five timesthat. Then came the day when | was so engrossed in conversation with one of
our neighborsthat | didn't redlize | was doing a sixty-pound lat pulldown one-handed and chatting away
ascasudly asif | were pulling down awindow blind. When | noticed the neighbor double-checking my
weights, | redlized my goof and covered it up with some bullshit about an incorrectly adjusted machine.
After that, | restricted my workouts to between midnight and six, when the weight room was empty. I'd
told Philip some story about taking advantage of alate-night second wind. He bought that, as he'd readily
accepted so many other of my quirks. When he worked late, | went down to the health club afterward
with him and did my swimming and running workouts as I'd done when we first met. Otherwise, he went

done
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That evening after Philip left, | switched onthe TV. | didn't watch it much, but when | did, |
wallowed in the dregs of the broadcasting barrd, flicking past educationa shows and high-grade dramas
to tabloids and talk shows. Why? Because it reassured me that there were people in the world who were
worse off than | was. No matter what went wrong with my day, | could turn on the TV, watch some
moron telling hiswife and the rest of the world that he's deeping with her daughter and say to myself
Well, at least I'm better than that. Trash television as reaffirmation therapy. Y ou gottaloveit.

Today Inside Scoop was following up on some psycho who'd escaped from a North Carolina
jail severa months ago. Pure sensationalism. This guy had broken into the gpartment of atotal stranger,
tied the man up and shot him because he—quote—wanted to know what it felt like. The show'swriters
hed peppered the piece with words like "savage,” "wild," and "animalistic.” What bullshit. Show methe
animd that killsfor the thrill of watching something die. Why does the stereotype of the animdigtic killer
persst? Because humanslikeit. It neatly explainsthings for them, moving humansto the top of the
evolutionary ladder and puitting killers down among mythologica man-beast mongterslike werewol ves.

Thetruthis, if awerewolf behaved like this psychopath it wouldn't be because he was part
animd, but because he was dill too human. Only humanskill for sport.

The show was amost over when Philip returned.

"Good workout?" | asked.

"Never good,” he said, making aface. "I'm dill waiting for the day when they invent apill to
replace exercise. What are you watching?' He leaned over my head. "Any good fights breaking out?'

"That's Jerry Springer. | can't watch Springer. | tried once. Watched for ten minutes, trying to get
past the profanity to figure out what they were saying. Finaly figured out the profanity was al they were
saying—a break between wrestling bouts. The WWF of daytime TV. No, strike that. At least WWF has
agory line"

Philip laughed and rumpled my hair. "How about awalk?I'll grab a shower while you finish your

"Sounds good.”



Philip headed to the bathroom. | sneaked to the fridge and grabbed a hunk of provolonethat I'd
hidden amongst the vegetables. When the phone rang, | ignored it. Eating was more important, and since
Philip already had the water running, he wouldn't hear the ringing, so he wouldn't know | wasn't
answering it. Or so | thought. As| heard the water shut off, | shoved the cheese behind the | ettuce and
jogged for the phone. Philip was the sort who'd answer the phone during dinner rather than subject
someone to the answering machine. | tried to live up to his example—at least when hewas around. | was
halfway across the apartment when the machine clicked on. My recorded voice sang out a nausestingly
cheery greeting and invited the cdler to leave amessage. Thisonedid.

"Elena? It's Jeremy." | stopped in midstride. "Please cdl me. It'simportant.”

Hisvoicetrailed off. The phone hissed with asharp intake of breath. | knew he was tempted to
say more, to issue acal-me-or-else ultimatum, but he couldn't. We had an agreement. He couldn't come
here or send any of the others here. | resisted the urge to stick out my tongue at the answering machine.
Nyah-nyah-nyah, you can't get me. Maturity ishighly overrated.

"It'surgent, Elena," Jeremy continued. ™Y ou know | wouldn't call if it wasn't."

Philip reached for the phone, but Jeremy had dready hung up. Helifted the receiver and held it
out to me. | averted my gaze and waked to the couch.

"Aren't you going to cal back?' hesaid.

"Hedidn't leave anumber.”

"He sounded asif he expected you to haveit. Who wasit anyway?"

" A—uh—second cousin.”

"So my mysterious orphan has family?I'll have to meet this cousin someday.”

"Y ou wouldn't want to."

Helaughed. "Turnabout'sfair play. | inflicted my family on you. Now's your chance for revenge.
After Betsy's shower you'll want to sic your worst on me. Dig up the mad cousins who've been locked in
atticsfor years. Though, actudly, crazy attic-dwelling cousins would probably be the best kind. Definite

dinner party interest. Better than the great-aunts who've told you the same story since childhood and fall



adeep over dessart.”

| rolled my eyes. "Reedy for that walk yet?'

"Let mefinish my shower. How about giving 411 acal?’

"And get dinged with a service charge whether they find the number or not?"

"It'slessthan abuck. We can afford it. Cdll. If you can't find his number, maybe you can get
someone el'se who can give you his number. There must be more of these cousins, right?”

"Y ou think they have phone servicein those attics? They're lucky if they get eectric lighting.”

Cdl, Elena," he said, giving amock growl as he disappeared into the bathroom.

Once he was out of theroom, | stared at the phone. Philip may have joked about it, but | knew
he expected meto call Jeremy back. Why wouldn't he? It was what any decent human being would do.
Philip had heard the message, heard the urgency in Jeremy'svoice. By refusing to return what seemed to
be avery important cdl, I'd appear callous, uncaring. A human would call back. The kind of woman |
wanted to be would call back.

| could pretend I'd made the call. It was tempting, but it wouldn't stop Jeremy from phoning again
...andagan...and again. Thiswasn't thefirg time he'd tried communicating with mein the past few
days. Werewolves share some degree of telepathy. Most werewolvesignored it, preferring lessmydtica
ways of communication. Jeremy had refined the ability to an art, mainly because it gave him one more
way to get under our skin and harass us until we did his bidding. While he'd been trying to contact me, I'd
been blocking him. So he'd resorted to the phone. Not quite as effective as bombarding someone's brain,
but after afew days of filled message tapes, I'd cavein, if only to get rid of him.

| stood next to the phone, closed my eyes, and inhaed. | could do this. | could make the call,
find out what Jeremy wanted, politely thank him for |etting me know, and refuse to do whatever it was he
demanded, knowing full well he was going to demand something of me. Even if Jeremy was the Pack
Alphaand I'd been conditioned to obey him, | didn't have to do it anymore. | wasn't Pack. He had no
control over me.

| lifted the receiver and punched in the numbers from memory. It rang four times, then the



machine picked up. A recorded voice started, not Jeremy's deep tones, but a Southern drawl that made
me fumble to hang up before | heard the entire message. Sweat broke out along my forehead. Theair in
the apartment seemed to have shot up ten degrees and lost haf its oxygen. | wiped my hands over my
face, gave my head a sharp shake and went to find my shoes for my wak with Philip.

Before breakfast the next morning, Philip asked what Jeremy had wanted. | admitted that | hadn't
been able to get in touch with him, but promised to keep trying. After we ate, Philip went downgtairsto
get the newspaper. | called Jeremy and once more got the answering machine.

Asmuch as| hated to admit it, | was Starting to worry. It wasn't my fault, redly. Being concerned
about my former Pack brothers was ingtinctive, something | couldn't control. Or, at least, that's what |
told mysdlf when my heart pounded on the third unanswered call.

Jeremy should have been there. He rarely went far from Stonehaven, preferring to rule from his
throne of power and send hisminionsto do his dirty work. Okay, that wasn't afair assessment of
Jeremy's leadership style, but | wasin no mood to be complimentary. He'd told meto call and, goddamn
it, he should have been therewhen | did.

When Philip came back, | was hovering over the phone, glaring down at it asif | could mentally
force Jeremy to pick up.

"Still no answer?' Philip said.

| shook my head. He studied my face more closaly than | liked. As| turned away, he crossed the
room and put his hand on my shoulder.

"Youreworried."

"Not redly. | just—"

"It'sokay, hon. If it were my family, I'd be worried. Maybe you should go there. See what's
wrong. It sounded urgent.”

| pulled away. "No, that'sridiculous. I'll keep caling—"

"It'sfamily, hon," he said, asif that answered any argument | could come up with. For him, it did.



That was onething | couldn't argue with. When Philip and | first became serious, the lease on his
gpartment came up and he'd made it clear he wanted to move in with me, but I'd ressted. Then held
taken meto hisfamily reunion. I'd met his mother and hisfather and his sister and seen how he interacted
with them, how integral they wereto hislife. The next day I'd told him not to extend hislease.

Now Philip expected meto go to the aid of someone he thought was my family. If | refused,
would hethink I wasn't the kind of person he wanted? | wouldn't take that chance. | promised to keep
trying. | promised if | didn't get hold of Jeremy by noon, I'd fly to New Y ork State to see what was
wrong.

Eachtimel caled over the next few hours, | prayed for an answer. The only reply | got wasthe
click of the answering machine.

Philip drove meto the airport after lunch.

Prodigal

The plane landed at Syracuse-Hancock at seven p.m. | tried Jeremy's number, but only got the
answering machine. Again. By now | was more annoyed than worried. As the distance between us
lessened, my memory improved and | remembered what it wasliketo live a Stonehaven, Jeremy's
country estate. In particular, | recalled the resident phone-answering habits, or lack thereof. Two people
lived at Stonehaven, Jeremy and his foster-son-turned-bodyguard, Clayton. There were two phonesin
the five-bedroom house. The onein Clay's room was connected to the answering machine, but the phone
itself had lost the ability to ring four years ago, when Clay whipped it across the room after it dared
disturb hisdeep two nightsin arow. There was also aphonein the study, but if Clay needed to usethe
linefor hislaptop, he often neglected to plug the phone back in, sometimesfor days. Eveniif, by chance,
there was an operating telephone in the house, both men had been known to sit five feet away and not

bother picking it up. And Philip thought my phone habits were bad.



The more | thought about it, the more | fumed. The more | fumed, the more determined | was not
to leave the airport until someone answered the damned phone. If they summoned me, they should pick
me up. At least, thiswas my excuse. The truth wasthat | was|oath to leave the bustle of the airport. Yes,
that sounds crazy. Most people judge the success of aplaneflight by how little time they haveto spend in
the airport. Normally, | would have felt the same way, but as| sat there, taking in the sghts and smells of
the nearly empty terminal, | reveled in the humanness of it. Herein the airport | was an anonymousfacein
aseaof equaly anonymousfaces. There was comfort in that, the fegling of being part of something
larger, but not at the center of it. Things would change the minute | walked out of here and into
Stonehaven.

Two hourslater, | decided | couldn't put it off any longer. | made my last call to Stonehaven and
left amessage. Two words. "I'm coming." It would do.

Getting to Stonehaven wasn't easy. It wasin remote upstate New Y ork near asmal town called
Bear Valey. Asmy cab pulled away from the airport, it was dready night. Syracuse glowed somewhere
to the south, but the cab turned north once it reached highway 81. The lights of North Syracuse
appeared to my |eft, faded fast, then vanished into the night. A dozen miles|ater the driver turned off the
highway and the darkness was complete. In the quiet of the country night, | relaxed. Werewolves weren't
meant for urban life. There was no place to run, and the sheer crush of people often provided more
temptation than anonymity. Sometimes| think | choseto live in downtown Toronto Smply becauseit was
againg my nature, one more ingtinct for me to defest.

As| looked out the window, | ticked off the time with the landmarks. With each passing mark,
my stomach danced faster. Trepidation, | told mysalf. Not anticipation. Even if I'd spent the better part of
ten years at Stonehaven, | didn't consider it my home. The concept of home was difficult for me, an
etheredl construct emerging from dreams and stories rather than actua experience. Of course, | did have
ahome once, agood home and agood family, but it didn't last long enough to leave more than the most
flegting impression.

My parents died when | wasfive. We'd been coming home from the fair, taking aback road



because my mother wanted to show me aminiature pony foad she'd seen at afarm aong there. | could
hear my father laughing, asking my mother how she expected meto see anything in afied at midnight. |
remember him turning to look over the sest, grinning a me while he teased my mother besde me. | don't
remember what happened next, no squealing tires, no screams, no careering out of control. Just
blackness.

| don't know how | got on the side of the road. 1'd been segt belted in, but must have crawled
out after the accident. All | remember isSitting in the gravel beside my father's bloodied body, shaking
him, talking to him, pleading with him to answer and not understanding why he didn't, knowing only that
my father aways answered, never ignored me, but all he did now was stare at me, eyeswide and
unblinking. | remember hearing mysdlf start to whimper, afive-year-old, crouched by the sde of the
road, saring into my father's eyes, whimpering because it was so dark and there was no one coming to
help, whimpering because my mother was back in the crushed car, not moving, and my father waslying
herein thedirt, not answering me, not holding me, not comforting me, not hel ping my mother get out of
the car, and there was blood, so much blood, and broken glass everywhere, and it was so dark and so
cold and no one was coming to help.

If I had any extended family, | never heard of them. After my parents died, the only person who
tried to claim me was my mother's best friend and she was refused on the grounds that she was
unmarried. However, | only spent acouple of weeksin the children's home before | was snatched up by
thefirst couple who saw me. | can still see them, knedling before me, oooing and ahhhing about what a
beautiful child | was. So tiny, so perfect with my white-blond hair and my blue eyes. A porcdain dall,
they called me. They took their doll home and Started their perfect life. But it didn't work out quite that
way. Their preciousdoll sat inachair dl day and never opened her mouith, then at night—every
night—she screamed until dawn. After three weeksthey returned me. So | went from onefoster family to
the next, waystaken by the ones utterly charmed by my face and utterly incapable of handling my
scarred psyche.

As| grew into adolescence, the couples who picked me from the home changed. It was no



longer the wife who chose me but the husband, picking up on my childish beauty and my fear. | became
the favored choice of male predators who were looking for avery special kind of child. Ironically, it was
through these mongtersthat | first found my strength. As| grew older, | began to see them for what they
were, not al-powerful bogeymen who dipped into my room at night, but weak creaturesterrified of
regjection and exposure. With that redlization, the fear dipped away. They could touch me, but they
couldn't touch me, not the me who lay beyond my body. Asthe fear subsided, so did therage. |
despised them and their equally weak, blind wives, but they weren't worthy of my anger. | wouldn't let
myself be angry at them, wouldn't et mysalf waste time and effort better spent esewhere. If | wanted to
ecapethislife, | had to do it mysdf. That didn't mean running away. It meant staying and surviving. It
meant studying hard and making the honorslist eveniif | rarely went afull year without switching schools.
Succeeding a school would mean acceptance into university, which would mean a degree, which would
mean a career, which would mean the kind of life my socia workers and foster families assumed was
beyond me. At the sametime, | discovered another source of power—the strength of my own body. |
grew tall and rangy. A teacher sgned me up for track-and-field, hoping it would help me get closeto
other children. Instead | learned to run, discovering the absolute bliss, the unparaleed pleasure of the
physicd, feding my strength and my speed for thefirst time. By the time | was midway through high
school | waslifting weights and working out daily. My foster father wasn't touching me by then. | wasn't
anyone'sideaof avictim by then.

"Isthisit, miss?' the driver asked.

| hadn't felt the car stop, but when | looked out the window | could see we were at the front
gates of Stonehaven. A figure sat on the grass, ankles crossed as he leaned against the stonewall.
Clayton.

The driver squinted, trying to make out the house in the dark, as blind to the brass nameplate as
to the man waiting by the gate. The moon had gone behind a cloud and the coach lamps at the end of the

drivewereunlit.



"I'll get out here," | said.

"Uh-uh. No can do, miss. It's not safe. There's something out there."

| thought he was referring to Clay. "Something" was an apt description. | was about to say,
unfortunatdly, that | knew that "'something” when the driver continued.

"Weve been having oursalves some trouble in these woods, miss. Wild dogs by the looks of it.
One of our girlsfrom town was found not too far from here. Butchered by these dogs. Buddy of mine
found her and he said—well, it wasn't nice, miss. Y ou just Sit back and I'll unlatch that gate and drive you
up.”

"Wild dogs?' | repeated, certain I'd heard wrong.

"That's right. My buddy found tracks. Huge ones. Some guy from some college said dll the tracks
came from one animd, but that can't be right. It's gotta be apack. Y ou don't see—" The driver'seyes
went to the side window and he jumped in his seat. " Jesud”

Clay had |eft his post at the gate and materialized at my window. He stood there, watching me, a
dow grinlighting his eyes. He reached for the door handle. The driver put the car in gear.

"It'sokay," | said, with deep regret. "He's with me.”

The door opened. Clay ducked his head inside.

"Y ou getting out or just thinking about it?" he asked.

"She's not getting out here,” the driver said, twisting back to look over the seat. "If you're fool
enough to be wandering around these woods at night, that's your problem, but I'm not letting this young
lady walk god-knows-how-far to that house back there. If you want aride up, unlock the gate for me
and get in. Otherwise, close my door."

Clay turned to the driver, asif noticing him for thefirst time. Hislip curled and his mouth opened.
Whatever he planned to say, it wasn't going to be nice. Before Clay could cause ascene, | opened the
opposite door and did out. Asthe cab driver rolled down hiswindow to stop me, | dropped afifty on his
lap and skirted around the back of the cab. Clay dammed the other door and headed for the front walk.

The driver hesitated, then sped off, kicking up ahail of gravel asaparting shot of disgust at our youthful



foolishness.

As| approached, Clay stepped back to watch me. Despite the cold night air, he wore only faded
jeansand ablack T-shirt, displaying dim hips, abroad chest, and sculpted biceps. In the decade I'd
known him, he hadn't changed. | was aways hoping for a difference—afew wrinkles, agar, anything
that would mar his mode -perfect looks and bring him down to mortaity with the rest of us, but | was
aways disappointed.

As| waked toward him, hetilted his head, his eyes never leaving mine. White teeth flashed ashe
grinned.

"Welcome home, darling.” His Deegp South drawl mangled the endearment into a " dah- lin"
straight out of a country-and-western song. | hated country music.

"Are you the wel coming committee? Or has Jeremy finally chained you up to the front gate where
you belong?'

"I missed you, too."

He reached out for me, but | sidestepped back onto the road, then started down the quarter-mile
laneto the house. Clay followed. A breeze of cool, dry night air lifted atendril of hair from my neck, and
with it came adusting of scents—the sharp tang of cedar, the faint perfume of apple blossoms, and the
teasing smell of long-devoured dinner. Each smell loosened my tense muscles. | shook myself, throwing
off the fedling and forced mysdlf to keep my eyes on the road, concentrating on doing nothing, not talking
to Clay, not smelling anything, not looking left or right. | didn't dare ask Clay what was going on. That
would mean engaging him in conversation, which would imply that | wanted to talk to him. With Clay,
even the smplest overtures were dangerous. As much as| wanted to know what was happening, 1'd
haveto hear it from Jeremy.

When | reached the house, | paused at the door and looked up. The two-story stone house
seemed not to loom over me, but to lean back, expectant. The welcome was there, but muted, waiting
for me to make the first move. So very much likeits owner. | touched one of the cool stonesand felt a

rush of memory legp out to greet me. Pulling away, | flung open the door, threw my overnight bag to the



floor and headed for the study, expecting to find Jeremy reading by the fireplace. He was dwaysthere
when | came home, not waiting at the gate like Clay, but waiting nonetheless.

The room was empty. A folded copy of Milan'sdaily paper Corriere della Sera lay besde
Jeremy's chair. Stacks of Clay's anthropology magazines and research publications covered the couch
and desk. The main phone rested on the desk and appeared to be intact and plugged in.

"l cdled,” | said. "Why wasn't anyone here?’

"Wewere here" Clay said. "Around, anyway. Y ou should have left amessage.”

"l did. Two hoursago.”

"Well, that explainsit. I've been out by the gate all day waiting for you, and you know Jer never
checksthe machine."

| didn't ask how Clay knew | was coming back today when | hadn't left amessage. Nor did |
guestion why held spent the entire day Sitting at the gate. Clay's behavior couldn't be measured by human
standards of normalcy. . . or by any standards of normalcy at al.

"Sowhereishe?' | asked.

"Dunno. | haven't seen him since he brought out my dinner afew hours ago. He must have gone

| didn't need to check the garage for Jeremy's car to know Clay didn't mean he'd gone out in the
usua sense. Common human phrases took on new meanings a Stonehaven. Going out meant he'd gone
for arun—and that didn't mean he'd gonejogging.

Did Jeremy expect meto fly al the way here, then wait on his convenience? Of course he did.
Wasit punishment for ignoring his summons? Part of mewished | could accuse him of that, but Jeremy
was never petty. If held planned arun for tonight, held have gone, regardless of whether | was coming or
not. A diver of hurt ran through my anger, but | tried to disown it. Did | expect Jeremy to be waiting for
me like Clay? Of course not. Didn't expect it and didn't care about it. Redlly. | was pissed off, nothing
more. Two could play this game. Jeremy valued his privacy when he ran. So what was | going to do?

Invade that privacy, of course. Jeremy may never be petty, but | sure ashell could be.



"Out?' | sad. "Wl then, I'll just haveto find him."

| swerved to pass Clay, heading for the door. He stepped in front of me.

"Hell be back soon. Sit down and we'll—"

| sdestepped Clay on my way to the rear hall and the half-open back door. Clay followed at my
hedls, keeping pace a step behind. 1 walked through the walled garden to the path leading into the forest.
The wood-chip path crunched underfoot. From beyond, the night smells began to Sift in: burning leaves,
distant cattle, wet soil—myriad inviting scents. Somewhere in the distance amouse shrieked as an owl
snatched it from the forest floor.

| kept walking. Within fifty feet thetrail dwindled to athin path of trodden grass, then
disappeared into the undergrowth. | paused and sniffed the air. Nothing—No scent, no sound, no sign of
Jeremy. At that moment, | realized | heard no sound at al, not even the clomp of Clay's footsteps behind
me. | turned and saw only trees.

"Clayton!" | shouted.

A moment later the reply came back in acrashing of distant bushes. He was off to warn Jeremy.
| dammed my hand into the nearest tree trunk. Had | redlly expected Clay to let meintrude on Jeremy's
privacy that easily? If so, I'd forgotten afew thingsin the past year.

| pushed through the trees. Twigslashed at my face and vines grabbed my feet. | sumbled
forward, feding huge, clumsy, and most unwelcome out here. The path wasn't made for people. | didn't
stand achance of heading off Clay like this, so | found aclearing and prepared for the Change.

My Change was rushed, making it awkward and torturous and afterward | had to rest, panting
ontheground. As| got to my feet, | closed my eyes and inhaed the smell of Stonehaven. A shiver of
elaion started in my paws, raced up my legs, and quivered through my entire body. Initswake, it left an
indescribable blend of excitement and cam that made me want to tear through the forest and collapsein
blissful peace at the sametime. | washome. Asahuman, | could deny that Stonehaven was my home,
that the people here were my Pack, that the woods here were anything more than a patch of someone

esgsland. But asawolf in Stonehaven's forest, one chorus trumpeted through my head. Thisforest was



mine. It was Pack territory and therefore it was mine. Mineto runin and hunt in and play in without fear
of partying teenagers, overeager hunters, or rabid foxes and raccoons. No discarded sofas to block my
path, no rusty cansto dice open my paws, no stinking garbage bagsto foul the air | breathed, or dumped
chemicalsto pallute the water | drank. Thiswasn't some patch of woods claimed for an hour or two.
Thiswasfive hundred acres of forest, every acre crisscrossed with familiar paths and stocked with
rabbits and deer, asmorgasbord supplied for my pleasure. My pleasure. | downed huge gulps of air.
Mine. | darted out of the thicket to the well-worn path. Mine. | rubbed against an oak tree, fedling the
bark scratch and pull away tickling clumps of dead fur. Mine. The ground shuddered in three low
vibrations—arabbit thumping somewhere to my left. Mine. My legs ached to run, to rediscover the
intricate world of my forest. Somewhere degp in my brain, atiny human voice shouted No, no, no! This
isnt yours. You gaveit up. Youdont want it! | ignoredit.

There was only one thing missing, onelast thing that differentiated these woods from the lonely
ravinesof Toronto. Even as| wasthinking this, ahowl pierced the night; not musical night singing, but the
urgent cry of alonewolf, blood caling to blood. | closed my eyes and fdlt the sound vibrate through me.
Then | threw back my head and responded. The smal warning voice stopped yelling invective, anger
taken over by something closer to dread. No, it whispered. Not that. Claim the forest. Claim the air and
the paths and the trees and the animals. But don't claim that.

The bushes crackled behind me and | whirled around to see Clay in midair. He caught my
forequarters and knocked me flying onto my back, then stood over me and nipped at the loose skin
around my neck. When | snapped at him, he pulled back. Standing over me, he whined and prodded my
neck with his nose, begging me to come play with him, telling me how lonely held been. | could fed the
resistance somewhere within me, but it was too deeply buried. | grabbed hisforeleg between my jaws
and yanked him off balance. Ashefdll, | legpt atop him. We tumbled into the thick undergrowth, nipping
and kicking and fighting for the top position. Just as he was about to pin me, | wriggled free and legpt
away. We circled each other. Clay'stail lashed against my side, running along it like a caressing hand. He

inched closer and rubbed hisflank against mine. Aswe circled the next round, he put aleg in front of



mine to stop me and buried his nose againgt my neck. | could fed his hot breath against my skin ashe
inhaled my scent. Then he grabbed me by the throat and threw me over backward, giving ayip of
triumph as| fell for it—literdly. He didn't hold the victory spot for more than a couple of seconds before
| dethroned him. We wrestled awhile longer, then | legpt free. Clay stepped back and crouched, leaving
his hindquarters high. His mouth hung open, tongue out and ears forward. | hunkered down asiif
preparing to meet his attack. When he pounced, | sprang to the side and started to run.

Clay tore after me. We raced through the forest, crossing acre after acre of ground. Then, just as
| was circling back toward the front of the property, a shot exploded the peace of the forest. | skidded to
astop.

A shot? Had | redlly heard a shot? Of course I'd encountered guns before, guns and hunters
were an expected danger when you roamed strange forests. But this was Stonehaven. It was safe.

Another shot rang out. | swiveled my ears. The blasts had come from the north. There were
orchardsfar to the north. Was the farmer using one of those devices that mimicked shotgun blaststo
scare Off birds? It had to be. Either that or someone was hunting in the neighboring fields. Stonehaven's
forests were clearly marked with fences and signs. The locals respected the boundaries. They aways
had. Jeremy's reputation with the locals was peerless. He may not have been the most sociable
landowner, but he was respected. | headed north to solve the mystery. I'd barely gone three yards when
Clay legpt in front of me. He growled. It wasn't aplayful growl. | stared at him, wondering if I'd
misinterpreted his meaning. He growled again and | was certain. He waswarning me off. | put my ears
back and snarled. He blocked my path. | narrowed my eyes and glared at him. Obvioudy I'd been awvay
too long if he thought he could boss me around like he did the others. If held forgotten who | was, I'd be
willing to give him arefresher lesson. | curled my lips back and growled one last warning. He didn't back
down. | threw myself a him. He met mein midlegp, knocking the wind from me. When | regained my
senses, | was lying on the ground with Clay's teeth locked in the loose skin behind my head. | was out of
practice.

Clay growled and gave me arough shake, asif | were amishehaving pup. After afew rounds of



this, he pulled back and stood up. | got to my feet with as much dignity as| could muster. Before | was
even fully standing, Clay butted my backsde with hismuzzle. | turned to give him an indignant glare. He
butted me again, driving me in the opposite direction. | went long with it for nearly aquarter mile, then
swerved to the side and tried an end run around him. Seconds after | flew past him, a 200-pound weight
dropped on my back and | skidded into the dirt. Clay's teeth sank into my shoulder, degp enough to
draw blood and send a stab of pain and shock through me. Thistime he didn't even let me get to my feet
before he started herding me back to the house, nipping a my back legsif | showed signs of dowing.

Clay drove meto the clearing where I'd Changed and made his own Change on the other side of
the thicket. My Change back to human was even more hurried than my Changeto awolf. Thistime,
though, | didn't need to rest afterward. Fury gave me energy. | yanked on my clothes, ripping the deeve
of my shirt. Then | strode out from the clearing. Clay was there, arms crossed, waiting. He was naked, of
course, his clothing abandoned in a clearing deeper in the forest. Naked, Clay was even more perfect
than when he was dressed, a Greek sculptor's dream cometo life. Seeing him, adow flush of heat ran
through me, bringing to mind memories of other runs and their inevitable aftermath. | cursed my body's
betrayal and strode toward him.

"Whet the hell were you doing?' | shouted.

"Me? Me? | wasnt theidiot running toward men with guns. Where the hell was your heed at,
Elena?'

"Don't give methat crap. | wouldn't leave the property and you know it. | wasjust curious. I'm
back an hour and you're dready testing the waters. How far can you push me, how much can you
control—"

"Those hunters were on the property, Elena" Clay's voice was low, his eyeslocked on to mine.

"Oh, that'saload of—" | stopped and studied hisface. "Y ou're serious, aren't you? Hunters? On
Jeremy's land? Are you getting soft in your old age?"

The barb struck deeper than | hoped. Clay's mouth tightened. His eyes went hard. Rage

smmered there, mere degrees from explosion. The anger wasn't directed a me, but at those who had



dared invade his sanctuary. Every fiber in Clay would rebel at the thought of allowing armed men on the
property. Only one thing would keep him from hunting them down—Jeremy. So Jeremy must have
forbidden him to take care of these trespassers, forbidden him not only to kill them, but even to use his
infamous scare techniques, Clay's usua method of dealing with human trespassers. Two generations of
locdl teenagersin search of party sites had grown up passing aong the story that Stonehaven's
backwoods were haunted. So long as the tales involved spooks and phantasms, with no mention of
werewolves, Jeremy dlowed it, even encouraged it. After all, letting Clay scare the locals was safer and
far less messy than the aternative. So why wasn't Jeremy letting him do it now? What had changed?

"He should beinsde now," Clay said. "Go talk to him."

He turned and headed into the woods to find his clothing.

As| walked to the house, | thought about what the cab driver had said. Wild dogs. There were
no wild dogs here. Dogs wouldn't set foot anywhere near werewolf territory. Nor did dogs run around
daughtering hedthy young women. Huge canine tracks found around the body could only mean one
thing. A werewalf. Y et who would be killing that close to Stonehaven? The question itsalf was o
unfathomable it could have no answer. A non-Pack werewolf would have to be suiciddl to crossthe
New Y ork State border. Clay's methods for dealing with trespassers were so renowned that one hadn't
come within ahundred miles of Stonehaven in over twenty years. The story goesthat Clay had
dismembered the last trespassing werewolf finger by finger, limb by limb, keeping him dive until the last
possible moment, when held ripped off his head. Clay had been seventeen at thetime.

Theideathat either Clay or Jeremy could be responsible for the woman's death was equaly
ludicrous. Jeremy didn't kill. That wasn't to say he couldn't kill or even that he never felt the urge, but
samply that he redized his energy was better channeled e sewhere, as an army general must forgo the heat
of the battle and devote himsdlf to matters of strategy and leadership. If someone had to bekilled,
Jeremy ordered it done. Even that was done only in extreme cases and rarely involved humans. No

matter what the threst, Jeremy would never order the killing of ahuman on hisown territory. Asfor Clay,



whatever hislegion of faults, gport-killing humanswasn't one of them. Killing them would involve touching

them, which meant lowering himsdlf to physical contact with them, which he didn't do unless absolutdly
necessary.

—_—

When | reentered the house, it was till silent. | went back to the study, the heart of Stonehaven.
Jeremy wasn't there. | decided to wait. If he wasin the house, he'd hear me. For once, he could cometo
me.

Jeremy ruled the Pack with absolute authority. That'sthe law of wild wolves, though it hadn't
aways been the law of the Pack. At times, the history of the Pack Alphas made Roman imperia
succession look downright civilized. A Pack werewolf would scramble to the top of the hegp, hold the
Alphapostion for afew months, maybe even afew years, then get assassinated or executed by one of
his more ambitious Pack brothers, who would then take over until he met his own—amost certainly
unnatural—demise. Pack Alpha-hood had nothing to do with leadership and everything to do with
power.

By the second half of the twentieth century, the Pack was falling gpart. The postindustria world
wasn't kind to werewolves. Urban sprawl swallowed deep forests and wide open spaces. Peoplein
modern society were far less likely than thosein feuda England to repect the privacy of their wedthy,
reclusive neighbors. Radio, television, and newspapers could spread stories of werewolf sightings across
the globe within hours. New methods of police work meant a strange canine-likekilling in Talahassee
could be swiftly linked to smilar onesin Miami and Key West. The world began to close in on the Pack.
Instead of banding together, they'd begun fighting one another for every last vestige of security, even
going so far asto sted primeterritory from their own Pack brothers.

Jeremy changed that.

Although Jeremy could never be considered the best fighter in the Pack, he possessed a strength
that was even more important for the survival and success of the modern Pack. Jeremy had absolute

self-control. Being able to master his own ingtincts and urges meant he could see the problems the Pack



wasfacing and dedl with them rationaly, making decisions untainted by impulse. As suburbs consumed
the land surrounding cities, he moved the Pack farther into the countryside. He taught them how to dedl
with humans, how to be part of the world and outside of the world at the same time. As stories of
werewolvestravelled faster and more easily, he exerted his control over not just the Pack, but the
non-Pack werewolves. In the past, non-Pack werewolves—known as mutts—were seen as
second-class citizens, benegath the notice of the Pack. Under Jeremy'srule, mutts didn't gain any status,
but the Pack |earned that they couldn't afford to ignore them. If amutt caused enough troublein Cairo, it
could resonate al the way to New Y ork. The Pack started keeping dossiers on muitts, learning their
habits and tracing their movements. When awerewolf caused trouble anywhere in the world, the Pack
responded quickly and decisively. The pendty for endangering the security of the Pack ranged anywhere
from arousting to a beating to a swift execution. Under Jeremy'srule, the Pack was stronger and more
stable than ever, and no one contested it. They were smart enough to know when they had agood thing.

| shook off my thoughts and walked to the desk, looking at the nest of papers piled there.
"Excavation Reved's New Ingghts on the Chavin Phenomenon" read thetitle of one article. Peeking out
from under it was another about ancient Chavin de Huantar jaguar cults. Fascinating stuff. Y awn. Though
it came as a shock to most who met him, Clay had abrain, actudly abrilliant brain, one that had earned
him aPh.D. in anthropology. He speciaized in anthropomorphic religions. In other words, he sudied
man-beast symbolism in ancient cultures. His reputation was built on hisresearch, snce hedidnt liketo
ded directly with the human world, but when he deemed it necessary to make aforay into the liveworld
of academics held take on brief teaching stints. That was how I'd met him.

Again, | shook off my thoughts, harder thistime. Turning from the mess of Clay's papers, | sank
onto the couch. As| glanced around, | redlized that the room looked exactly as1'd |ft it fourteen months
ago. | pulled up apicture of the study from memory, compared it with what | was seeing and found not a
single difference. That couldn't be right. Jeremy redecorated this room—and most of the house—so often
it was arunning gag that we could blink and see something different. Clay said once that the changes had

to do with bad memories, but he wouldn't elaborate. Soon after Clay brought me here, Jeremy had



recruited me as his decorating assstant. | could remember entire nights spent poring over catalogues,
dragging around furniture, and holding up paint chips. When | looked up at the ceiling by thefireplace, |
could see hardened lumps of wallpaper paste, till there from afour A.M. wallpapering spree that had
turned the study into a battleground, Jeremy and | too exhausted to do anything more than lob clumps of
paste at each other. | remembered staring at those hardened lumpsthe last time I'd been in this room.
Jeremy had been there, standing before the fireplace, his back to me. Asl'd told him what 1'd done, I'd
ached for him to turn around, to tell methat it wasn't wrong. But | knew it waswrong. So completely
wrong. Still, I'd wanted him to say something, anything, to make me fed better. When he hadn't, 1'd l€ft,
promising myself that | wouldn't return. | looked up at the paste clumps. Another battle lost.

"Soyouvecomeback . . . findly."

The degp voice made me jump. Jeremy stood in the doorway. Since l'd last seen him, held
grown aclose-clipped beard, something that usualy happened when he got too distracted to shave, then
couldn't be bothered undoing the damage. 1t made him look older, though still nowhere near histrue age
of fifty-one. We age dowly. Jeremy could passfor mid-thirties: hishairstyle furthering theilluson of
youth, shoulder-length and tied at the nape of his neck. It was a style adopted not out of fashion but
because it meant fewer haircuts. Tripsto a public barber were intolerable for Jeremy, so Clay or | cut his
hair, which wasn't an experience to be endured more than afew times a year. When he stepped into the
room, hisbangsfdl into his eyes, shattering the austerity of hisface. He shoved them back, a gesture so
familiar it made my throat ache.

Helooked around. "Where's Clay?'

Typicd. Firdt, he gets after mefor being late. Then he asks about Clay. A twinge of hurt darted
through me, but | pushed it away. It wasn't like | expected him to welcome me back with hugs and
kisses. That wasn't Jeremy'sway, though a'"good to see you" or "how was your flight?* would have been
nice

"We heard shotsin the back forest,” | said. "He mumbled something about shallow graves and

took off."



"I've been trying to contact you for three days."

"l washbusy."

His cheek twitched. With Jeremy, thiswas the equivalent of an emotiond outburst. "When | call,
you cal meback," he said, his voice deceptively soft. "I wouldn't cal you if it wasn't important. If | do
cdl, you answer. That was the arrangement.”

"Correct, that was the arrangement. Past tense. Our arrangement ended when | |eft the Pack.”

"When you left the Pack? And when did this happen? Forgive meif | missed something, but |
don't recdl any such conversation, Elena.”

"| thought it was understood.”

Clay waked in the room carrying atray of cold cuts and cheese. Helaid it on the desk and
looked from meto Jeremy.

Jeremy continued. " So you're no longer part of the Pack now?"

"Correct."

"Then you're one of them—amutt?'

"Of course not, Jer," Clay said, thumping down beside me on the couch.

| moved to the fireplace.

"Well, whichisit?" Jeremy asked, his gaze skewering mine. "Pack or not?"

"Comeon, Jer," Clay said. "Y ou know she doesn't mean it.”

"We had an arrangement, Elena. | wouldn't contact you unless | needed you. Well, | need you
and now you're sulking and fuming because | had the gall to remind you of your responsibilities.”

"Y ou need me for what? To take care of atrespassng mutt? That's Clay'sjob.”

Jeremy shook his head. "Y ou don't use awrecking ball to exterminate one mouse. Clay hashis
srengths. Subtlety is not one of them.”

Clay grinned at me and shrugged. | looked away.

"So what's going on that's so damned important you need me?' | asked.

Jeremy turned and headed for the door. "It's |ate. I've called aMeet for tomorrow. I'll tell you



everything then. Hopefully you'l fed less confrontationa after agood deep.”

"Whoa!" | said, stepping out to block his path. "I dropped everything to come here. | skipped
out of work, paid for an airlineticket, and raced here asfast as | could because no one was answering
the damned phone. | want to know why I'm here and | want to know now. If you walk out that door, I'm
not going to promise you'l ill find me hereinthe morning.”

"So beit," Jeremy said, hisvoice so cool | shivered in the draft. "If you decideto leave, have
Clay driveyou to Syracuse."

"Yeah, right,”" | said. "I'd be more likely to get to the airport by thumbing aride with the local
psychopath.”

Clay grinned. "Y ou forget, darling. | am theloca psychopath.”

| muttered my complete and heartfelt agreement. Jeremy said nothing, just stood there and
waited for meto step aside. | did. Old habits are hard to break. Jeremy left the room. A minute later, his
bedroom door closed upstairs.

"Arrogant son-of-a-bitch,” | muttered.

Clay only shrugged. He was leaning back in his segt, eyes watching me, lips curved in apensve
smilethat set my teeth on edge.

"Whet the hell do you want?' | said.

Hissmileturned to agrin, white teeth flashing. "Y ou. What es=?"

"Where? Right here? On thefloor?'

"Nah. Not that. Not yet. Just the same old thing | wayswant. Y ou. Here. For good."

| wished held stuck with my interpretation. He caught my eye.

"I'm glad you're home, darling. | missed you.”

| nearly tripped over my feet running from the room.

M eet



No matter what Jeremy had said, | knew better than to leave. He might pretend not to care what
| did, but hed stop meif | tried to leave before held told me whatever he'd wanted to tell me. | had three
choices. Firg, | could cdl him on it and walk out. Second, | could storm to his room and demand he tell
me what was going on. Third, | could go to my old bedroom, deep, and find out what he wanted in the
morning. | weighed the options. Getting a cab back to Syracuse would be imposs ble now, since the local
taxi service shut down over an hour ago. | could take one of the carsand ditch it at the airport, but my
chances of catching aflight to Toronto at three am. were next to noneand | didn't relish deegping in the
arport. Nor did | relish theidea of fighting with Jeremy. One didn't fight with Jeremy Danvers; one
shouted and raged and cursed him while he stood there with an inscrutable look on his face, waited until
you'd exhausted yoursdlf, then camly refused to discuss the matter. I'd learned ways of getting under his
skin, but | was out of practice. No, tonight I'd fight back by refusing to play their games. I'd go to bed,
get agood deep, sttle thisin the morning, and leave. Smple asthat.

| grabbed my overnight bag and went upstairs to my old room, ignoring the fact that—al though
supposedly no one knew | was coming—the bedroom was aired out, window cracked open, fresh
bedding on, and coversturned back. | took the cell phone from my bag and caled Philip. With each
unanswered ring, | felt astab of disappointment. He was probably in bed aready. When the machine
clicked on. | thought of hanging up, caling back, and hoping the additiond ringing would wake him, but |
knew | was being sdlfish, wanting to talk to him to reestablish my link with the outsde world. So | settled
for leaving a brief messageto let him know 1'd arrived safely and I'd call again before | |eft the next day.

The silence of the house woke me the next morning. I'd become accustomed to waking in the
city, curang the sounds of traffic. When nothing conspired to get me up thismorning, | bolted awake at
ten, half expecting to see the world had ended. Then | redlized | was at Stonehaven. | can't say | was
relieved.

| struggled up from the embroidered bed sheets and thick fegther pillows and pushed back the



curtains from my canopy bed. Waking up in my room at Stonehaven was like awakening into aVictorian
romance nightmare. The canopied bed aone was bad enough, something straight out of the Princess and
the Pea, and it only got worse. A Hepplewhite cedar chest at the foot of my bed held wood-scented
down comforters, just in case the two Egyptian cotton duvets on my bed weren't enough. Layers of
opulent lace billowed around the window, streaming over a satin-covered window seet. Thewallswere
pale pink, adorned with watercolors of flowers and sunsets. Across the room was a huge carved oak
vanity, with afloor-length gilt mirror and silver vanity set. Even the top of the dresser was cluttered with
Dresden figurines. Scarlett would have fet right a home.

The window seat was the reason Jeremy had picked this room for me, that and the cherry trees
that had been blossoming just below the window. It had seemed appropriately pretty and feminine. The
truth is, Jeremy had known sguat about women and expecting me to go gaga over cherry blossoms had
been the firgt of many mistakes. In Jeremy's defense, he couldn't be expected to know any better.
Women played the most insignificant of rolesin theworld of werewolves. A werewolf's only reason for
delving into the mind of awoman isto find the best way to get her in bed. Most of them can't even be
bothered learning that. If you're ten times stronger than the gorgeous redhead standing &t the bar, why
waste your money buying her adrink? At leadt, that's the mutt point of view. Pack werewolves have
developed more finesse. If awerewolf wantsto live in one place, he can't make ahabit of raping a
woman every time the urge strikes. Pack werewolves even have mistresses and girlfriends, athough they
never form what humanswould cal closereationships. They certainly never marry. Nor do they let
women raisetheir sons. Asl've said, only sonsinherit the werewolf gene. So, while daughters were
ignored, it was alaw of the Pack that al male children must be taken from their mothersin infancy and al
ties with the mother must be severed. Jeremy couldn't be expected to know much about the opposite
sex, having grown up in aworld where mothers, Ssters, and aunts were only wordsin adictionary. And
there were no femal e werewolves. Except me, of course. When 1'd been bitten, Jeremy had expected a
docile childlike creature who would meekly accept her fate and be happy with a pretty room and nice

clothes. If held foreseen the future, he might have tossed me out the door . . . or worse.



The person who bit me had betrayed me in the worst possible way. I'd loved him, trusted him,
and held turned me into amonster then left me with Jeremy. To say | reacted badly is an understatement.
The bedroom arrangement didn't last. Within aweek, Jeremy had to lock mein the cage. My Changes
became as uncontrolled as my rages, and nothing Jeremy could say would make me listen. | despised
him. He was my captor, the only one around upon whom | could hegp the blame for every torment,
physica and emaotiond, | was undergoing. If the cage was my hell, Jeremy was my Satan.

Findly, I'd escaped. I'd hitched rides back to Toronto, trading in the only commodity | had—my
body. But within days of my arriva, 1'd realized my assessment of the cage had been horribly inaccurate.
It was not hell. It was only away station on the voyage. Living unrestrained and being unable to control
my Changes wasthe ninth circle of theinferno.

| started by killing animalsto stay dive, rabbits, raccoons, dogs and evenrats. Beforelong | lost
al illusion of control and sank into madness. Unable to reason, barely ableto think, 1'd been driven
entirely by the needs of my stomach. The rabbits and raccoons weren't enough. | killed people. After the
second one, Jeremy found me, took me home, and trained me. | never tried to escape again. I'd learned
my lesson. There were worse things than Stonehaven.

—_—

After struggling out of bed, | trotted across the cold hardwood floor to the throw rug. The
dresser and closet were stuffed with clothing 1'd accumulated over the years. | found jeans and a shirt
and yanked them on. Too lazy to comb my hair, | raked my fingersthough it and tied it into aloose braid.

Once semi-presentable | opened the bedroom door and glanced acrossthe hal. As Clay's deep
snores reverberated from his bedroom, some tension eased out of my shoulders. That was one problem |
could avoid thismorning.

| dipped out into the hall and past his closed door. With an uncanny abruptness, the snoring
stopped. Cursing under my breath | hurried down the first few stairs. Clay's door creaked open,
followed by the padding of bare feet on hardwood. Don't stop, | warned myself, and don't turn around.

Then | stopped and, of course, turned around.



He stood at the top of the stairslooking exhausted enough to tumble down them at the dightest
touch. His close-cropped gold curlswere an unruly mess, rumpled and plastered down by swesaty deep.
Sandy blond beard shadow covered his cheeks and square chin. His eyeswere half-lidded, struggling to
focus. He was dressed only in the white boxer shortswith black paw printsthat I'd bought him as ajoke
during one of our better periods. With ayawn, he stretched and rolled his shoulders, rippling muscles
down hischedt.

"Rough night guarding my escape routes?" | asked.

He shrugged. Whenever | had abad day at Stonehaven, Clay spent the night staking out my
possible escape venues. Like I'd ever be so cowardly asto sneak off in the night. Well, okay, I'd doneit
before, but that wasn't the point.

"How "bout some company for breskfast?' he asked.

"No."

Another drowsy shrug of his shoulders. Let afew more hours pass and hed never take the rebuff
without afight. Hell, in afew hours, he wouldn't bother asking if he could join me. | started back down
the gairs. | got exactly three steps when he jolted awake, trotted down the stairs after me, and grabbed
my elbow.

"Let meget your breskfast,” he said. "I'll meet you in the sunroom. | want to talk to you."

"I don't have anything to say to you, Clayton.”

"Givemefive minutes."

Before | could answer, hed jogged up the stairs and vanished into hisroom. | could have gone
after him, but that would have meant following him into his bedroom. Definitely not agood idea.

At the bottom of the stairs, asmell stopped mein my tracks. Honeyed ham and pancakes, my
favorite breskfast. | stepped into the sunroom and checked the table. Y es, stacks of ham and pancakes
were waiting on asteaming platter. They hadn't materidized on their own, but | might have been less
surprised to find that they had. The only person who could have made them was Jeremy, but Jeremy

didn't cook. Not couldn't—didn't. That isn't to say he expected Clay or me to serve him, but when he did



fix breakfast for usthe only thing that steamed was the coffee. The rest was aways a hodgepodge of
breads, cheeses, cold mests, fruits, and anything else requiring minima preparation.

Jeremy walked behind meinto the sunroom. "It's getting cold. Sit and eat.”

| said nothing about the breakfast. When Jeremy made agesture he didn't like it recognized,
much less thanked. For amoment | was sure this was Jeremy'sway of welcoming me back. Then the old
doubts resurfaced. Maybe held only fixed breskfast to placate me. With Jeremy, | could never read his
intentions, even after al these years. Sometimes | was certain he wanted me at Stonehaven. Other times|
was convinced he only accepted me because he had no choice, because I'd been thrugt into hislife and
keeping me cam and under control wasin the best interests of his Pack. | knew | spent too much time
dwelling on this, struggling to interpret his every gesture, far too eager to see some sign of approva.
Maybe | was still stuck in the old patterns of childhood, wanting afather more than I'd admit. | hoped
not. Needy waif wasn't exactly animage | cared to project.

| sat down and dug in. The pancakes came from amix, but | wasn't complaining. They were hot
and filling, and came with butter and maple syrup—thered stuff, not theimitation junk | always bought to
save afew bucks. | gulped down the first stack and reached for a second. Jeremy didn't so much asraise
his eyebrows. One good thing about Stonehaven: | could eat as much as | wanted without anyone
commenting or even noticing.

While Clay had staked out my bedroom window last night, it looked like Jeremy had been lying
inwait for me herethismorning. His easel was set up between his chair and the window. On it wasa
fresh sheet of paper with afew unconnected lines. He hadn't got far on the new sketch. Thefew lineshe
had drawn had obvioudy been erased and redrawn severd times. One spot of paper was threatening to
break through to the easel behind.

"Areyou going to tell mewhat'sgoing on?" | asked.

"Areyou going to lisen? Or are you trying to pick another fight?"

He drew anew line over the ghost of the last, then erased it. The brown of the easdl peeked

through the hole.



"It hasn't gone away, hasit?' | sad. "Thereason | left. You're till angry.”

Hedidn't look up from his sketch. Damn it, why didn't he look up?

"I was never angry with you, Elena. Y ou were angry with yoursdf. That'swhy you left. You
didn't likewhat you did. It frightened you, and you thought you could make it go away by leaving. Hasit
gone awvay?"'

| said nothing.

Sixteen months ago, I'd gone to investigate areport of someone sdlling werewolf information.
Now, the Pack doesn't chase down every joe who says he has proof of werewolves. That would be a
full-time job for every living werewolf in and out of the Pack. We do keep an eye on stories that sound
legitimate, excluding anything with keywordslike siver bullet, baby killing, and ravaging half man-haf
beast creatures. What's left is a part-time job for two people: Clay and me. If an outsde werewolf was
causing trouble and Jeremy wanted to make an example of him, he sent Clay. If the trouble had gone
beyond the point of aquick fix—or if it involved a human—then it needed caution and finesse. For those,
he sent me. The case of Jose Carter required my brand of troubleshooting.

Jose Carter was a small-time con man who speciaized in paranorma phenomena. Held spent his
life bilking the gullible and vulnerable with tales of loved onestrying to make contact from the beyond.
Then, two years ago, while working in South America, he came acrossasmal town that claimed a
werewolf was preying on their village. Never one to miss an opportunity, Carter moved in and started
gathering what he assumed would be phony evidence that he could sdll in the United States. Trouble was,
it wasn't phony. One of the mutts had been touring across Ecuador, hitting village after village and leaving
atrall of dead bodies. The mutt thought he had the perfect gig, raiding villages so remote that no one
would see the pattern. He hadn't counted on Jose Carter. And Carter hadn't counted on ever finding the
red thing, but he was quick to recognize it when he did. He left Ecuador with eyewitness reports, hair
samples, plaster paw-print casts, and photographs. Returning to the United States, he'd contacted
severd paranorma societies and tried to sell the information. HEd been so certain of hisfind that hed

offered to accompany the highest bidder back to South Americato track the beast.



I'd caught up with Jose Carter at his"information auction™” in Dallas. I'd tried to discredit him. I'd
tried to stedl the evidence. When nothing worked, 1'd taken the only route lft. I'd killed him. | did it on
my own, without orders from Jeremy and without even contacting Jeremy. Afterward, I'd gone back to
my hotel, cleaned up, and enjoyed agood deep. When | awoke, the full impact of what 1'd done hit me.
No, not so much what 1'd done, but how I'd doneit, how easily I'd doneit. I'd killed aman with as much
mora compunction as| would have swatted afly.

On the way back to New Y ork, I'd prepared my argument for Jeremy, to explain why I'd acted
without consulting him. Carter had been aclear threat. I'd done everything | could to stop him. Time had
been running out. Had | called Jeremy, he would have wanted me to do the same thing, so I'd saved a
step and taken care of matters myself. Before I'd reached Stonehaven, 1'd redlized the truth. It wasn't
Jeremy | wastrying to convince. It was mysdlf. I'd crossed the line. I'd acted with the single-minded
purpose of protecting my Pack, devoid of even adrop of compassion or mercy. I'd acted like Clay. That
scared me, scared me so bad 1'd run and sworn I'd never go back to that life again.

Had it gone away? Did | once again fed in complete control of my ingtincts and impulses?| didn't
know. For over ayear, | hadn't done anything so blatantly wrong, but nor had | been in aposition where
the opportunity arose. One more reason why | hadn't wanted to come back to Stonehaven. | didn't
know if it was gone and | wasn't sure | wanted to find out.

A commotion at the front door snagpped me out of my memories. As| glanced up, atall,
dark-haired figure burst into the sunroom. Nick caught sight of me, covered the room in three running
steps, and swung me up off my seat. My hedl caught the edge of my chair and toppled it over. He gave a
mock growl as he squeezed me.

"Y ou were gonetoo long, little sister. Much too long." Lifting me up, Nick kissed me. Whatever
his greeting, the kisswas definitely not fraternal, but a deep kissthat left me gasping. Anyone esewould
have gotten smacked for it, but anyone else wouldn't have kissed with half of Nick's expertise, so |

overlooked the indiscretion.



"Well, just make yoursdlf a home," Clay drawled from the doorway.

Nick turned to Clay and grinned. Still holding me captive in one arm, he strode across the floor
and thumped Clay on the back. Clay's arm flew up and grabbed Nick in aheadlock. He pulled me free
and shoved Nick away. Nick regained his balance and his grin, and bounced back to us.

"When did you get in?" he asked me, then poked Clay intheribs. "And why didn't you tell me
shewas coming?'

From behind, someone grabbed mein abear hug and lifted me off the ground.

"The prodigd hasreturned.”

| twisted to see aface asfamiliar as Nick's. "Y ou're asbad as your son,” | said, wriggling out of
hisgrasp. "Can't you guys just shake hands?'

Antonio laughed and let me down. "I should squeeze harder. Maybe that would teach you to stay
homefor awhile”

Antonio Sorrentino shared his son'swavy dark hair and heart-stopping brown eyes. They usudly
passed themselves off as brothers. Antonio wasfifty-three and looked half that, which owed as much to
his passion for hedthy living asto being awerewolf. He was shorter and sturdier than his son, with broad
shoulders and bulging biceps that made Clay look like afeatherweight.

"Has Peter arrived yet?' Antonio said, pulling out the chair beside Jeremy, who was Sipping his
second cup of coffee, undisturbed by the uproar. Jeremy shook his head.

"So everyone'scoming?' | asked.

"Finish your breskfast." Jeremy said, giving methe critica once-over. "Y ou've logt weight. Y ou
can't do that. If you don't get enough energy, your control will start to dip. I've warned you before.”

Finally pushing his easdl aside, Jeremy turned to talk to Antonio. Clay reached over my shoulder,
snached ahunk of ham, and downed it in one gulp. When | glared a him, he gave meadisarming "just
tryingto help* shrug.

"Keep your fingers off her plate,” Jeremy said without turning around. ™Y oursisin the kitchen.

There's enough for everyone.”



Antonio wasfirst out the door. When Nick went to follow, Clay grabbed hisarm. Hedidn't say a
word. He didn't need to. Nick nodded and bounded off to fill two plates while Clay took the seat beside
me.

"Bully," | muttered.

Clay lifted his eyebrows, blue eyes flashing innocently. Hisfingers darted out to snag another
piece of ham off my plate. Grabbing my fork, | stabbed the back of his hand hard enough to make him
yelp. Jeremy sipped his coffee and ignored us.

Antonio came back into the sunroom, plate piled so high | expected the pancakesto dideto the
floor a any second, especialy since he was holding the plate with only one hand. His other hand was
busy forking a pancake toward his mouth. Nick followed hisfather and dropped Clay's plate in front of
him, then pulled up afifth chair, turned it backward, and straddled it. For afew minutes, there was
blessed silence. Werewolves weren't much for medltime conversation. The task of filling their somachs
demanded full concentration.

The quiet might have lasted even longer if the doorbel| hadn't shattered the sillence. Nick went to
answer it and came back with Peter Myers. Peter was short and wiry with an easy grin and wild red hair
that always|ooked asif held forgotten to comb it. Once again, we went through the rituals of bear
hugging, back thumping, and mock punching. Greetings amongst the Pack were as exuberant asthey
were physical, often leaving as many bruises as afew rounds of roughhousing.

"When's Logan coming?' | asked as everyone settled back to the business of eating.

"He'snot," Jeremy said. "He had to fly to Los Angelesfor acourt case. Last-minute lega
subdtitution. | contacted him last night and let him know what's going on."

"Which remindsme," Clay said, turningto me. "Last time | talked to Logan, he let something dip
about speaking to you. 'Course, that's not possible, snce you cut off al contact with the Pack, right?”

| looked at Clay, but didn't answer. | didn't need to. He could see my reply in my eyes. Hisface
flushed with anger and he stabbed a dice of ham hard enough to rock the table. 1'd spoken to Logan at

least once aweek since I'd left, telling mysdlf that solong as| didn't go see him, | wasn't exactly bresking



my vow. Besides, Logan was more than my Pack brother; he was my friend, maybe the only true friend
I'd ever had. Although we were the same age, we shared more in common than being able to name both
members of WHAM! . . . Logan understood the allure of the outside world. He enjoyed the protection
and companionship the Pack offered, but he was equaly a home in the human world, where he had an
gpartment in Albany, along-term girlfriend, and aflourishing legal career. Assoon as| redized that
Jeremy had called aMeet, my first thought had been, Gresat, Logan's coming. Now | wouldn't even have
that compensation for this unwanted visit.

—_—

A few minuteslater, Jeremy and Antonio went out to the back porch to talk. As Jeremy's closest
and oldest friend, Antonio often served as a sounding board for Jeremy'sideas and plans, a court adviser
of sorts. Antonio and Jeremy had grown up together, sons of the Pack's two most distinguished families.
Antonio's father had been Pack Alpha before Jeremy. When Dominic died, many in the Pack had
assumed Antonio would take over the role, even though Pack |eadership was not hereditary. Aswith real
wolves, the Alphaof the Pack was traditionally the best fighter. Before Clay grew up, Antonio was the
Pack's top warrior. Moreover, he had brains and more common sense than adozen normal werewolves.
Y et, on hisfather's death, Antonio had backed Jeremy, recognizing in him strengths that would save the
Pack. With Antonio's help, Jeremy had been able to squash any objection to his succession. No one had
chalenged him since. The only werewolf with the power to contest Jeremy's position was Clay, and Clay
would sooner cut off hisright arm than challenge the man who had rescued and raised him.

—_—

When Jeremy was twenty-one, hisfather had returned from atrip with astrange story. He'd been
passing through Louisianawhen held scented awerewolf. Hed tracked it and discovered a
preadolescent werewolf living like an animd in the swamps. To Macolm Danvers, this had been nothing
more than an intriguing dinner tale, snce no one had ever heard of a child werewolf. While hereditary
werewolves didn't experience their first Change until adulthood, usualy between the ages of eighteen and

twenty-one, a human bitten by awerewolf was awerewolf immediately, regardiess of hisage. The



youngest person known to have become awerewolf was fifteen. It was assumed that if achild was
bitten, hewould die, if not of the bite, then surely from the shock. Even if he miraculoudy survived the
attack, achild couldn't have the fortitude to survive thefirst Change. Thisboy in Louisianalooked no
more than seven or eight, but Ma colm had seen him in both forms, so he was clearly afull-fledged bitten
werewolf. The Pack chalked up his surviva to sheer luck, afluke of nature having nothing to do with
grength or willpower. Thewolf-child may have lived thislong, but he certainly couldn't survive much
longer. The next time Macolm visted Louisana, he expected to find the boy long dead. Heevenlaid a
few hefty wagers on thiswith his Pack brothers.

The next day, Jeremy caught aflight to Baton Rouge where heldd found the boy, who had no idea
what had happened to him or how long held been awerewolf. Hed been living in the swamps and
tenements, eking out an existence killing rats and dogs and children. At such an early age his Changes
were uncontrollable and he vacillated continualy between forms, reason having amost given way to
madness. The boy had looked like an anima even in human form, naked with matted hair and nailslike
taons.

Jeremy had brought the boy home and tried to civilize him. Asit turned out, the task was as
impossible as civilizing awild animd. The best you can hopefor isto tameit. Clay had lived on hisown
asawerewolf for so long that he no longer remembered being human. He had become awolf, more of a
truewolf than any normal werewolf could be, governed by the smplest of ingtincts, the need to hunt for
food, to defend histerritory, and to protect hisfamily. If Jeremy had questioned this, Clay'sfirst
encounter with Nicholas had banished any doubts.

Asahboy, Clay would have nothing to do with human children, so Jeremy decided he should
meet one of the Pack sons, thinking Clay might be more willing to accept aplaymate, who, while not a
werewolf yet, at least had the blood in hisveins. Asl've said, sons of the Pack were taken from their
mothers and raised by their fathers. More than that, they were raised by the Pack itsdlf. The boyswere
indulged and cherished by the whole Pack, maybe to compensate for adifficult lifeto come, more likely

to foster the bonds necessary for a strong Pack. The children would often pass their summer holidays



moving from one house to another, spending as much time as possible with the"uncles’ and "cousins'
who would become their Pack brothers. Since the Pack was never large, there were usualy no more
than two boys of asmilar age. When Clay cameto live with Jeremy there were only two Pack sons
under ten: Nick, who'd been eight and Danid Santos, who'd been amost seven—the age Jeremy
decided Clay would officidly be. Of the two, Nick would be Clay'sfirst playmate. Maybe Jeremy
picked Nick because he was the son of his best friend. Or maybe he dready saw something in Daniel
that made him decide he/d make an unsuitable playmate. Whatever the reason, Jeremy's choice was one
that would resonate throughout the lives of the three boys. But that's another story.

At their first meeting, Antonio brought Nick to Stonehaven and introduced him to Clay, fully
expecting the two boysto run off and play agood old-fashioned game of cops and robbers. As Antonio
tellsthe story, Clay stood there for amoment, sized up the older and taler boy, then sprang, pinning
Nick to the ground with hisarm on histhroat, whereupon Nick promptly pissed his pants. Disgusted at
his adversary'slack of worthiness, Clay decided to let him live and soon found Nick had hisuses. . . asa
wrestling dummy, an errand boy, and adevoted follower. Which isn't to say the two never engaged in a
good old-fashioned game of cops arid robbers, but whenever they did, no matter which role Nick was
given, he always ended up being the one gagged, bound to atree, and sometimes abandoned.

Clay eventudly learned better ingtinct control, but even now it was a struggle againgt his nature.
For Clay, ingtinct ruled. He'd learned tricks he could employ if he had advance notice, such as hearing
hunters on the property in the distance. But without such warning, histemper took over and held
explode, sometimes endangering the Pack. No matter how smart he was—his 1Q was once measured at
160—he couldn't control hisingtincts. Sometimes | thought this made it harder, having the brainsto know
he was screwing up and being unable to stop himself. Other times| figured if he was so smart, he should
be ableto contral it. Maybe he just didn't try hard enough. | liked that explanation better.

—_—

Jeremy and Antonio returned from their talk and we al moved to the study, where Jeremy

explained the Stuation. There was awerewolf in Bear Vdley. Thewild dog story was aplausible



explanation devised by locas desperate for an answer. There had been canine tracks around the body.
Thekill itself was canine, throat ripped out and body partly devoured. Of course, no one could explain
how the young woman had come to be wandering around the forest a night in thefirst place, particularly
inaskirt and high heds. It looked like adog kill, so thelocals had decided it was. We knew better.

Thekiller was awerewolf. All the signswere there. The surprise was that he was till in Bear
Vadley, even that héd arrived there at al. How had one of the mutts gotten so close to Stonehaven? How
had he killed aloca woman before Jeremy and Clay had even figured out he was there? The answer was
smple: complacency. After twenty years of not seeing awerewolf set foot north of New Y ork City, Clay
had relaxed his guard. Jeremy had continued to monitor the papers, but hed paid more attention to
eventsin other parts of the Pack territory. If he expected trouble, he expected it el sewhere, maybein
Toronto, or Albany where Logan kept an apartment, or the Catskills, where the Sorrentinos estate was,
or across the border in Vermont where Peter lived. But not near Stonehaven. Never near Stonehaven.

When the dead woman had disappeared Jeremy knew about it but paid little attention. Humans
went missing al the time. There had been no suggestion that the disappearance had anything to do with a
werewolf. Three days ago the woman's body had been found, but by then it wastoo late. The window of
opportunity for quickly and safely dispatching the trespasser had passed. The townsfolk were up inarms
over thekilling. Within hours hunters were combing the woods looking for predators, human or canine.
Asmuch as Jeremy was respected in the community, he was still an outs der—someone who lived there
but held himself gpart from the community. For years peoplein and around Bear Valey had granted the
Danverstheir privacy, prompted in part by the large checks that came from Stonehaven each Christmas
earmarked for school improvements or anew library or whatever el se city council was struggling to pay
for. When danger came calling, though, it was human nature to look to the outsider. It wouldn't be long
before someone looked toward Stonehaven and its generous yet mysterious inhabitants and said, "You
know, we don't really know them, do we?"'

"What we need to do firgt isfind thismutt,” Jeremy said. "Elena has the best sense of smell, so

sell be—"



"I'm not gaying,” | said.

The room went silent. Everyone turned to look at me, Jeremy's expression inscrutable, Clay's
jaw setting for afight, Antonio and Peter |ooking shocked, and Nick staring a mein confusion. | cursed
myself for having let things get thisfar. The middle of ameeting was not the time to assert my
independence from the Pack. I'd tried to tell Jeremy the night before, but he'd obvioudly chosen to ignore
it and hope it went away with agood night's deep. | should have taken him aside thismorning and
explained it, instead of sitting down for breskfast and | etting the others think everything was back to
norma. But that's the way Stonehaven worked. | came back, got caught up in it—running with Clay,
arguing with Jeremy, deeping in my room, reuniting with the others—and | forgot everything ese. Now,
as Jeremy began to make plansfor me, my memory improved.

"I thought you came back," Nick said, breaking the silence. "Y ou're here. | don't understand.”

"I'm here because Jeremy |eft me an urgent messageto call him. | tried calling, but no one
answered, so | came out to see what waswrong.”

| redlized this sounded lame even asthe words |eft my mouth.

"I called," | said. "And called and cdled and caled. | wasworried, okay? So | cameto find out
what Jeremy wanted. | asked him last night, but he wouldn't tell me."

"So now that you know, you'releaving. Again,” Clay said, hisvoicelow but hard.

| turned on him. "'l told you last night—"

"Jeremy called you for areason, Elena," Antonio said, stepping between Clay and me. "We need
to find out who thismuitt is. Y ou keep the dossiers. Y ou know them. That's your job."

"That was my job."

Nick straightened up, confusion now mixed with darm. "What does that mean?"

Clay started getting to hisfeet.

"It means Elenaand | have something to discussin private," Jeremy said. "Well continuethis

mesting later.”



L egacy

Peter and Antonio cleared the room quickly. Nick lingered, trying to catch my eye. When |
looked away, he hesitated, then followed hisfather. Clay thumped back into his sest.

"Clayton,” Jeremy said.

"I'm staying. This has as much to do with me asit does you. Probably more. If Elenathinks she
can show up, then walk right back out, after 1've been waiting for over ayear—"

"You'll dowhat?' | said, stepping toward him. "Kidnap me and lock mein ahotel room again?'

"That was Six years ago. And | was only trying to convince you to talk to me before you left.”

"Convince? Hah. I'd probably still bethereif | hadn't convinced you to set me free by hanging
you off the balcony by your ankles. If I'd had any sense, I'd have let go while | had the chance.”

"Wouldn't have done any good, darling. | bounce. Y ou can't get rid of methat easily.”

"I'm getting rid of you now," Jeremy said. "Out. That's an order."

Clay paused, then sighed, hauled himsdlf to hisfet, left the room, and closed the door. That
didn't mean he was gone, though. No footsteps receded down the hall. The floor thudded as he dropped
down to St outside and eavesdrop. Jeremy choseto ignoreiit.

"We need your help,” Jeremy said, turning back to me. "Y ou've researched the mutts. Y ou took
that on asajob. Y ou know more about them than any of us."

"I took on the job when | was part of the Pack. | told you—"

"We need your noseto find him and your knowledge to identify him. Then we need your help to
get rid of him. It'satricky Stuation, Elena. Clay's not the one to handle this. We need to proceed with
absolute caution. This mutt haskilled on our territory and he'sinsnuated himself into our town. We need
to lure him out without caling attention to oursalves or making him panic. Y ou can do that. Only you."

"I'm sorry, Jer, but thisisn't my problem. | don't live here anymore. I'm not supposed to be

looking for mutts. It'snot my job."



"It'smy job, | know. This should never have happened. | wasn't paying enough attention. But that
doesn't change the fact that it's happened and we're dl in danger because of it—even you. If this mutt
continues making trouble, he runstherisk of being caught. If he's caught, what will prevent him from
telling the authorities about us?'

"But [—"'

"All I want isyour help dedling with this problem. Onceit's cleared up, you can do asyou wish."

"And if | wish to leave the Pack? Did you mean what you said last night? Thet the choiceis
mine?'

Something flitted across Jeremy's face. He brushed his bangs back and the expression was gone.
"l was angry last night. Theré's no reason to be in such arush to make thisdecision, Elena. | said I'd let
you go and live your own lifeand I'd only call you back if it was urgent. Thisisurgent. | haven't phoned
you for anything else. | haven't let Clay contact you. | haven't summoned you back for the other Meets. |
haven't expected you to maintain the dossiers or anything else you normally do for us. No one el se would
get that kind of treatment. Y ou get it because | want to give you al the freedom you need to make the
right decison.”

"You're hoping I'll grow out of it."

"Adjugting to this has been more difficult for you than anyone else. Y ou didn't grow up knowing
you'd become awerewolf. Being bitten would have been bad enough, but the way it happened, the
circumstances under which it happened, make it ten times harder. 1t'sin your nature to fight something
you didn't choose. When you make your choice, | want it to be because you've spent enough time out
there to know that it's what you want, not because you're stubborn and want to assert your right to
sdlf-determination here and now."

"In other words, you're hoping I'll grow out of it."

"I'm asking for your help, Elena. Asking, not demanding. Help me solve this problem and you can
go back to Toronto. No one will stop you." He glanced toward the door, listening for Clay's protest, but

only sllencereturned. "I'll give you sometimeto think about it. Come see me when you're ready.”



**k*

| stayed in the study for over an hour. Part of me cursed mysdlf for coming back, cursed Jeremy
for putting thison me, cursed Clay for . . . well, for everything else. | wanted to ssomp my feetina
two-year-old's tantrum and shout thet it wasn't fair. But it wasfair, Jeremy was being perfectly
reasonable. That wastheworst of it.

| owed the Pack adebt | hadn't finished paying. | owed Antonio and Peter and Nick and Logan
for their friendship and their protection and, even if they wereinclined to trest melike akid Ster,
someone to pet and coddle and tease, they'd accepted me and |ooked after me when | couldn't look
after mysdlf. Most of al, though, | owed Jeremy. Asmuch as| railed at his demands and tyrannica
authority, | never forgot how much | owed him.

When I'd been bitten, Jeremy had taken mein, sheltered me, fed me, and taught me how to
control my Changes, rein in my impulses, and fit into the outside world. The Pack often jokesthat raising
Clay was Jeremy's greatest chalenge, the seven labors of Hercules dl rolled into one. If they knew what
Jeremy had gone through with me they might change their minds. | put him through hell for one solid yesr.
When held brought food, 1'd thrown it at him. When he'd talked to me, 1'd cursed and spat at him. When
he'd come near me, 1'd attacked him. Later, when I'd escaped, 1'd put the entire Pack at risk. Any other
werewolf would have given up, hunted me down, and killed me. Jeremy hunted me down, brought me
back to Stonehaven, and started al over again.

When | waswedll again held encouraged meto finish my university degree, footing the bill for
tuition, an apartment, and anything else | needed. When 1'd finished school and started doing fredance
journaism he'd encouraged and supported me. When I'd announced | wanted to try living on my own
he'd disagreed, but held let me go and watched over me. It didn't matter whether he did these things
because he wasfond of meor, as| feared, only because it was in the best interests of the Pack to keep
me safe and under their control. It only mattered that he'd doneit. Now | cursed him for interfering with
my new life. Thetruth was that without Jeremy's help | wouldn't have anew life. If I'd survived at dl, I'd

be like the muitts, bardly able to control my Changes, completely unable to control my impulses, killing



humans, moving from place to place one step ahead of suspicions, no job, no apartment, no friends, no
lover, no future.

Now he asked something of me. One favor, not even phrased as such. Just arequest for help.

| couldn't refuse.

| told Jeremy 1'd stay long enough to help them find and kill this mutt on the condition that, when
it wasover, | could leave without him or Clay trying to stop me. Jeremy agreed. Then he went to tell the
others, taking Clay out back for an extended explanation. When Clay returned, he wasin high spirits,
joking with Peter, mock wrestling with Nick, chatting with Antonio, and offering me the couch when we
went back to the study to resume the meeting. Since Jeremy wouldn't have sugarcoated my arrangement,
Clay had obvioudy reinterpreted the facts through his own filter of logic, alogic asindecipherable ashis
code of behavior and ethics. I'd straighten him out soon enough. As expected, the plan was to hunt down
and kill the mutt. Given the dicey nature of the affair, thiswould take place in one or two phases. Tonight,
thefive of us, excluding Jeremy, would go into town to track the mutt down. Wed split into two groups,
Antonio and Peter in one, the rest of usin the other. If we found the mutt'slair, Antonio or | would
determine whether or not the mutt could be killed safdly. If it wasn't asafe kill, we'd gather information to
plot the killing for another night. After the Jose Carter fiasco | was surprised Jeremy was willing to give
me the responsbility of making such adecision, but no one dse questioned it, so | kept quiet.

Before lunch | went to my room and called Philip. Downgtairs, Peter and Antonio were loudly
debating somefine point of high finance. Drawersin the kitchen banged open and shut and the smdll of
roasting lamb wafted up to me as Clay and Nick made lunch. Although | couldn't hear Jeremy | knew he
was il where wed left him, in the study poring over maps of Bear Valey to determine the best areas of
town for our search that night.

Oncein my room | walked to my bed, pushing back the canopy, crawled insde with my cell

phone, and let the curtain swing closed, cutting off the outside view. When Philip didn't answer his office



number, | tried his cell phone. He picked up on the third ring. As hisvoice crackled down the line, al
noise from downstairs seemed to stop and | was transported to another world, where planning to hunt
down awerewolf wasonly aB movie plotline.

"Itsme" | said. "Areyou busy?'

"Heading off for lunch with aclient. Potentia client. | got your message. | went downgtairsfor a
thirty-minute workout and missed your call. Can | get your number there? Hold on while find some

"I've got my cdl phone."

"Okay, I'manidiot. Of courseyou do. Soiif | need you, | can cal your cell, right?*

"l can't takeit in the hospitd. Againgt therules. I'll check for messages though.”

"Hospita? Damn it. I'm sorry. Five minutesinto the conversation and | haven't even asked what
happened to your cousin. An accident?”

"Hiswifeactualy. | used to come down here in the summers and a bunch of us hung out
together, Jeremy, hisbrothers, Cdia—that's hiswife." Philip knew my parents were dead but I'd told him
none of the gory details, such as how young | waswhen it happened, so | wasfreeto improvise,
"Anyway, Cdiawasin acar accident. Touch-and-go for awhile, when Jeremy caled me. She's off the
criticd list now."

"Thank God. Geez, that's awful. How's everyone holding up?’

"Okay. The problem isthe kids. Three of them. Jeremy'sredlly at |0ose ends here, trying to look
after the little ones and worrying about Celia. | offered to stay for afew days, at least until Celias parents
get back from Europe. Everyone's pretty shaken up right now.”

"l canimagine. Hold on." Static buzzed down the line. "Good. I'm off the expressway. Sorry
about that. So you're staying to help out?"

"Until after the weekend. Isthat okay?"

"Sure. Absolutely. If | wasn't so tied up with work thisweek 1'd come down to help out mysdif.

Do you need anything?'



"Got my credit card.”

He chuckled. "That's al anyone needs these days. If you max out, give me ashout and I'll
transfer some money from my account. Damn—ypassed my turn.”

"I'll let you go."

"Sorry. Cal metonight if you get achance, though | expect you'll be pretty busy. Threekids.
How old?'

"All under five"

"Ouch. Youwill be busy. I'll missyou."

"It only be acouple days."

"Good. Tak to you soon. Loveyou."

"Youtoo. Bye"

As| hung up, | closed my eyes and exhaded. See? Not so bad. Philip was ill Philip. Nothing
had changed. Philip and my new life were out there, waiting for meto return. Only afew moredaysand |
could go back to them.

After lunch, | went to the study to check my dossiers, hoping to find something that might help
me figure out which mutt was causing trouble in Bear Valey. One of my jobswith the Pack wasto keep
tabs on non-Pack werewolves. 1'd built adossier of them, complete with photos and behavioral
sketches. | could recite over two dozen names and last known locations, and separate the list into the
good, the bad, and the ugly—those who could suppress the urge to kill, those who couldn't, and those
who didn't bother trying. Judging by this mutt's behavior, hefell into the last category. That narrowed it
down from twenty-seven to about twenty.

| turned to the cupboards bel ow the bookshelf. Opening the second one, | cleared a path
through the brandy glasses and felt around the back panel for an exposed wooden nail. When | foundit, |
twisted the nail and the rear panel sprung open. Inside the secret compartment we kept the only two

condemning articlesin Stonehaven, the only thingsthat could link usto what we were. One was my book



of dossiers. When | looked, though, it wasn't there. | sighed. Only Jeremy would have taken it out and
held left for awak an hour ago. Though | could aways go looking for him, | knew he wasn't just taking
in exercise but was findizing the plansfor our mutt hunt that night. Interruptions were not gppreciated.

As| was closing the compartment | saw the second book lying there and, on awhim, pulled it
out and opened it, though I'd read it so many times before | could recite most of it from memory. When
Jeremy firgt told me about the Legacy | expected some musty, stinking, haf-rotted tome. But the
centuries-old book wasin better shape than my college texts. Naturaly the pages were yellowed and
fragile, but each Pack Alphahad kept it in aspecia compartment, free from dust, mildew, light, and any
of the other elementsthat could kill abook.

The Legacy purported to tell the history of werewolves, particularly of the Pack, yet it wasn't a
sraightforward account of dates and events. Instead, every Pack Alphahad added what he considered
important, making it amishmash of history, genealogy, and lore,

One section dedlt entirdly with scientific experimentation on the nature and boundaries of the
werewolf condition. A Pack Alpha during the Renai ssance had been particularly fascinated with legends
of werewolf immortality. Hed detailed every one, from the stories of werewolves becoming immorta by
drinking the blood of infants to the tales of werewolves becoming vampires after death. Then hed
proceeded with well-controlled experiments, dl involving mutts that held capture, work on, then kill and
wait for their resurrection. None of his experiments worked, but he'd been remarkably successful at
decreasing the European mutt population.

A century later, a Pack Alphabecame obsessed with the pursuit of better sex—the only
surprising part of this being that it took several hundred years for someoneto do it. HEd started with the
hypothessthat human-werewolf sex was inherently dissatisfying becauseit involved two different
gpecies. So he bit afew women. When they didn't survive, he concluded that rumors of femae
werewolves throughout the ages were fase and such athing was biologically impossible. Moving right
aong, hetried variations on sex in both forms—as awolf and as a human with both norma wolves and

humans. None gpproached being in good ol d-fashioned human form having human sex, so he went back



to women and started experimenting with variations on positions, acts, locales, et cetera. Findly, he
found the ultimate act of sexud satisfaction—waiting until thefirst notes of climax struck, then dashing his
partner'sthroat. He described hisformulain vivid detail, with dl the flowery emoting of anew religious
convert. Fortunately, his practice never gained popularity among the Pack, probably because the Alpha
was burned at the stake afew months later, after having depleted hisvillage's entire supply of digible
young women.

Onthelessfactual sde, the Legacy contained countless stories of werewolves through the ages.
Most of these were "my father told me thiswhen | wasachild” sort of yarns, many dating back to before
thefirgt edition of the Legacy waswritten. There were taes of werewolveswho'd lived their livesin
reverse, staying wolves most of the time and changing to humans only when the physical need demanded.
There were sories of knights and soldiers and bandits and marauders who'd supposedly been
werewolves. Most of these names had vanished from history, but one was gill known, even by those
who'd never cracked open ahistory book in their lives. Human history tells of the legend that Genghis
Khan'sfamily tree started with awolf and adoe. According to the Legacy, that was more truth than
alegory, the wolf being awerewolf and the doe being asymbal for a human mother. According to that
line of reasoning, Genghis Khan himsalf would have been awerewolf, which explained hislust for blood
and his near-supernaturd abilitiesin war. It likely wasn't any truer than the countless human genedlogies
that include Napoleon and Cleopatrain their family tree. Still, it made agood story.

An equaly good taeis onethat was aso found in human werewolf mythology. A newlywed
nobleman's village was plagued by awerewolf. One night, while staking out the beast, the nobleman
hears anoisein the bushes and sees amonstrous wolf. He jumps from his saddle and gives chase through
the woods on foot. The beast fleesfrom him. At one point, he gets close enough to swing his sword and
lops off one of the wolf's front paws. The creature escapes, but when the nobleman goes back to retrieve
the paw, it'sturned into awoman's hand. Exhausted, he returnsto hishometo tell hiswife what
happened. Hefinds hiswife hiding in the back rooms, binding the bloody stump where her hand used to

be. Redlizing the truth, he kills her. Now, the human version of the story ends there, but the Legacy goes



further, giving the ending a pro-werewolf twigt. In the Legacy tae, the nobleman kills his new wife by
dicing open her sscomach. When he does so, out tumbles alitter of wolf pups, hisown children. The sight
drives the nobleman mad and he kills himsdlf with his sword. Now, as afemale werewolf, I'm not
particularly keen on the thought of abellyful of puppies. | prefer to interpret the pups as an alegorica
symbol of the nobleman's guilt. When he redizes he'skilled hiswife without giving her achanceto
explain, he goes mad and kills himsdlf. A much morefitting end.

In addition to these stories and musings, each Alpha chronicled the genealogy of the Pack during
hisreign. Thisincluded not only family trees, but brief descriptions of each person's history and life story.
Most family treeswere long and convoluted. In the current Pack, though, there were three blips, one
name with no others before or after it. Clay and | were two. Logan was the third. Unlike Clay and me,
Logan was a hereditary werewolf. No one knew who Logan's father was. HE'd been put up for adoption
asan infant. The only thing that came with him was an envelope to be opened on his sixteenth birthday .
Inside the envelope was adip of paper with two surnames and two addresses, that of the Danvers a
Stonehaven and the Sorrentinos at their estate outside New Y ork City. It was unlikely that Logan's father
was Pack, since no Pack member would put a son up for adoption. Y et hisfather had known that the
Pack wouldn't turn a sixteen-year-old werewolf away, whatever his parentage, so held directed his son
to them, ensuring Logan would find out what he was before hisfirst Change and, in doing so, have the
chanceto start his new life with training and protection. Maybe this proved that not all mutts were lousy
fathers, or maybe only that anomadieswere possible anywhereinlife.

Most other Pack family trees had plenty of branches. Like the Danvers, the Sorrentino family
could trace its roots to the beginning of the Legacy. Antonio's father, Dominic, had been Alphauntil his
death. He'd had three sons, Gregory, who was dead, Benedict, who'd left the Pack before | arrived, and
Antonio, the youngest. Antonio's only son was Nick. In the Legacy, the annotation LKB was marked in
parentheses beside Nick'sinitials. Nick didn't know what it meant. Asfar as| knew, hed never asked. If
he'd even read the Legacy, which | doubted, hed have figured that if no one had explained the notation

to him it must not be important. Nick was like that, totally accepting. The letters were important, but



there was no sense telling Nick what they stood for, stirring up questions that couldn't be answered and
emotionsthat couldn't be satisfied. LKB were Nick's mother'sinitials. It wasthe only placein the Legacy
where amother was memoridized. Jeremy had added it. Neither Jeremy nor Antonio had explained this
to me. It was Peter who'd told me the story years ago.

When Antonio was sixteen, attending a posh private school outside New Y ork City, hed fallenin
lovewith aloca girl. HEd known better than to tell hisfather, but had let his best friend,
fourteen-year-old Jeremy, in on the secret and the two had conspired to keep the relationship hidden
from the Pack. It worked for ayear. Then the girl became pregnant. On Jeremy's advice, Antonio told
hisfather. Apparently, Jeremy had thought Dominic would see that his son wasin love and break Pack
law to help him. | guess everyone isyoung once. Y oung, romantic, and very naive. Even Jeremy. Things
didn't exactly work as Jeremy had envisioned. Big surprise there. Dominic yanked Antonio out of school
and put him under house arrest while the Pack waited for the baby to be born.

With Jeremy's help, Antonio had escaped, gone back to the girl, and declared his independence
from the Pack. From there, things got redlly ugly. Peter glossed over the details, saying only that Antonio
and hisgirlfriend had gone into hiding while Jeremy ran interference between father and son, desperate
for areconciliation. Somewherein the midst of this, Nick was born.

Three months|ater, Antonio had hisfirst Change. Over the next six months, held redlized that his
father was right. No matter how much he loved Nick's mother, it wouldn't work. Not only would heruin
her life, but he'd ruin his son's, sentencing him to alife asamutt. One night he took Nick, left an envelope
of money on the table, and walked out. He delivered Nick to Jeremy and told him to take the child to
Dominic. Then he vanished. For three months, Antonio was gone, not even Jeremy knew where. Just as
abruptly, he returned. He took Nick to raise and never mentioned the girl again. Everyone thought that
wastheend of it. Years|ater, though, Peter cameto visit Antonio and tracked him to a suburb, where
hed found Antonio stting in his car outside aplayground, watching ayoung woman playing with a
toddler. | wondered how often held done that, wondered if he ever did it now, checking up on Nick's

mother, maybe watching her playing with her grandchildren. When | ook at Antonio—boisterous, loud,



sef-assured Antonio—I can't imagine him holding atorch for alost love, but in dl the years've known
him, I've never heard him mention any woman in hislife. Oh, there arewomen in hislife, but they come
and go, never staying long enough to make it into even the most idle conversation.

At thetime, | wondered why Peter told me that story, a chapter of Pack history that would never
makeit into the Legacy. Later | cameto redize that he'd thought letting me in on a harmless Pack secret
might make me fedl more part of the Pack, might help me better understand my Pack brothers. Peter did
alot of that. Not to say that the others shut me out or made me fedl unwelcome. Nothing of the sort. The
only person whose acceptance |'d ever doubted was Jeremy's and maybe that was more my problem
than his. I'd met Logan and Nick, through Clay, before | became awerewolf. After | was bitten, they'd
both been there and, when | was ready to accept their help, they'd done whatever they could to cheer
me up—as much as you could cheer up someonewho's just learned that life as shesknown it isover.
When | met Antonio a my first Pack meeting, he'd flattered and teased and engaged me in conversation
aseadly asif hed known mefor years. But Peter had been different. Acceptance wasn't enough. He
awayswent that extra step. Held been thefirgt to tell me hisbackground, like anewfound unclefilling me
inonfamily higory.

Peter had been raised in the Pack but, at twenty-two, decided to leave. No mgor argument or
rebellion precipitated his departure. HEd smply decided to try life from the other side, more an
experiment in dternate lifestyles than arevolt againg the Pack. As Peter put it, Dominic saw him neither
as adangerous non-Pack liability nor as a necessary Pack asset, so helet him leave. With acollege
degreein audiovisua technology Peter had gone after the most glamorous work he could imagine, asa
sound technician for rock bands. He'd started with bar bands and, within five years, had worked hisway
up to big concert venues. That was when histhirst for new experiences got dangerous, as held lapped up
the whole rock band lifestyle—drugs, booze, and parties past dawn. Then something happened.
Something bad. Peter didn't elaborate, but said it was bad enough to warrant the death sentence if the
Pack found out. He could have run, hid, and hoped. But he didn't. Instead, he'd looked at hislife and

what he'd done and redlized it wouldn't get any better if he ran. HEd only screw up again. He decided to



throw himsdlf on the mercy of the Pack. If Dominic ordered his execution, at least hisfirst mistake would
be hislast. He hoped, though, that Dominic would grant him absolution and let him return to the Pack,
where he could get help regaining control over hislife. To improve his chances, he gppedled to the one
Pack brother he trusted to plead his case with Dominic. Hed caled Jeremy. Instead of going to Dominic,
Jeremy flew to Los Angeles, bringing ten-year-old Clay. While Peter baby-sat Clay, Jeremy spent a
week erasing al traces of Peter's mistake. Then hetook Peter back to New Y ork and orchestrated his
return to the Pack with nary aword about his misstep in Cdifornia. Today no one would guess Peter had
ever made such amistake or had ever |eft the Pack. He was as devoted to Jeremy as Clay and Antonio,
though in hisown way, quiet and accepting, never arguing or offering so much as adissenting opinion.
The only trace of Peter'swild years was hisjob. He still worked as a sound technician, one of the best in
the business. He routingly took off on long tours, but Jeremy never worried about him or doubted that he
was anything but absolutely circumspect in his outside life. Jeremy had even let me take off with Peter for
afew weeks back when | was gtill getting my bearings as awerewolf. Peter had invited me aong on the
Canadian leg of aU2 tour. It had been the experience of alifetime, making meforget dl the problems of
my new life, which was exactly what Peter had intended.

As| wasthinking this, apair of hands grabbed me under the armpits and hoisted me off my chair.

"Wake up!" Antonio said, tickling me, then dropping me back onto the chair. He leaned over my
shoulder and picked up the Legacy. "Just in time, Pete. Five more minutes of reading this and shed have
beeninacoma”

Peter walked in front of me, took the book from Antonio, and made aface. "Are we such bad
company that you'd rather hide out in here reading that old thing?”

Antonio grinned. "'I'd guessit's not us she's avoiding, but a certain blond-haired tornado. Jeremy
sent him to the store with Nicky, so you can come out of hiding now."

"We cameto ask if you fdt liketaking awalk," Peter said. " Stretch our legs, get caught up.”

"Actudly, | was—" | began.

Antonio lifted me by the armpits again, thistime putting me on my feet. "Actudly, shewasjust



going to comefind usand tell us how much she missed usand isdying to get caught up.”

"l was—"

Peter grabbed my wrists and tugged me toward the door. | dug in my hedls.

"I'll go," | said. "l wasjust going to say that | camein hereto read the dossiers, but Jeremy must
have them. | was hoping maybe they'd help me figure out who could be behind this. Do you guys have
any idess?'

"Plenty," Antonio said. "Now comefor awalk and well tell you."

—_—

When wed |eft the backyard and headed into the forest, Antonio began.

"My money'son Danid," hesad

"Danid?' Peter frowned. "How'd you figure that?'

Antonio lifted ahand and started counting off reasons on hisfingers. "One, he used to be Pack so
he knows how dangerousthiskind of killing on our territory is, that we can't—and won't—| eave town.
Two, he hates Clay. Three, he hates Jeremy. Four, he hates al of us—with the exception of our dear
Elena, who, conveniently, wasn't a Stonehaven to be affected by the mess, which I'm sure Daniel knew.
Five, heredly hates Clay. Sx—oh, wait, other hand—six, he's amurderous cannibalizing bastard.
Seven, did | mention he chose to strike when Elenawasn't around? Eight, if he caused enough havoc,
Elenamight be in the market for anew partner. Nine, heredlly, redly, REALLY hates Clay. Ten, he's
sworn undying revenge againgt the entire Pack, particularly those two members who happen to be
currently living at Stonehaven. I'm out of fingers here, buddy. How many more reasons do you need?"

"How about one that involves utter suicidd stupidity. Daniel doesn't meet that qudification. No
offense, Tonio, but | think you're seeing Daniel in this because you want to seehiminit. He makesa
convenient fall guy—not that | wouldn't like to hep him with that final fal. But if you're placing
wagers—amdl wagers, please, | don't have your capital to blow—I'd go with Zachary Cain. Definitely
dumb enough. Big brute probably woke up one morning, thought, Hey, why don't | kill some girl on Pack

territory for akick. Probably wondered why he hadn't thought of it before. Becauseit's stupid, stupid.”



"It could be someone minor,” | said. "One of the bit playerstired of being banished to thewings.
Any mutts been making aruckuslately?

"Petty stuff," Antonio said. "None of the minor leagues making any mgor plays. Of the big four,
Danid, Cain, and Jmmy Koenig have been quiet. Karl Marsten killed amutt in Miami last winter, but |
don't think this Bear Vdley problem could be him. Not hism.o., unless he's taken up not only killing
humans but esting them. Unlikey."

"Who'd hekill?' | asked.

"Ethan Ritter," Peter said. "Range dispute. Clean kill. Thorough disposd. Typicd Marsten stuff.
We only know about it because | was passing through Florida earlier this spring on atour. Marsten
caught up with me, took meto dinner, told me he'd offed Ritter so you could strike his name from your
dossers. Had anicelittle chat, rang up an astronomic bill, which he paid for in cash. He asked if we'd
heard from you, sent hisregardsto everyone."

"I'm surprised he doesn't send Christmas cards,” Antonio said. "'l can see them now. Tagteful,
embossed vellum cards, the best he can stedl. Little notesin perfect penmanship, 'Happy holidays. Hope
everyoneiswell. | diced up Ethan Ritter in Miami and scattered hisremainsin the Atlantic. Best wishes
for the New Year. Karl."™

Peter laughed. "That guy has never figured out which side of our fence he'son.”

"Oh, he'sfigured it out,” | said. "That's exactly why he takes us out to fancy dinners and updates
uson hismutt kills. HEs hoping we'll forget which sde of the fence he'son.”

"Not likely," Antonio said. "A mutt isamutt and Karl Margten is definitely amutt. A dangerous

| nodded. "But, asyou said, not likely to be eating humansin Bear Valley. I'm as biased asyou,
but | redly liketheideaof Danidl. Do we have hislast known wheresbouts?’

There was amoment of silence. More than amoment. Much more,

"No one's been keeping track,” Peter said at |ast.

"Not abig ded,” Antonio said, bresking into agrin, grabbing me and swinging meintheair.



"Forget Pack business. Tell uswhat you've been up to. We missed you."

It wasabig dedl. | knew why they were making light of it. Because the big dedl was my faullt.
Tracking muttswas my job. If I'd told Jeremy | was leaving the Pack last year, hed have found someone
elsetodoit. If I'd called at any point and said | wasn't coming back, he'd have found someone elseto do
it. But I'd left my departure open-ended. | always did. I'd |eft Stonehaven before, getting into afight with
Clay and storming out for amuch-needed rest. Days, maybe weeks later, I'd return. Thistime, the weeks
had turned to months, then to ayear. | thought they'd figure it out, know | wasn't coming back, but
maybe they hadn't, maybe they'd till been waiting, like Clay waiting al day at the front gate, confident
that I'd eventudly return because | aways did and because | hadn't said | wouldn't. | wondered how long
they would have waited.

After dinner, | was heading to my room when Nicholas pounced out of Clay's room, grabbed me
around thewaist, and dragged meinside. Clay's bedroom was opposite mine, both in location and decor.
The color scheme was black and white. The thick carpet was snow white. Jeremy had painted the walls
white with bold, geometric black shapes. Clay's bed was king-sze and brass, covered with a
black-and-white bedspread embroidered with symbols from some obscure religion. Along the west wall
was atop-of-the-line entertainment system, complete with the only stereo, VCR, and television in the
house. The far wall was covered with pictures of me—amontage of photographs and sketches that
reminded me of the "dtars’ found in the homes of obsessed psychopaths, which, al things considered,
wasn't such abad description of Clay.

Nick threw me onto the bed and jumped on top of me, pulling my shirt from my jeansto tickle
my stomach. He grinned suggestively, white teeth glinting benegth his dark mustache.

"Looking forward to tonight?" he asked, running hisfingersfrom my belly button farther under my
shirt. | dapped his hand back down to my stomach.

"We aren't supposed to havefun,” | said. "Thisisaserious matter, requiring a serious atitude.”

A whoop of laughter exploded from the bathroom. Clay came out, wiping his hands on atowe!.



"Y ou can dmogt say that with agtraight face, darling. I'm impressed.”

| rolled my eyesand said nothing.

Clay thudded down beside me, making the bedsprings groan. "Come on. Admit it. You're
looking forward to it."

| shrugged.

"Liar. You are. How often do we get to run in town? An officialy sanctioned mutt hunt.”

Clay'seyes glinted. He reached down to stroke the inside of my forearm and | shivered. Nervous
anticipation twirled in my stomach. Turning his head to the side, Clay looked out the window &t the
gathering dusk. Hisfingertipstickled againgt theinside of my elbow. My gaze swept over hisface, taking
intheline of hisjaw, the tendons on his neck, the dark blond shadow on his chin, and the curve of his
lips. Heat started in the pit of my stomach and radiated down. He swiveled back to face me. His pupils
weredilated and | could smell his excitement. He gave a hoarse chuckle, leaned toward me, and

whispered those three magicd little words. "Time to hunt."

Hunt

Bear Valey was ablue-collar town of eight thousand that had got its start in the heyday of
indugtridization and boomed during the forties and fifties. But three recessons and downsizing had taken
their toll. There was atractor factory to the east and paper plant to the north and most people worked in
one of these two behemoths. Bear Valey was aplace that prided itself on hometown values, where
people worked hard, played hard, and filled the basebal| stadium regardless of whether the local team
wasfirg or last in the league. In Bear Vdley, the bars closed at midnight on weekdays, the annual PTA
jumble sdlewas amgjor socia event, and gun control meant not letting your kids shoot with anything
bigger than atwenty-gauge. At night, young women walked the streets of Bear Vdley fearing little more

than catcals whistled from passing pickups by guysthey'd known since childhood. They did not get



murdered by strangers and they certainly did not get dragged off, daughtered, and eaten by mad dogs.

We split up for the drive. Antonio and Peter headed for the west Side of town, where there were
acouple of three-story walk-ups and two highway-side motels. This meant that they had the better
sector, since the mutt was more likely to be found in less permanent housing, but the downside was that
Jeremy had decided they'd have to search in human form, since they couldn't exactly roam an apartment
complex aswolves.

Clay, Nick, and | wereto canvass the east end, where we hoped to find the muitt renting or
boarding. Wetook my car, an old Camaro that | always found some excuse for leaving at Stonehaven.
Clay wasdriving. It was my fault, really—hed chalenged mein araceto the garage. My ego accepted
and my feet lost. We arrived in the city just past nine-thirty. Clay dropped me off behind amedical clinic
that had closed at five. | Changed between two Dumpsters that reeked of disinfectant.

Changing formsis much like any other bodily function in that it comes most easily when the body
needsto do it. An uncontrolled werewolf undergoes the transformation under two circumstances. when
heisthreatened and when hisinterna cycle dictates the need. The need isroughly lunar based, though it
has little to do with the full moon. Our natura cycles are usualy weekly. Asthe time approached, we
could fed the symptoms: the restlessness, theitchy skin, theinternd cramps and pangs, the overwhelming
sensation that something needed to be done and the body and mind wouldn't rest until that need had been
satisfied. The sgnas became as recognizable as the signs of hunger, and like hunger, we could put off
dedling with it, but before long the body would take over and force a Change. Also like hunger, we could
anticipate the symptoms and satisfy the need beforehand. Or we could forgo the natura cycle completely
and learn how to transform ourselves as often as we liked. That iswhat the Pack taught usto do, to
Change more often to improve our control and ensure we didn't wait too long, since waiting could lead to
nasty side effects like our hands turning to paws in the middle of grocery shopping, or once awolf, being
overcome by frustrated rage and bloodlugt. In Toronto I'd ignored Jeremy's teachings and given in to my
need only when necessary, partly to distance mysdf from my "curse” and partly because in the city it was

amaor production requiring so much planning and caution that | waseft too exhausted to repesat the



experience more than once aweek. So once again, | was out of practice. I'd Changed only yesterday
and | knew doing it again less than twenty-four hours later would be hell. Like having sex without
foreplay, it was either going to be extremely painful or | wasn't going to be able to perform at dl. | should
have told Jeremy thiswhen he said we had to become wolvesfor the hunt, but | couldn't. | was, well, |
was embarrassed. In Toronto, I'd done it as little as possible because | was ashamed. Two days later |
was at Stonehaven refusing to admit that | couldn't do it as often as the others because | was ashamed.
One more thing to send my brain spinning into permanent confusion.

It took over ahdf hour to complete the process, triple the norma amount of time. Did it hurt?
Well, | don't have alot of experience with non-shapechanging pain, but | fed safein saying that being
drawn and quartered might have hurt abit less. When it was over, | rested for another twenty minutes,
thankful I'd been ableto doiit at al. Given the choice between the agony of the Change and admitting to
Clay and the othersthat | could no longer do it on demand, I'd pick drawing and quartering any day.
Physical pain fades faster than wounded pride.

| garted in asubdivision of old row houses that hadn't been converted to condos and probably
never would be. It was past ten o'clock, but the streets were aready deserted. Children had been
yanked from the playground hours ago by anxious parents. Even adults had taken cover when the sun
went down. Despite the warm May night, no one sat on their porches or shot hoopsin their driveway.
The wavering bluelight of television flashed against drawn curtains. Sitcom laugh tracks screeched
through the il night, offering escapiam for the nervous. Bear Valley was afraid.

| stole dong the front of the townhouses, hidden between the brickwork and foundation
shrubbery. At each doorway, | stuck my muzzle out and sniffed, then scampered across to the safety of
the next string of bushes. Every flash of car lights made me freeze. My heart thudded, tripping with
nervous excitement. Therewasllittlefunin this, but the danger added an element | hadn't experienced in
years. If | was seen, even for asecond, | wasin trouble. | wasawolf skulking around atown in the

throes of a collective nightmare about wild dogs. A flash of my shape silhouetted against adrawn blind



would bring out the shotguns.

Over an hour later, | was midway through my fourth lane of row houses when a click-clicking
stopped me cold. | pressed mysdlf againgt the cool brick of the house and listened. Someone was coming
down the sidewalk, clicking with each step. Clay? Held better not. Even if hunting together might be
more fun, Jeremy had instructed us to work separately to cover more ground. | stopped between the
boughs of a cedar, peered out, and saw awoman hurrying up the sdewalk, hedls clacking againgt the
concrete. Shewore auniform of somekind, polyester skirt barely covering ample hips. Clutching an
imitation leather handbag, she was moving asfast as her two-inch hedswould alow. With every few
steps she glanced over her shoulder. | sniffed the air and caught afaint whiff of Obsesson cologne
overladen with the stink of grease and cigarette smoke. A diner waitress coming home after her shift, not
expecting darkness to have falen so completely. Asshe drew closer, | smelled something else. Fear.
Untainted, unmistakable fear. | prayed she wouldn't run. She didn't. With onefinal, fearful glance back a
the street she scurried into her house and locked the door. | went back to work.

A few minutes|ater, ahowl rang out. Clay. He didn't use the distinctive wolf howl, which would
have certainly roused attention, but instead mimicked the cry of alondly dog. Hed found something. |
waited. When a second howl came, | used it to pinpoint hislocation, then started to run. | kept to the
gutters, but didn't worry so much about staying out of sight. At this pace, anyone spotting me would see
only aflash of palefur.

| ran into an obstacle when | hit the main road and redlized | had to crossit. While not many
locaswere till out, the main road was a so a state highway meaning truckers sped through every few
minutes. | waited for abig enough gap between semis and darted across. On the other sdewas Clay's
assigned digtrict, asubdivision of aging wartime houses and duplexes. As| tried to find his scent, | caught
another, one that made me skid to ahdt, my rear legs diding forward and tumbling me backward. |
shook mysdlf, cursing my clumsiness, then retraced my steps. There, at the junction of two Streets, |
smelled awerewolf, someone | didn't recognize. Thetrail wasold, but clear. Hed passed thisway more

than once. | gazed down the street. It was till in the genera direction of whereI'd heard Clay, so |



changed course and followed the mutt'strail.

The scent led to asingle-leve brick house with aluminum-sided additions on the back. The yard
was smdl and freshly cut, but creeping weeds competed for space with the grass. Garbage was piled
next to a gatepost and the odor made me wince. Judging by the three mailboxes out front, there were
three gpartments. The house was dark. | snuffled aong the sdewalk. It was inundated with werewol
scent and | couldn't tell where onetrail ended and the next began. The distinguishing factor was age. HEd
been past here regularly for severd days.

In my excitement at finding the mutt's gpartment, | didn't see ashadow dip beside me. | swung
my head up to see Clay, in human form. He reached down and ran his hand through the fur behind my
head. | snapped at him and dove into the bushes. After Changing to human form, | stepped out.

"You know | hatethat,” | muttered, raking my fingersthrough my tangled hair. "When I'm
Changed, either you stay Changed or you respect my privacy. Petting me doesn't help.”

"l wasn't "petting' you, Elena. Chrigt, even the smalest gesture—" He stopped himsdlf, inhaled
and started again. "Thisisthe muit's place, the rear gpartment, but heisn't here.”

"You've been ingde?'

"I was checking things out and waiting for you."

| looked down at his naked body, then a my own. "1 don't suppose you thought to get clothing
while you were standing around.”

"Y ou expect meto find something on aclothedine a this hour? Sorry, darling. Anyway, this has
its advantages. If someone comes out, I'm sure you can convince him not to call the copson us."

| snorted and walked around to the rear apartment door. It was secured only with akey lock. A
sharp twist on the handle broke that. 1'd barely pushed the door open a crack when the fetid odor of
rotting meat hit me. | gagged and swallowed back the urge to cough. The place smelled like acharne
house. At leadt, it did to me. A human probably wouldn't have smelled athing.

The door opened into aliving room that looked like a stereotypica bachelor's place: unwashed

clothing strewn across the threadbare sofa set and empty beer cans stacked like ahouse of cardsin the



corner. Boxeswith pizza crusts littered the corner table. But that wasn't the source of the stink. The muitt
had killed here. There was no sign of abody, but the overpowering smell of blood and rotted flesh gave
it away. He'd brought someone back to his apartment, killed her, and kept her around aday or two
before dumping the remains.

| started in the main room, checking in closets and under furniture for any clue to the mutt's
identity. Although | didn't recognize his scent, | might be able to figure out who he was with afew hints.
When | didn't find anything, | went into the bedroom where Clay was on the floor, looking under the bed.
Asl wakedin, he pulled out ahank of hair with the scalp il attached, tossed it aside, and kept
searching for something more interesting. | stared at the bloody clump, feding my gorgerise. Clay paid as
much attention to it as held pay to adirty tissue, more concerned with soiling his hands than anything else.
Asbrilliant as Clay was, he couldn't understand why killing humans was taboo. He didn't daughter
innocent people, any more than the average person would swerve his car to intentionaly hit an animal.
But if ahuman posed athreat, hisingtincts told him to take whatever action was necessary. Jeremy
forbade him to kill humans, so he avoided it for that reason and no other.

"Nothing," he said, his voice muffled. He backed out. "How about you?'

"Same. He knows enough to keep his place clear of ID."

"But not enough to keep his hands off the locals.™

"Hereditary, but young,” | said. "He smells new, but no new bitten werewolf could have that kind
of experience so he must be young. Y oung and cocky. Daddy's taught him the basics, but he hasn't got
enough experience to keep his nose clean or stay off Pack territory.”

"Well, he's not going to live long enough to gain that experience. Hisfirst screwup washislagt.”

We were doing alast sweep of the gpartment when Nick swung though the door, panting.

"I heard you cdll," he said. "Y ou found his apartment? Is he here?"

"No," | said.

"Canwewait?' Nick asked, eyes hopeful.

| hesitated, then shook my head. "He'd smell us before he even got to the door. Jeremy said to



kill only if we can do it safely. We can't. Unless he's acomplete novice, hell pick up our scentswhen he
gets back. With any luck, hell take ahint and get out of town. If so, we can hunt him later and kill him off
Peck territory. Definitdy sofer.”

Clay reached over to the nightstand, where held put things that he'd pulled from under the bed.
He handed me two matchbooks.

'Bet | can guess where the mutt spends hisevenings,”" Clay said. "If he'stoo dumb to blow town
before we come after him tomorrow night, we can probably find him scouting for dinner at the local mest
markets”

| looked at the matchbooks. The first wasfor Rick's Tavern, one of only threelicensed
establishmentsin the area. The second was a cheap brown matchbook with an address rubber-stamped
on the back. | memorized the address, snce we couldn't take anything with us, being abit short of
pocket space at the time.

"Back to get our clothes," Clay said. "Nick and | left ours across Main near where we dropped
you off, so we can run together most of theway. Y ou want to Change in the bedroom? Well stay in
here.

My heart started to hammer. "Change?"

"Y eah, Change. Y ou planning to jog back to the car naked, darling? Not that | mind, solong as
no one else gets an eyeful. But it might get abit tricky, streeking across the highway.”

"Therésclothing here."

Clay snorted. "1'd rather be caught naked than wearing some mutt's clothes.” When | didn't reply,
he frowned. " Something wrong, darling?’

"No, | just—No. Nothing'swrong."

| walked into the bedroom, shutting the door al but a crack, so | could get out when—or if—my
Change was successful. Thankfully, no one thought it odd that | wanted privacy. As close asthe Pack
was, most liked to make their transformationsin private. As always, Clay wasthe exception. He didn't

carewho saw him Change. To him, it was anatura state and therefore nothing to be ashamed of, even if



the midpoint of a Change turned you into something fit only for afreak show. For Clay, vanity was yet
another bizarre and foreign human concept. Nothing natural should need to be hidden. The bathroom
locks at Stonehaven had been broken for over twenty years. No one bothered to fix them. Somethings
weren't worth the effort of fighting Clay's nature. We drew the line, though, when it came to Changing
together.

| crossed to the other side of the bed so Clay and Nick couldn't see me through the door. Then |
sunk to all fours, concentrated and hoped. For five long minutes, nothing happened. | Sarted to sweet
and tried harder. Several more minutes passed. | thought | felt my hands changing into claws, but when |
looked down, it was only my very human fingers digging into the carpet.

Out of the corner of my eye, | saw the door move. A black nose poked into the room. A golden
muzzle followed. Jumping forward, | dammed the door shut before Clay saw me. He gave aquestioning
whine. | grunted, hoping the noise sounded sufficiently canine. Clay grunted back and padded away from
the door. A respite, but abrief one. In less than five minutes hed try again. Clay wasn't known for his
patience.

Creeping across the carpet, | eased the door back open acrack so | could prod it open
if—when, please when—I Changed. Just in case, | thought of backup plans. Grab some clothing and
break out thewindow? As| was sizing up the tiny window, my skin started to tingle and stretch. |
glanced down to see my fingernails thickening, my fingers shortening. Giving adeep sigh of réief, | closed
my eyes and let the transformation take over.

—_—

We crept through the yard behind the house and came out on the north side of Bear Valley's
fast-food sirip, agauntlet of every known chain restaurant with adrive-thru. After sneaking through the
rear parking lots, we headed into amaze of aleyswending through ablock of storage units. Finaly out
from under the floodlights, we began to run.

Beforelong, Clay and | started to race. It was more of an obstacle course than aflat-out race,

dipping in the puddles and stumbling over garbage bags, 1'd taken the lead when a garbage can crashed



at theend of the aley. All three of us skidded to a halt.

"What the fuck are you doing?' said ayoung mae voice. "Watch where you're going and get
your assin gear. If my old man finds | shuck out, hell nail my hide to the woodshed door."

Another mae voice only gave adrunken gigglein reply. The garbage can scraped dong the
gravel, then two heads cameinto view, moving into the adley. | inched into the shadows until my rump hit
the brick wall. | was sandwiched between a pile of garbage and a stack of boxes. Acrossfrom me, Clay
and Nick retreated into a doorway and disappeared into the darkness, leaving only Clay's glowing blue
eyes. He looked from me to the approaching boys, telling me that the shadows weren't doing their job
and | was exposed. It wastoo late to move. | could only hope the boys were too drunk to pay attention
asthey stumbled past.

The boys were chattering about something, but the words passed through my ears as white noise.
To understand human speech in thisform, | had to concentrate, much like | would to understand
someone speaking French. | couldn't bother with that now. | wastoo busy watching their feet asthey
drew closer.

Asthey came dongsde the garbage pile, | crouched, flattening mysdlf to the ground. Their boots
took three more steps, propelling them just past my hiding spot. | forced mysdlf not to listen, instead
looking up at their faces and taking my cue from there. They were no more than seventeen yearsold.
Onewastall, dark haired, wearing aleather jacket, ripped jeans, and combat boots, with atattoo around
his neck, and studs through his lips and nose. His red-haired companion wore asmilar outfit, but without
the tattoo and piercings, lacking the courage—or the idiocy—to turn afashion statement into permanent
disfigurement.

They continued to jabber asthey walked away. Then the dark-haired kid tripped. Falling, he
twisted, grabbed the side of agarbage bin, and saw me. He blinked once. Then he tugged hisfriend's
jacket deeve and pointed. Instinct goaded me to counter threat with attack. Reason forced me to wait.
Ten years ago, I'd have killed the boys the moment they entered the dley. Five years ago, I'd have legpt

as soon as one noticed me. Even today | could fed the struggle deep in my gut, atwisting fear that made



my musclestwitch in readiness for the attack. It was this—the battle for control of my body—that | hated
morethan anything dse.

A low rumble echoed through the dley. Feding the vibrationsin my throat, | redlized | was
growling. My ears were plastered against my head. For one second, my brain tried to override ingtinct,
then saw the advantage in surrendering, in letting the boys see how close they stood to desth.

| curled back my lips and snarled. Both boys jumped backward. The redhead turned and ran
downthedley, tripping and stumbling through the trash. The other boy's eyes followed hisfriend. Then,
ingtead of bolting after him, his hand shot out into the garbage pile. When he pulled back, the moonlight
glinted off something in his hand. He turned to me, holding a broken bottle, the fear on hisface replaced
by agrin of power. Maotion blurred behind him and | glanced up to see Clay in acrouch. The musclesin
his shoulders bunched, | looked back at the boy, then sprang. Clay legpt. In midair, | twisted away from
the boy and caught Clay full in the chest. We tumbled through the air together and hit the ground running,
Nick at our hedls. Weran the rest of the way back to our clothes.

We got to Stonehaven after two. Antonio and Peter were still out. There hadn't been any safe
way to find them and tell them we'd aready discovered where the mutt was Staying. The house was slent
and dark. Jeremy hadn't waited up. He knew if anything had happened, we'd wake him. Clay and |
raced for the steps, jostling to be the first one up, bickering as we ran. Behind us, Nick mimicked our
fight, but kept on our heels. We hit the top of the stairs and raced for Jeremy's room at the end of the
hall. Before we could get there, the door creaked open.

"Did you find him?" Jeremy asked, adisembodied voice from the darkness.

"Wefound where he'sstaying,” | said. "He's—"

"Didyoukill im?'

"Nah," Clay said. "Too risky. But well—"

"Good. Tel metherest inthe morning.”

The door closed. Clay and | looked at each other. Then | shrugged and headed back down the



hell.

"I'll just have to beat you to it tomorrow," | said.

Clay pounced, knocking me onto the hardwood floor. He stayed on top of me, pinning my arms
to the floor and grinning down, the excitement of the hunt il shining in hiseyes. ™Y ou think so? How
about we play for it?'Y ou name the game.”

"Poker," Nick sad.

Clay twisted to look up at him. "And what stakes are you playing for?"

Nick grinned. "Theusud. It's been along time."

Clay laughed, got up, and lifted me into hisarms. When we got to hisroom, he tossed me onto
the bed, then headed to the bar to mix drinks. Nick jumped on top of me. | threw him off and struggled
up.

"What makesyou think I'm going to play at dl?" | asked.

"Youmissed us" Nick said.

He made a show of unbuttoning his shirt and shrugging it off, making sure | saw agood display of
his muscles. Undressing was like some damned mating ritud with these guys. They seemed to think that
the sight of a handsome face, muscular biceps, and aflat somach would turn meinto a helpless mass of
hormones, willing to play their juvenile games. It usually worked, but that wasn't the point.

"Whiskey and soda?' Clay called from across the room.

"Perfect,” Nick said.

Clay didn't ask what | wanted. Nick took the clip from my hair and nibbled my ear, warm breath
smeling faintly of dinner. | relaxed on the bed. As hislips moved down my neck, | twisted my face,
nuzzling his neck and inhaling the musky smdl of him. | moved to the hollow in his collarbone and fdlt his
heartbesat |eap.

Nick jumped. | looked up to see Clay pressing acold glass against Nick's back. He grabbed
Nick's shoulder and yanked him off me.

"Go find the cards," he said.



"Where arethey?' Nick asked.

"Look. That'll keep you busy for awhile.

Clay sat down next to my head and handed me adrink. | took asip. Rum and Coke. He gulped
his own, then leaned over me.

"Perfect night, wasn't it?"

"It could have been." | smiled up a him. "But you were there."

"Which meansit was only the beginning of aperfect night."

Asheleaned over me, hisfingers brushed againgt my thigh and did over my hip. Thethick,
amogt papable smel of him sent adow burn radiating down from my stomach.

"You had fun," hesad. "Admit it."

"Maybe"

Nick jumped back onto the bed. "Playtime. Are you guys sticking to your stakes? Winner tells
Jeremy what hagppened tonight?”

Clay'slipscurved in adow smile. "Nah. I'm going for something else. If | win, Elenacomes
outside with me, to the woods."

"For what?' | asked.

The smile widened to show perfect white teeth. "Doesit matter?'

"Andif | win, what do | get?' | asked.

"Whatever you want. If you win, you choose your prize. Y ou can tell Jeremy what happened, or
you can teke the kill tomorrow, or anything eseyou'd like."

"l can teke thekill?!

Hethrew hishead back and laughed. "I knew you'd like that one. Sure, darling. Y ou win and the
mutt isyours.”

That was an offer | couldn't resist. So we played.

Clay won.



Blame

| followed Clay to the woods. Nick had tried to come with us, but at one ook from Clay, held
stayed in the bedroom. When we got to a clearing, Clay stopped, turned around, and looked at me,
saying nothing.

"Wecant," | shivered inthenight air.

Hedidn't answer. How many times had we replayed this scene? Didn't | ever learn? | knew how
thiswould end when | picked up the cards—I'd been thinking of nothing €l se throughout the game.

Hekissed me. | could fed the heat from hisbody, so familiar | could drown init. Therich scent
of him wafted through my brain, asintoxicating as peyote smoke. | felt mysdaf succumbing to the smell,
but a part of my brain that could gtill think sounded the darm. Been here. Done this. Remember how it
turnsout?

| moved back, more testing his reaction than serioudy resisting. He pushed me againgt atree,
hands diding to my hips and gripping hard. Hislips went back to mine, kisses degpening. | started to
strugglein earnest. He pinned me between his body and thetree. | kicked out at him and he pulled back,
shaking his head. | scrambled to catch my breath and looked around. The clearing was empty. Clay was
gone. Asmy fogged brain struggled to processthis, my arms were yanked behind my head, toppling me
to my knees.

"What the—"

"Hold dill," Clay said from behind me. "I'm helping.”

"Heping?Helping what?'

| tried to pull my arms down, but he held them tight. Something soft dipped around my wrids. A
sapling swayed overhead. Then Clay let go. | jerked my arms but only moved a couple of inches before
the cloth around my wrists snapped tight. Once | was secured, he walked around and knelt over me,

obvioudy far too pleased with what he was seeing.



"Thisign't funny,” | said. "Untie me. Now."

Still grinning, hetook hold of the top of my T-shirt and ripped it down the middle. Then he undid
my bra. | started to say something, then stopped, inhaing sharply. He'd taken my breast in his mouth and
was teasing the nipple with histeeth. He flicked histongue and it sprung up, hard. A dart of lust fogged
my brain. | gasped. He chuckled and the vibration sent a shivering tickle through me.

"Isthat better?' he whispered. "Since you can't fight me, you can't be expected to stop me. It's
out of your control."

His hand moved from my breast and stroked my stomach, moving lower with frustrating
downess. | had an unbidden image of his naked body over me. The lust flared. He shifted around. |
could fed hiserection dide up my thigh. | soread my legsabit and felt the roughness of hisjeans brush
againgt me. Then he pulled back.

"Canyou ill fed tonight?" he whispered, bending to my ear. "The hunt. The chase. Running
through the city.”

| shivered.

"Where do you fed it?' Clay asked, hisvoice degpening, eyes burning phosphorescent blue.

His hands did to my jeans, unbuttoning them and diding them over my hips. He touched the
ingde of my thigh, holding hisfingersthere just long enough to make my heart skip.

"Doyoufed it here?'

He did hishand down to theingde of my knees, tracing the path of the chills coursng through
me. | closed my eyes and let the images of the night flow through my brain, the locked doors, the silent
streets, the scent of fear. | remembered Clay's hand running through my fur, the spark of hunger in his
eyes as he entered the gpartment, the joy of racing through the city. | remembered the danger inthe dley,
watching the two boys, waiting, hearing Clay'sroar as he lunged at them. The excitement was il there,
pulsing through every part of my body.

"Canyou fed it?" he asked, face coming to mine.

| started to close my eyes.



"Dont," hewhispered. "Watch me."

Hisfingerstraced up my thigh, dowly. He toyed with the edge of my panties for amoment, then
plunged hisfingersinto me. | let out agasp. Hisfingers moved insde of me, finding the center of my
excitement. | bit my lip to keep from crying out. Just as| could fed the waves of climax building, my
brain kicked inand | realized what | was doing. | struggled to pull back from hishand, but he kept it tight
againgt me, fingersmoving in me. The climax started to crest again, but | fought it, not wanting to give him
that. | closed my eyestight against him and jerked my arms hard against their bindings. The tree groaned,
but the bindings held. Suddenly, his hand stopped and moved away. The metdlic whir of azipper cut
through the night air.

My eyesflew open to see him pulling hisjeans down over hiships. As| saw the hunger in his
eyes and hisbody, my hips moved up unbidden to meet him. | shook my head sharply, trying to clear it. |
twisted away. Clay bent down, hisface coming to mine.

"I won't force you, Elena. You liketo pretend | would, but you know | won't. All you haveto do
istdl meno. Tdl meto stop. Tl meto untieyou. | will."

His hand dipped between my thighs, parting them before | could clench them shut. Heat and
wetness rushed out to meet him, my body betraying me. | felt thetip of him brush againgt me, but he
didn't go any further.

"Tdl meto stop,” hewhispered. "Just tell me."

| glared a him, but the words wouldn't cometo my lips. We lay there amoment, eyes locked.
Then he grabbed me under the arms and pushed into me. My body convulsed. For one long second, he
didn't move. | could fed him insde me, his hips pressed against mine. He pulled back dowly and my
body protested, moving involuntarily againgt him, trying to keep him. | felt hisarms go over my head. My
bindingsjerked once, then broke in his hands. He thrust into me and my resistance snapped. | grabbed
him, hands entwining in his hair, legs wrapping around him. He released my arms and kissed me, deep
kisses that devoured me as he moved inside me. So long. It had been so long and 1'd missed him so

much.



When it was over we collapsed on the grass, panting asif we'd run amarathon. We lay there il
entwined around each other. Clay buried hisfacein my hair, told me that heloved me, and nodded off. |
lay inadrowsy haze. Findly | turned my head and looked down a him. My demon lover. Eleven years
ago, I'd given him everything. But it hadn't been enough.

"You bit me" | whispered.

Clay bit mein the study a Stonehaven. 1'd been done with Jeremy, who'd been trying to figure
out away to get rid of me, though | didn't know thet at the time. He seemed to be asking smple, benign
guestions, the sort a concerned father might ask of the young woman his son planned to marry. Clay and
| were engaged. Held aready introduced me to his best friends, Nicholas and Logan. Now he'd brought
me to Stonehaven to introduce me to Jeremy.

While Jeremy was interrogating me, | thought | heard Clay's footsteps, but they'd stopped. Either
I'd imagined it or he'd gone someplace e se. Jeremy was standing by the window, quarter profile toward
me. He looked out over the backyard.

"By thetime you marry, Clayton'sterm at the university will have ended,” Jeremy sad. "What if
he finds work elsewhere? Are you prepared to abandon your studies?”

Before | could formulate areply, the door opened. | wish | could say it creaked open or
something equaly ominous. But it didn't. It Smply opened. Seeing it move. | turned. A dog dippedin,
head low asif expecting areprimand for being in the wrong part of the house. It was huge, nearly astall
asaGreat Dane, but as solid as awell-muscled shepherd. The gold of itsfur sparkled. Asit cameinthe
room, it turned to look at me with eyes of the brightest blue. The dog |ooked up a me, mouth falling
open. | smiled back. Despiteitssize, | knew | had nothing to fear. | felt that clearly.

"Wow," | said. "He'sgorgeous. Or isit ashe?"

Jeremy turned. His eyes widened and he blanched. He stepped forward, then stopped and
shouted for Clay.

"Did Clay let him out?" | said. "It'sokay. | don't mind."



| dangled my fingers, enticing the dog over.

"Dont move," Jeremy said, hisvoicelow. "Take your hand away."

"It'sokay. I'm letting him smell me. Y ou're supposed to do that with a strange dog before you pet
them. | had some dogs growing up. Well, my foster familiesdid, at least. See his posture? Ears forward,
mouth open, tail wagging? That means he's cdm and curious.”

"Pull your hand back now."

| glanced over at Jeremy. He wastensed, asif ready to jump at the dog if it attacked me. He
cdledfor Clay again.

"Redlly, it'sokay," | said, getting annoyed now. "If he's skittish, you're only going to scare him by
ydling. Trust me. | was bitten by adog once. Y appy little Chihuahua, but it hurt like hdll. I've till got the
scar. Thisguy'sabig brute, but he'sfriendly enough. Big dogs usudly are. It'sthelittle buggers you have
to watch."

The dog had crept closer. One eye was on Jeremy, wary, watching his body language asiif
expecting abesating. Anger surged through me. Was the dog abused? Jeremy didn't seem the type, but
I'd barely met him. | turned from Jeremy and reached out farther.

"Hey, boy," | whispered. "Y ou're apretty one, aren't you?"

The dog stepped toward me, moving dowly and carefully, asif we were both afraid of startling
each other. Its muzzle came toward my hand. Asit lifted its nose to sniff my fingers, it suddenly jerked
up, grabbing my hand and nipping. | yelped, morein surprise than in pain. The dog began to lick my
hand. Jeremy sprang across the room. The dog ducked and bolted out the door. Jeremy started after
him.

"Dont," | said, legping to my feet. "He didn't mean it. He wasjust playing.”

Jeremy strode over to me and grabbed my hand, ingpecting the bite. Two teeth had broken
through the skin, leaving tiny puncture wounds that only trickled afew drops of blood.

"He barely brokethe skin,” | said. "A love bite. See?’

Severd minutes passed while Jeremy examined my wound. Then there was acommotion &t the



door. | looked up, expecting to see the dog again. Ingtead, Clay swung through. | couldn't see his
expression. Jeremy was between us, obstructing my view.

"Thedog nipped me," | said. "No big ded."

Jeremy turned on Clay. "Get out,” he said, hisvoice so low | bardly heard it.

Clay stood frozen in the doorway.

"Get out!" Jeremy shouted.

"It'snot his fault,” | said. "Maybe helet the dog in, but—"

| stopped. My hand started to burn. The twin punctures had turned an angry red. | gave my hand
asharp shake and looked over at Jeremy.

"l should cleanthis," | said. "Do you have Bactine or something?”

As| stepped forward, my legs gave out. Thelast thing | saw was Jeremy and Clay both grabbing
for me. Then everything went black.

After Clay bit me, | didn't regain consciousness for two days, though at thetime | thought only
hours had passed. | awoke in one of the guest rooms, the one that would later become my bedroom.
Opening my eyesrequired mgjor effort. Thelidsfelt hot and swollen. My throat ached, my ears ached,
my head ached. Hell, even my teeth hurt. | blinked afew times. The room dipped and swayed, then
cameinto focus. Jeremy was Sitting in achair by the bed. | lifted my head. Pain exploded behind my
eyes. My head fell back to the pillow and | groaned. | heard Jeremy stand, then saw him looking down at
me

"Where's Clay?' | asked. It sounded morelike "whasaclaaa," asif | were speaking through a
mouthful of marshmallows. | swallowed, wincing a the pain. "Wheres Clay?"

"Youresck," Jeremy sad.

"Redly?1 couldn't tell." Theretort cost metoo much. | had to close my eyes and swalow again
before continuing. "What happened?’

"Hebit you."



The memory flashed back. | could fed my hand throbbing now. | struggled to lift it. The two
puncture wounds had swollen to the size of robin's eggs. Heet radiated off them. There was no sign of
pus or infection, but something was definitely wrong. A lick of fear raced through me. Wasthe dog
rabid? What were the symptoms of rabies? What else could you contract from a dog bite? Distemper?

"Hospitd," | croaked. "1 should go to the hospital.”

"Drink this"

A glass appeared. It looked like water. Jeremy did hishand behind my neck and lifted my head
so | could drink. I jerked away, striking the glass with my chin and toppling it onto the bed. Jeremy
swore and pulled the soaked coverlet back.

"Where's Clay?'

"You haveto drink," he said.

He lifted afresh coverlet from the foot of the bed, shook it, and laid it over me. | squirmed from
under it.

"Where's Clay?'

"Hebit you."

"I know the damned dog bit me." | jerked back as Jeremy put his hand on my forehead. "Answer
my question. Wherés Clay?"

"Hehit you. Clay bit you."

| stopped struggling and blinked. | thought I'd heard wrong.

"Clay bit me?' | said dowly.

Jeremy didn't correct me. He stood there, looking down at me, waiting.

"Thedog bit me" | said.

"It wasn't adog. It was Clay. He. . . he changed form.”

"Changed form," | repeated.

| stared at Jeremy, then twisted from side to Side, trying to get up. Jeremy grabbed my shoulders

and held me down. Panic ignited in me. | fought with more strength than | thought | had, flailing and



kicking. He pinned me to the bed with as much effort as he might use to restrain atwo-year-old.

"Stop it, Elena" My name came off histongue awkwardly, like aforeign word.

"Wheres Clay?' | shouted, ignoring the pain searing down my throat. "Where's Clay?"

"He'sgone. | made him leave after he. . . bit you."

Jeremy saized both my arms and held them fast, pinning me so securely | couldn't move. He
inhaled and started again.

"Hesa..." Hefatered, then shook hishead. "I don't need to tell you what heis, Elena. You
saw him change forms. Y ou saw him become awaolf."

"No!" | kicked up, my legs striking only air. Y ou're crazy. Fucking crazy. | saw adog. Let me
go! Clay!"

"He bit you, Elena. That means. . . it means you're the same thing. Y ou're becoming the same
thing. That'swhy you're sick. Y ou need to let me help you." | closed my eyes and screamed, drowning
his words. Where was Clay? Why had he left me with this madman? Why had he abandoned me? He
loved me. | knew heloved me.

"I know you don't believeit, Elena. But watch me. Just watch." | wrenched my head sdeways,
so | wasn't looking at him. | could see only hisarm holding mine to the bed. After amoment, hisforearm
seemed to shimmer and contract. | shook my head sharply, fedling the pain inside it bounce around like a
red-hot cod. My vision blurred, then cleared. Jeremy's arm convulsed, the wrist narrowing, the hand
twisting and contorting into aknot. | wanted to close my eyes, but | couldn't. | was transfixed by the Sight
before me. The black hairs on his arm thickened. More hairs sprouted, shooting out from his skin and
growing longer and longer. The pressure of hisfingersrelaxed. | looked down. There were no fingers
there. A black paw rested on my arm. | shut my eyes then and screamed until the world went dark.

It took over ayear for meto truly comprehend what I'd become, that it wasn't anightmare or a
delusion, and that it would never end, that there was no cure. Jeremy allowed Clay back eighteen months

later, but it would never be the same between us again. It couldn't be. There are some things you cannot



forgive

| awoke severd hours later, feeling Clay's arms around me, my back pressed againgt him. A dow
wave of peace started lulling me back to deep. Then | jerked awake. Clay's arms around me. My back
pressed againgt him. Lying together in the grass. Naked. Oh, shit.

| extricated mysdlf from his grasp without waking him, then dipped from the clearing and hurried
to the house. Jeremy was on the back porch, reading The New York Times inthefirst blush of sunrise,
When | saw him | stopped, but it wastoo late. HEd seen me. Yes, | was naked, but that wasn't why |
would have rather avoided Jeremy. Y ears of Pack life had stripped me of my modesty—no pun
intended. Whenever we ran, we finished naked and often far from our clothing. Disconcerting &t first,
waking from a post-run deep to find yoursdlf lying in agrotto with three or four naked guys.
Disconcerting, though not an atogether unpleasant experience, given that these guysweredl
werewolves, hencein excellent physica condition and didn't look too shabby au natural. But | digress.
The point isthat Jeremy had been seeing my naked body for years. When | stepped from the trees sans
clothing, he didn't even notice the lack.

Hefolded the paper, got up from hislounge chair, and waited. Lifting my chin, | madethe
journey to the porch. Hewould smell Clay on me. There wasno way | could escape that.

"I'mtired,” | said, trying to brush past him. "It's been along night. I'm going back to bed.”

"I'd like to hear what you found last night.”

Hisvoice was soft. A request, not acommand. It would've been easier to ignore adirect order.
Asl| stood there, the thought of going to bed, being aone with my thoughts, was suddenly too much.
Jeremy was offering adistraction. | decided to takeit. Sinking onto achair, | told him the whole story.
Okay, it wasn't the whole story, but | told him about finding the mutt's gpartment, leaving out the
aftermath with the boysin the dley and definitely excluding anything that happened after we got back.
Jeremy listened and said little. As| finished, | caught aflicker of movement in the backyard. Clay strode

from out of the forest, shouldersrigid, mouth set in ahard line.



"Goingde" Jeremy said. "Get somedeep. I'll look after him.”

| escaped into the house.

Up inmy room, | took my cell phone from my bag and caled Toronto. | didn't cdl Philip, but it
wasn't because | felt guilty. | didn't call him because | knew | should fed guilty and, sincel couldn't, it
didn't seemright to call. Does that make sense? Probably not.

If I'd had sex with anyone other than Clay, | would have fdlt guilty. On the other hand, the
chances of me chesting on Philip with anyone other than Clay were so infinitesma that the point was
moot. | wasloyal by nature, whether | wanted to be or not. Y et what | had with Clay was so old, so
complex, that deeping with him couldn't be compared to norma sex. It was giving into something | felt
S0 deeply that dl the anger and hurt and hate in the world couldn't stop me from going back to him. Being
awerewolf, being at Stonehaven, and being with Clay were so tightly interwoven that | couldn't separate
the strands. Surrender to one meant surrender to al. Giving myself to Clay wasn't betraying Philip, it was
betraying mysdlf. That terrified me. Even as| sat on my bed, clutching the phonein one hand, | felt myself
dipping. The barrier between my worldswas solidifying and | was trapped on the wrong side.

| sat there, staring at the phone, trying to decide who to cdl, what contact in my human life had
the power to pull me back. For asecond, | thought of calling Anne or Diane. | rejected the idea
immediately then wondered why 1'd thought of it at dl. If talking to Philip wouldn't help me, why would |
ever consder calling hismother or sster? | chased the thought amoment, but something in it scared me
off. After abrief pause, my fingers hit buttons of their own accord. Asthe phonerang, | numbly
wondered who I'd called. Then the voice mail clicked on. "Hi, you've reached ElenaMichaels a Focus
Toronto. I'm not in the office right now, but if you'l leave your name and number at the sound of the
tone, I'll return your call as soon as possible” | hung up, pulled back the covers, crawled into bed, then
reached for the phone and hit redid.

By thefifth cdl, | was adeep.

*k*



It was nearly noon by thetime | awoke. As| dressed, footsteps in the hallway stopped me cold.

"Eleng?

Clay rattled the door handle. It was locked. The only lock in the house Clay didn't dare break.

"l heard you get up,” hesaid. "Let mein. | want to talk to you."

| finished tugging on my jeans.

"Elena? Come on."The door rattled harder. "Let mein. We need to talk.”

Pulling my hair back, | clipped it at the nape of my neck. Then | walked across the room, opened
the window, and swung out, hitting the ground below with athud. Pricks of shock raced up my calves,
but | wasn't hurt. A two-story jump wasn't dangerous for awerewolf.

Above me, Clay pounded at my door. | headed around the house and went in the front. Jeremy
and Antonio were waking down the hall when | stepped in. Jeremy stopped and raised one eyebrow.

"The gairsaren't chalenging enough anymore?' he asked.

Antonio laughed. "Challenge has nothing to do with it, Jer. I'd say it'sthe big bad wolf huffing and
puffing at her door up there." He leaned around the corner and shouted up the stairs. ™Y ou can stop
shaking the house apart now, Clayton. Y ou've been outmaneuvered. She's down here.”

Jeremy shook his head and steered me toward the kitchen. By the time Clay came down, | was
halfway through breskfast. Jeremy directed him to a seat at the opposite end of the table. He grumbled,
but obeyed. Nick and Peter arrived shortly after and, in the ensuing chaos of breakfast, | relaxed and
was ableto ignore Clay. When we were done edting, | told the others what we'd found the night before.
Asl| taked, Jeremy scanned the newspapers. | was wrapping up when Jeremy put down the paper and
looked at me.

"Isthat everything?' he asked.

Something in his voice dared meto say it was. | hesitated, then nodded.

"Areyou quite certain?' he asked.

"Uh—yes. | think s0."

Hefolded the paper with maximum bustle and delay, then laid it in front of me. Front page of the



Bear Valley Post. Top headlinee WILD DOGS SPOTTED IN CITY.

"Oh," | said. "Whoops."

Jeremy made anoisein histhroat that could have been interpreted asagrowl. | read the article.
The two boyswed seen in the dley had woken their parents with the story, who'd in turn woken the
newspaper editor. The boys claimed to have seen the killers. Two, maybe three, huge shepherdlike dogs
lurking within the very heart of town.

"Three" Jeremy sad, hisvoicelow. "All three of you. Together."

Peter and Antonio dipped from the table. Clay looked at Nick and jerked his chin, telling Nick
he was freeto leave, too. No one would blame Nick for this. Jeremy knew the ingtigators from the
followers. Nick shook his head and stayed put. He'd take his share.

"We were returning from the mutt's apartment,” | said. "The kidswalked into the dley. They saw

"Elenadidn’t have enough room to hide," Clay interjected. "One of them grabbed a broken
bottle. | lost it. | legpt a them. Elena stopped me and we took off. No one got hurt.”

"Weadl got hurt,” Jeremy said. "1 told you to split up.”

"Wedid," | said. "Like| said, thiswas after we found the apartment.”

"| told you to Change to human after you found him.”

"And do what? Walk to the car butt-naked?"

Jeremy's mouth twitched. A full minute of sllence followed. Then Jeremy got to hisfeet, motioned
for meto follow, and walked from the room. Clay and Nick looked a me, but | shook my head. This
was aprivate invitation, asmuch asI'd love to shareit. | followed Jeremy out of the house.

Jeremy led meinto the woods, taking the walking paths. We'd gone nearly ahaf-mile before he
sad anything. Even then, he didn't turn around, just kept walking in front of me.

"Y ou know werein danger,” he said.

"Wedl know—"



"I'm not sure you do. Maybe you've been away from the Pack too long, Elena. Or maybe you
think because you've moved to Toronto this doesn't affect you.”

"Areyou suggesting I'd purposely sabotage—"

"Of course not. I'm saying that maybe you need to be reminded how important thisisto al of us,
no matter wherewe live. Peoplein Bear Valley arelooking for akiller, Elena. That killer isawerewolf.
We are werewolves. If he's caught, how long do you think it'll be before the town comes knocking at our
door?If they find thismuit alive and figure out what heis, hell talk. Hes not in Bear Vdley by accident,
Elena. Any mutt with afather knowswe live around here. If thisoneisdiscovered, hell lead the
authorities here, to Clayton and me and, through us, to the rest of the Pack, and eventually, to every
werewolf, including any who are trying to deny any connection with the Pack.”

"Doyouthink | don't redize that?"

"| trusted you to set the tone last night, Elena.”

Ouch. That hurt. Morethan | liked to admit, so | hiditin my usua way.

"Then that was your mistake,” | snapped. "I didn't ask for your trust. Look what happened with
Carter. Y ou trusted me with that, didn't you? Once burned . . ."

"Asfar as|'m concerned, your only mistake with Carter was not contacting me before you acted.
| know it has more meaning for you, but that's exactly why you're supposed to contact me, so | givethe
order. | take the responsihility for the decision. For the desth. | know you—"

"| don't want to talk about it."

"Of coursenot.”

Wewaked in slence. | felt the words jammed up in my throat, desperate for release, for the
chanceto talk about what 1'd done and what 1'd felt. As| walked, asmdll hit me and, with it, the words
dissolved.

"Doyou smell that?" | asked.

Jeremy sighed. "Elena. | wish you would—"

"There. Sorry. | didn't mean to interrupt, but"—my nose twitched, picking up the smdll inthe



breeze—"that scent. Do you smdll it?"
Jeremy's nogtrilsflared. He sniffed the breeze impatiently asif he didn't expect to find anything.
Then he blinked. That smalest, most benign reaction was enough. Hed smelled it, too. Blood. Human

blood.

Trespass

| tracked the scent of blood to the east fence line. Aswe got closer, something else overpowered
the smd| of blood. Something worse. Decomposing flesh.

We came to alow wooden bridge that crossed a stream. Once on the other side, | stopped. The
smell was gone. | sniffed the east wind again. There were traces of rot in the air, but the overwhelming
stench had vanished. | turned and looked down at the stream. Something pale protruded from under the
bridge. It was abare foot, bloated, gray toes pointing at the sky. | jogged down the incline and waded
into the stream. Jeremy |leaned over the bridge, saw the foot, then pulled back and waited for meto
investigate.

Grabbing the sde of the bridge, | knelt in theicy water of the stream, drenching my jeansfrom
ankleto knee. The bare foot was attached to adender calf. The stench was overwhelming. Asl
switched to breathing through my mouth, my stomach lurched. Now | could taste the rot aswell as smell
it. | went back to breathing through my nose. The caf led to aknee, then fell away into shredded skin
and muscle with bone shining through, leaving the femur looking like abig ham bone gnawed by adog
with more appetite for destruction than dinner. The other thigh was a maggot-infested stump, the bone
snapped by powerful jaws. When | peered under the bridge, | saw the rest of the second leg, or pieces
of it, strewn around, like someone shaking the last bits of garbage from the bag. Above the thighs, the
torso was an indistinguishable mass of mangled flesh. If the armswere il attached, | didn't see them.

Likely they were some of the bits scattered farther back. The head was twisted backward, the neck



amogt bitten through. | didn't want to look at the face. It'seasier if you don't seetheface, if you can
dismissarotting corpse asaprop from aB horror movie. Still, easier isn't dways better. Thiswasn't a
movie prop and she didn't deserve to be dismissed as one. | assumed it was a she because of the size
and denderness but, as| shifted the head, | redized my mistake. It was ayoung man, little morethan a
boy. His eyeswere wide, crusted with dirt, as dull as scuffed marbles. Otherwise, hisface was unmarred:
smooth-skinned, well fed, and very, very young.

It was another werewolf kill. Evenif | couldn't smell the mutt through the rot and the blood, |
knew it by the rough tearing of the throat, the gaping chew marks on the torso. The mutt had brought the
body here. To Stonehaven. He hadn't killed the boy here. There was no sign of blood, but the caked dirt
indicated he'd been buried and dug up. Last night, while we were ransacking the mutt's apartment, he'd
been taking the body to Stonehaven, where we would find it. The insult sent tremors of fury through me.

"Well haveto dispose of it," Jeremy said. "Leaveit for now. Well go back to the house—"

A crash in the bushes stopped him short. | yanked my head from under the bridge. Someone was
trampling through the undergrowth like abull rhino. Humans. | quickly bent, rinsed my handsin the
stream and scrambled up the bank. | was barely at the top when two men in bright orange hunting vests
burst from the forest.

"Thisis private property,” Jeremy said, his quiet voice cutting through the sllence of the clearing.

The two men jumped and spun around. Jeremy stayed on the bridge and reached one hand
behind his back, pulling meto him.

"| said, thisis private property,” he repeated.

One man, astout kid in hislate teens, stepped forward. Y eah, then what are you doing here,
buddy?"

The older man grabbed the kid's elbow and pulled him back. "Excuse my son's manners, Sir. I'm
assuming you're. . ." Hetrailed off, searching for aname and coming up blank.

"I own the property, yes," Jeremy said, voice still soft.

A man and awoman came up behind the two, nearly bowling them over. They stopped short and



looked at us asif seeing apparitions. The older man whispered something to them, then turned back to
Jeremy and cleared histhroat.

"Yes, gr. | understand you own thisland, but you see, welve got ourselves abit of agtuation. I'm
sure you heard about that girl that got killed afew days ago. Well, it'sdogs, sir. Wild dogs. Big ones.
Two of our boysfrom town saw them last night. Then we got acdl thismorning, saying something had
been spotted on the far side of the woods out here around midnight.”

"So you're conducting asearch.”

The man graightened. "Right, Sr. So, if you don't mind—"

"I domind."

The man blinked. "Y es, but you see, we've got to check things out and—"

"Did you stop at the house to ask permisson?”

"No, but—"

"Did you phone the house to ask permisson?’

"No, but—"

The man's voice had gone up an octave and the boy behind him was fidgeting and mumbling.
Jeremy continued in the same unruffled tone.

"Then I'd suggest you go back the way you came and wait for me at the house. If you want to
search these woods, you need permission. Under the circumstances, | certainly don't mind granting that
permission, but | don't want to worry about running into armed men when I'm taking awalk on my own
property.”

"We're looking for wild dogs," thewoman said. "Not people.”

"In the excitement of the hunt, any mistakeis possible. Since thisismy land, | choose not to take
that chance. | use these woods. My family and my guests use these woods. That'swhy | don't alow
hunters up here. Now, if you'll go around to the house, I'll finish my walk and meet you there. | can
provide you with maps of the property and warn my gueststo stay out of the forest while you're here.

Doesthat sound reasonable?’



The couple had joined the boy in his grumbling, but the older man seemed to be considering it,
weighing inconvenience with propriety. Just as he gppeared ready to relent, avoice rang out from behind
them.

"What the hell isgoing on here?"

Clay barreled out from the forest. | winced and thought | saw Jeremy do the same, athough it
might have been atrick of the sunlight through the trees. Clay stopped at the edge of the clearing and
looked from the search party to us and back again.

"What the hell are you doing here?' he said, stepping up to the group of searchers.

"They'relooking for wild dogs," Jeremy said softly.

Clay's hands clenched at hissides. The hesat of hisfury scorched al the way across the clearing.
The other day when wed heard the hunters on the property, Clay had been furious. Histerritory had
been invaded. Y et he'd been able to control it because he hadn't seen the trespassers, had been
forbidden to get close enough to them to see them and smell them and react as hisingtincts demanded.
Even if hed come upon them, he would have had enough advance warning to get histemper under
control. Thiswas different. Hed come looking for us and hadn't smelled them until it wastoo late to
prepare. The trespassers were no longer unseen gunsfiring in the dark, but actual humans, standing right
infront of him, livetargetsfor hisrage.

"Did you missthe fucking sgns on theway in?" he snarled, turning on the younger man, the
strongest of the group. " Or istrespassing too goddamned many syllablesfor you?'

"Clayton," Jeremy warned.

Clay didn't hear him. | knew that. All he could hear was the blood pounding in his ears, the need
to defend histerritory screaming through hisbrain. He stepped closer to the young man. The boy inched
back againgt atree.

"Thisis private property,” Clay said. "Do you understand what that means?

Jeremy gtarted down from the bridge with me at his hedl's. We were halfway acrossthe clearing

when a sound trumpeted from the woods. A baying hound. A dog on ascent. | looked from Jeremy to



Clay. They'd both stopped and were listening, trying to pinpoint the direction of the noise. | stepped back
toward the bridge. With every second, the hound's song drew closer, the tempo rising, infused with the
joy of triumph. It smelled the body under the bridge.

| took another step backward. Before | could think, the dog flew from the forest. It was heading
sraight for me, eyes unseeing, brain bound up with the smell. It got within ayard of me, then skidded to a
hat. Now it smelled something se. Me.

The dog looked at me. It was abig crossbreed, something between a shepherd and aredbone
hound. It dipped its muzzle and blinked in confusion. Then it lifted itshead and pulled back itslipsina
deep growl. It didn't know what | was, but it sure as hell didn't like me. One of the men shouted. The
dog ignored it. It growled another warning. The older man ran at the dog. Seeing my window of
opportunity evaporating, | met the dog's eyes and bared my teeth. Come and get me. It did.

The dog leapt. Itsteeth clamped around my forearm. | fell to the ground, lifting my arms over my
face asif protecting mysdlf. The dog held on tight. Asitsteeth sunk into my arm, | let out awail of pain
and fear. | kicked feebly at the beast, my blows barely connecting with its ssomach. Over my head, |
heard an uproar. Someone tore the dog away, jerking my arm with it. Then the dog went limp. ltsteeth
fell from my arm. | looked up to see Clay standing over me, hands gtill wrapped around the dead dog's
throat. He threw the corpse aside and dropped to his knees. | buried my head in my arms and started to
sob.

"There, there," he said, pulling me close and stroking my hair. "It'sdl over.”

Hewastrying hard not to laugh, his body shaking with the effort. | resisted the urgeto pinch him
and continued wailing. Jeremy demanded to know who owned the dog and whether its shotswere up to
date. The searchers voices drowned out one another as they babbled apologies. Someone tore off to
find the dog's owner. Clay and | stayed on the ground as | sobbed and he comforted me. He was
enjoying thisfar too much, but | didn't dare stand for fear the searchers would notice that my eyeswere
dry and | looked remarkably composed for awoman savaged by avicious beast.

After afew minutes, the dog's owner arrived and was none too pleased to find his prized hound



lying dead in the grass. He shut up when he found out what had happened and started promising to pay
for medicd hills, probably fearing alawsuit. Jeremy gave him adressing-down over letting hisdog run
unleashed on private property. When Jeremy finished, the man assured him that the dog had dl its shots,
then quietly hauled away the carcass with the help of the younger man. Thistime, when Jeremy asked
them dl to leave the property, no one argued. When the chaosfinally fell to slence, | shoved Clay off me
and got to my feet.

"How'sthearm?' Jeremy asked, waking toward me.

| examined the injury. There were four degp puncture wounds, still seeping blood, but the tearing
wasminimd. | clenched and unclenched my fist. It hurt like hell, but everything appeared to bein working
order. | wasn't too concerned. Werewolves heal quickly, which is probably the reason weinflict injury on
one another with such abandon.

"Thefirst war wound,” | said.

"Hopefully thelast,” Jeremy said dryly, taking my arm to examine the damage. "It could have
been worse, | suppose.”

"Shedid agreat job," Clay sad.

| glared a him. "1 wouldn't have had to if you hadn't charged in ranting and raving like alundtic.
Jeremy had dmost got rid of them when you showed up.”

Jeremy shifted to theleft, blocking my view of Clay, asif we were Samese fighting fish that
wouldn't attack if we couldn't see each other. "Come with me to the house and well get your arm
cleaned up. Clay, thereés abody under the bridge. Put it in the shed and well dispose of it in town
tonight.”

"A body?"

"A boy. Probably arunaway."

"Y ou mean that mutt brought a body—"

"Just get it out of here before they decide to come back.” Jeremy took my good arm and led me

away before Clay could argue.



**k*

On theway back to the house, we taked. Or, | should say, Jeremy talked, | listened. The danger
seemed to be escalating with each passing hour. First we'd been spotted in the city. Next we'd found a
body on the property. Then wed had a confrontation with the locals, caling attention to ourselves and
probably raisng suspicion. All in twelve hours. The mutt had to die. Tonight.

When Clay came back to the house, he wanted to talk to Jeremy and me. | found an excuse and
hightailed it up to my room. | knew what he wanted to say, to apologize for screwing up, for confronting
the searchers and causing trouble. Let Jeremy absolve him. That was his job, not mine.

After Jeremy and Clay had finished their talk, Jeremy took the othersinto the study to explain
what had happened. Since | didn't need the ingtant replay, | stayed in my room and caled Philip. He
talked about an ad campaign he was trying to snag, something about lakefront condos. | admit | wasn't
paying much attention to hiswords. Instead, | listened to hisvoice, closing my eyesand imagining | was
there beside him, in a place where dead bodies in the backyard would have been cause for indescribable
horror, not quick cleanup plans. | tried to think as Philip would, to fee compassion and grief for that
dead boy, alife asfull asmy own cut short.

As Philip talked, my thoughts wandered to my night with Clay. | didn't have to work very hard to
guess how Philip would fed about that. What the hell had | been thinking? | hadn't been thinking—that
wasthetrouble. If | hadn't felt guilt afew hoursago, | fet it now, listening to Philip and picturing how he
would react if he knew where I'd spent the night. | wasafool. Here | had awonderful man who cared
for me and | was screwing around with a self-absorbed, conniving monster who'd betrayed mein the
worst possible way. It was amistake | swore not to repest.

—_—

After alate lunch, Jeremy took Clay for awalk to give him ingructionsfor that night. I'd dready

received mine. Clay and | were going after the mutt together—I didn't have a choice in the matter, but I'd



gtill argued. | would find the mutt and lure him out to asafe place where Clay would finish him off. It was
an old routine and, as much as | hated to admit it, one that worked.

While the others were cleaning up the dishes, | dipped away. | wandered through the house and
ended up in Jeremy's studio. The mid-afternoon sun danced through the leaves of the chestnut tree
outside, casting pirouetting shadows on the floor.

| thumbed through a stack of canvases|eaning against the wall, scenes of wolves playing and
snging and deeping together, curled up in hegps of intertwining limbs and varicolored fur. Juxtaposed
with these were pictures of wolvesin city aleys, watching passersby, wolves alowing children to touch
them while mothers |ooked the other way. When Jeremy did agree to sdll one of hispaintings, it wasthe
second style that earned him the big bucks. The scenes were enigmeatic and surreal, painted in reds,
greens, and purples so dark they looked like shades of black. Bold splashes of yellows and oranges
electrified the darkness in incongruous places, like the reflection of the moon in apuddlie. A dangerous
subject, but Jeremy was careful, sdlling them under an assumed name and never making public
appearances. No one outside the Pack ever came to Stonehaven, except chaperoned service people, so
his paintings were safe displayed herein his sudio.

Jeremy painted human models too, though only members of the Pack. One of hisfavoriteswas
onthewadll by thewindow. Init, | was standing on the edge of acliff, naked, with my back to the viewer.
Clay was sitting on the ground beside me, his arm wrapped around my leg. Below the cliff, a pack of
wolves played in aforest clearing. Thetitle was scrawled in the bottom corner: Eden.

On the opposite was hung two portraits. The first showed Clay in hislate teens. He was Sitting
out back in awhite wicker chair, with awisgtful haf smile on hisface as his gaze focused on something
above the painter. He looked like Michelangelo's David cometo life, youthful perfection dl innocence
and dreaminess. On agood day, | saw the portrait as Jeremy'swishful thinking. On abad day, it
smacked of outright delusion.

The portrait that hung next to it was equaly unsettling. It was me. | was sitting with my back to

the painter, twisting to give aview of my full face and upper body. My hair wasloose, faling in tangled



curlsand hiding my breadts. Like Clay's picture, though, the expression wasthe focal point. My dark
blue eyeslooked clearer and sharper than normd, giving them an animal-like glint. I was smiling with my
lips parted and teeth showing. The impact was one of feral sensudlity, with adangerous edge that | didn't
seewhen | looked inthe mirror.

"Ah-ha," Nick called from the doorway. " So thisiswhere you're hiding. Phone call for you. It's
Logan."

| was out the door so fast | nearly knocked over apile of paintings. Nick followed and pointed
me to the phonein the sudy. As | was heading down the hall, Clay walked through the back door. He
didn't see me. | dipped into the study and shut the door as | heard Clay asking Nick where | was. Nick
made some noncommittal answer, not daring to risk Clay's anger by admitting the truth. Clay was il
pissed off over me contacting L.ogan during my absence. He didn't suspect | was screwing around with
Logan or anything so banal. He knew the truth—that Logan and | were friends, very good friends, but
that was enough to ignite his jealousy, not of my body, but of my time and my attention.

| picked up the phone and said hello.

"Ellie!" Logans voice boomed through ablanket of gtatic. "I can't believe you're actudly there.
How'sit going? Still dive?'

"Sofar, but it's only been two days." The line buzzed, went silent for asecond, then hissed back
tolife. "Either L.A. has worse phone service than Tibet or youre on acell phone. Where areyou?”'

"Driving to the courthouse. Listen, things here are wrapping up fast. We got a settlement. That's
why | cdled."

"Y ou're coming back?"

Hislaugh szzled acrossthe line. "Eager to see me? 1'd be flattered if | didn't suspect you just
want abuffer againgt Clayton. Y es, I'm coming back. I'm not sure exactly when, but it should be tonight
or tomorrow morning. Weve got to finish up work here and I'll catch the next plane out.”

"Great. | can't wait to seeyou.”

"Likewise, though I'm still miffed you wouldn't let me cometo Toronto at Christmas. | was



looking forward to burnt gingerbread. Another great holiday tradition logt.”

"Maybethisyear."

"Definitely thisyear." The phone crackled and went silent, then clicked back. "—o0?"

"I'mill here"

"I'd better sign off before | lose you. Don't wait up for me. I'll see you tomorrow and I'll whisk
you away to lunch so you can relax for awhile, catch your bregth. Okay?"

"Definitely okay. I'll seeyou then."

He said good-bye and hung up. As| put the receiver back inthe cradle, | could hear Nick inthe
hall, rounding up playersfor agame of touch football. He stopped outside the study door and tapped.

"I'min,” I said. "I'll meet you out there."

| looked back at the phone. Logan was coming. That was enough to make me forget dl the
problems and annoyances of the day. | smiled to mysdlf and hurried out the door, suddenly eager for a

good roughhousing before the excitement of the mutt hunt.

Predator

After dinner, | prepared for the evening. The choice of clothing posed aproblem. If | was going
to hook this muitt, | needed to pull on the mask that worked best with werewolves: Elenathe sexud
predator. Thisdidn't mean miniskirts, fishnets, and see-through blouses, namely because | didn't own
any. And | didn't own any because they looked ridiculous on me. Skimpy tops, tiletto hedls, and barely
there bottoms made me look like a coltish fourteen-year-old playing dress up. Nature didn't blessme
with curves and my lifestyle didn't et me develop extrapadding. | wastoo tall, too thin, and too athletic
to be any guy'sideaof centerfold fodder.

When I'd started living at Stonehaven, my wardrobe was gtrictly thrift-shop casua, no matter

how much money Jeremy gave mefor shopping. | didn't know what € se to buy. When Antonio had



bought us seats to a Broadway opening, 1'd panicked. There were no women around to ask for helpin
choosing adressand | didn't dare ask Jeremy for fear I'd end up in some taffeta and lace monstrosity fit
only for ahigh school prom. I'd goneto arow of upscale shopsin New York, but | got logt, literally and
figuratively. My savior had appeared in amost unlikely form: Nicholas. Nick spent more time around
women, particularly beautiful, rich young women, than any man outside of a James Bond film. Histaste
was impeccable, favoring classic designs, smple fabrics, and smooth lines that somehow turned my
height and lack of curvesinto assets. All of my dress-up clothes had been bought with Nick in tow. Not
only didn't he mind spending an entire day touring Fifth Avenue, but hed have his credit card on the
counter before | could fish minefrom my wallet. Little wonder he was so popular with the ladies.

| picked out adressfor that night, one that Nick had actualy bought me for my birthday two
years ago. It was gorgeousindigo slk, knee length with no fancy trim or other adornment. Smple, yet
elegant. To keep it casud, | decided to forgo nylons and wear sandals.

As| was putting on my makeup, Clay waked in and gave my ouitfit the once-over. "L ooks
good,” he said. Then he glanced around at my princess bedroom and grinned. "'Course, it doesn't redly
auit the setting. It needs alittle something. Maybe alace shawl from the curtains. Or asprig of cherry
blossoms.”

| snarled at him through the mirror and went back to my makeup, studying ajar of pink stuff and
trying to remember whether it was for my lips or my cheeks. Behind me, Clay bounced on the bed,
fluffing the overstuffed pillows and laughing. Hed changed into baggy Dockers, awhite T-shirt, and a
loose linen jacket. The outfit hid his build and gave him acollegiate, clean-cut ook, the message here
being as nonthreatening as possible. Nick must have helped him pick his clothes. Clay didn't know the
meaning of nonthregtening.

At nineweleft, taking Jeremy's Explorer. Clay loathed the bulky SUV, but we needed the cargo
gpace if we managed to capture and kill thismutt. Later that night, Antonio and Nicholaswould dispose
of the young boy's body at the local dump. We could have saved them atrip and taken it ourselves, but

eal de decomposing flesh wasn't agood perfume choice when mingling with humans.



Although | hated the idea of spending the evening with Clay after what had happened between
us, | soon relaxed. He didn't mention the previous night or say anything about Logan'scall. By thetime
we got to town, we were carrying on aperfectly norma conversation about South American jaguar cults.
If I didn't know him better, I'd dmost think he was making a conscious effort to play nice. But | knew
him better. Whatever his motivation, | went dong with it. We had ajob to do and we had to be together
al evening to doit. Duty camefirg.

Our first stop was the mutt's gpartment. | parked at the McDonadd's behind the house, then we
circled the block. The apartment was dark. The mutt was out. We could only hope he was at one of the
bars.

All three barswere abust. The fourth place on our list was the one without aname, only the
address I'd memorized from the matchbook. The address|ed us behind the paper plant to an abandoned
warehouse. Judging by the music booming from within, it wasn't "abandoned” tonight.

"What's up with this?' Clay asked.

"It'sarave. Not quite abar, not quite a private party.”

"Huh. Canyou get in?"

"Probably."

"Go on then. I'll take up my post at awindow.”

| went around to the back of the building. The entrance was a basement door down aflight of
seps. A diver of light illuminated the edges. When | knocked, abad man opened the door. A tilt of my
head and apromisein my smileand | wasin with ahandful of free drink tickets. 1'd hoped it would be
more of achallenge.

The hallway led to a massive open room, roughly rectangular. A second-story catwalk had been
converted into anarrow balcony with amakeshift set of stairsand no second-leve railing. With norailing
to stop them, people were sitting on the edge of the bal cony, tossing beer caps onto the crowd below.
Dusty warehouse boxes and old boards served as abar along the left wall. Scattered in front of the bar

wererusty tablesand chairs, the sort of folding furniture you'd find in yard sales and pass over if your



tetanus shots weren't up to date.

I'd been worried thiswould be like a Toronto rave, where the average patron spent more time
worrying about midterms than mortgage payments. Definitely not a party where | could pass unnoticed. |
looked young, but | was definitely past the zit cream and orthodontics stage of life. | needn't have
worried. Bear Valley wasn't the big city. There were some underage kids here at thisrave, but they were
outnumbered by young and not-so-young adults, most sticking to Millers and marijuanabut afew
shooting heroin as openly asthey downed their drinks. Thiswasthe Sde of Bear Vdley the town
councillorsliked toignore. If alocd politician had wandered in here, he would have convinced himself
they were all out-of-towners, probably from Syracuse.

Theright sde of the room was the dance floor, aka an unfurnished expanse of space where
people were either dancing or suffering in the throes of amass epileptic fit. The music was deafening,
which | wouldn't have minded so much if the tunes didn't sound like something the bouncers had
recorded in the back room. The smell of cheap booze and cheaper perfume pirouetted in my stomach. |
stifled my nauseaand began to search.

The mutt wasthere.

| picked up his scent on my second tour of the room. Weaving in and out of the crowd, |
followed the smdll until it led to a person. When | saw the person that thetrail led to, | doubted my nose
and circled back to double check. Yes, the guy at the table was definitely our mutt. And aless
prepossessing werewolf, | had yet to meet. Even | looked scarier than this guy. He had acorn brown
hair, adender build, and a scrubbed, wholesome face—the quintessentia college kid, right down to the
Doc Martens and chinos. He looked familiar, but I hadn't committed al the photosin the Pack's dossiers
to memory. It didn't matter who he was. It only mattered that he was here. A flash of rage burst inside
me. Thiswasthe mutt causing al the trouble? This baby-faced brat had the Pack al in apanic, looking
over our shoulders for guns and racing around Bear Valey to find him? | had to sop myself from
marching over, grabbing him by the collar, and tossing him outsideto Clay.

| ressted the urge even to go to him. Let him find me. He'd pick up my scent soon enough and



he'd know who | was. All mutts knew who | was. Remember, | was the only one of my kind. From my
scent, amuitt could tell that | was both werewolf and female. Not exactly a Sherlockian feat of deduction
to figure out who | was. | passed twenty feet from this mutt's table and he didn't pick up my scent. Either
the smellsin the room were too overpowering or he was too dumb to use his nose. Probably the latter.

Knowing hed smell me eventually, | turned in adrink ticket for arum and coke, found atable
near the dance floor, and waited. As| scanned the crowd, | found the mutt again easily. With his short
hair, polo shirt, and cleanshaven face, he stuck out like a'Y anni fan at an Iron Maiden concert. Hewas
sitting by himsdlf, scanning the crowd with ahunger that stole the innocence from his eyes.

| took afew sips of my drink, then glanced back at the mutt's table. He was gone.

"Hlena”

Not turning, | inhaed his scent. It was the muitt. | settled into my chair, took another sip of my
drink and continued watching the dance floor. He moved around the table, looked at me, and smiled.
Then he pulled out achair.

"May | §t?" he asked.

"No."

He Started to Sit.

| looked up a him. "I said no, didn't 17"

He hesitated, grinning as he waited for some sign that | waskidding. | hooked the chair with my
foot and yanked it into the table. He stopped grinning.

"I'm Scott," he said. " Scott Brandon.”

The nametickled the back of my mind. | mentaly tried to pull forward his page from the Pack's
dossier, but couldn't. It had been too long. | should have done my homework before | |eft.

He stepped toward me. When | glared, he backed off. | sipped my drink again, then looked at
him over therim.

"Do you have any ideawhat happens to mutts who trespass on Pack territory?' | asked.

"Should 17?7



| snorted and shook my head. Y oung and cocky. A bad combination, but more annoying than
dangerous. Obvioudy this mutt's daddy hadn't told him bedtime stories about Clay. A serious educationa
oversight, but one that would soon beresolved. | dmost smiled at the thought.

"So, what bringsyou to Bear Valley?' | said, feigning bored interest. " The paper mill hasn't been
hiring in years, so | hope you're not looking for work."

"Work?' A nasty smilelit hiseyes. "Nah, I'm not much for work. I'm looking for fun. Our kind of
fun"

| stared at him for along minute, then got to my feet and walked away. Brandon came after me. |
madeit to the far wall before Brandon grabbed my elbow. Hisfingers dug into the bone. | yanked away
and whirled to face him. The smile was gone from hisface, replaced by ahard edge mingled with the
petulant ill-humor of a spoiled child. Good. Very good. Now al | had to do was bresk away and let him
follow me outside. By then held bein enough of atemper that he wouldn't see Clay until it wastoo late,

"l wastakingto you, Elena”

o

He grabbed me by both arms and dammed me back against thewal. My arms flew up to throw
him off, but | stopped myself. | couldn't afford a scene, and somehow the sight of awoman brawling with
aman isaways an attention-grabber, particularly if she can pitch him across the room.

As Brandon leaned toward me, an ugly smile contorted his features. He reached up and stroked
onefinger down my cheek.

"Y ou are so beautiful, Elena. And do you know what you smell liketo me?' Heinhaled and
closed hiseyes. "A bitch in heat." He pressed into me, letting me fed hiserection. "You and | could have
alot of fun together.”

"I don't think you'd like my kind of fun."

Hissmileturned predatory. "I've heard you don't get alot of funin your life. Y ou've got this Pack
breathing down your neck, smothering you with dl their stupid rulesand laws. A woman like you

deserves better. Y ou need someone to teach you what it'slike to kill, redlly kill, not bring down some



mindless rabbit or deer, but ahuman. A thinking, breathing, conscious human.”

He paused, then continued, "Have you ever seen someone's eyes when they know they are about
to die, a that moment when they redlize you are degth." Heinhaled, then exhaded dowly, thetip of his
tongue showing through histeeth, eyes flooded with lust. "That's power, Elena. True power. | can show
you thet tonight.”

Keeping hold of my arms, he moved aside to show me the crowd. "Pick someone, Elena. Pick
anyone. Tonight they die. Tonight they're yours. How does that make you fed ?'

| said nothing.

Brandon continued, "Pick someone and imagine it. Close your eyes. See yourself leading them
out, taking them into the woods, and ripping out their throat." A shudder ran through him. "Can you see
their eyes? Can you smell their blood? Can you fed the blood, everywhere, soaking you, the power of
lifeflowing out at your feet? It won't be enough. It never is. But I'll be there. I'll make it enough. I'll fuck
you right there, in the pool of their blood. Can you imaginethat?"

| smiled up at him and said nothing. Instead, | did afinger down his chest and over his stomach.
For amoment, | toyed with the button on hisfly, then dowly did my hand under his shirt and stroked his
stomach, tracing circles around his belly button. As| concentrated, | could fed my hand thickening, the
nails lengthening. Thiswas something Clay had taught me, atrick few other werewolves could do,
changing only part of the body. When my nails became claws, | scraped them over Brandons stomach.

"Canyou fed that?' | whispered in hisear, pressng mysdf againgt him. "If you don't step away
right now, I'm going to rip out your guts and feed them to you. That's my kind of fun.”

Brandon jerked back. | held him tight with my free hand. He dammed me againgt thewall. | dug
my haf-formed talonsinto his ssomach, feding them pop through skin. His eyes widened and he yel ped,
but the roaring music swalowed hiscry. | looked around, making sure no one was paying attention to the
young couple embracing in the corner. When | turned back to Brandon, | redized I'd et the game stretch
one period too long. His face contorted, jaw gtiffening asthe veinsin hisneck bulged. Hisface

shimmered and rippled like areflection in abarely flowing stream. His brow thickened and his cheeks



doped upward to meet hisnose. The classic fear reflex of an untrained werewolf: Change.

| grabbed Brandon by the arm and dragged him into the nearest corridor. As| searched for an
exit, | could fed hisarm changing beneath my grip, his shirtdeeve ripping, hisforearm pulsing and
contracting. | wasamogt at the end of the hallway when | redized there wasn't an exit, only two
bathroom doors. The men'sroom door opened and a man bel ched loudly. Another man laughed. |
glanced back at Brandon, hoping his Change hadn't progressed beyond the point whereit could be
fluffed off asaphysica deformity. No such luck—unlessthe bar's patrons were drunk enough to
overlook someone whose face looked asif giant maggots were squirming under his skin. A man stepped
from the bathroom. | spun Brandon around and saw a storage room door afew feet away. Shoving him
ahead of me, | sprinted to the door, then snapped the lock, opened the door, and thrust Brandon inside.

Asl| leaned against the door, my mind raced for asolution. Could | get him out? Oh, sure, just
dap acollar and leash on a 150-pound wolf and lead him to the door. No one would notice. | cursed
myself. How had | let this happen?1'd had him. At the moment where held offered to show me how to
kill ahuman, I'd had him. All I had to do was say yes. Pick some guy leaving the bar and tail him into the
street. Brandon would have followed me and Clay would have been waiting outside. Game over. But no,
that hadn't been enough. | had to pushit, to see how far | could go.

"Shit, shit, shit,”" | muttered.

From behind the closed door, there was a deafening roar of pain, one that even the music down
the hall couldn't drown out. Two passing women turned and stared.

"My boyfriend,” | said, trying to smile. "He'ssick. A bad batch. New dedler.”

One of the women looked at the closed door. "Maybe you should get him to a hospita,” she
said, but continued walking, advice dispensed, duty done,

"Clayton,” | whispered. "Where are you?"

| wasn't surprised that Clay hadn't busted down any doors when Brandon cornered me. Clay
never underestimated my ability to defend mysdlf. HEd only cometo my rescuewhen | wasin red

danger. | wasn'tin danger now, but | needed his help. Unfortunately, wherever he was hiding, he couldn't



possibly see mein this halway.

A crash echoed from inside the storage room. Brandon was done with his Change and wastrying
to get out. | had to stop him. And to stop him, | dmost certainly had to kill him. Could | do that without
causing ascene? Another crash resounded from the room, followed by the sound of splintering wood.
Then slence.

| yanked open the door. Tattered scraps of clothing covered the floor. On the south wall was a

second door leading back into the warehouse. In the middle of the cheap plywood was agaping hole.

Chaos

| raced into the main room. There wasn't any screaming. Not right away. The first sounds| heard
were voices, more annoyed than darmed. "What the—" "Did you—" "Watch it—" When | rounded the
corner, | saw apath of toppled chairs and tables looping atipsy half circle from the storage room to the
dance floor. People milled around the overturned tables, collecting coats and purses and broken drink
glasses. A boy well under legal drinking age sat cross-legged on the floor, cradling abroken arm. A
woman stood on a chair, thrusting an empty glass toward the swath Brandon had cut across the dance
floor and demanding that the " damn bastard” pay for her spilled drink, having somehow failed to notice
that the "damn bastard" had fangs, fur, and no obvious placeto carry awallet.

| was gill making my way toward the dance floor when Brandon roared. Then camethe first
scream. Then the thunder of a hundred people stampeding for the exit.

The stampede redlly didn't help matters, especiadly when my goal lay in the exact opposite
direction of the human flow. At firgt, | was polite. Redlly. | said "excuse me," tried to squeeze through
gaps, even gpologized for stepping on some toes. What can | say, I'm Canadian. After afew elbowsto
the chest and more than afew obscenities shouted in my ear, | gave up and cut my own path. When one

hefty bruiser tried to shove me back, | grabbed him by the collar and showed him the express route to



the door. Things got abit better after that.

Although | was no longer in danger of being trampled, | was ill progressing by inches. | couldn't
see anything. I'm not short—5' 10" to be precise—but even an NBA superstar couldn't have seen over
that seething mass of humanity. If there was aback door or emergency exit, no one knew about it. They
were al heading for the main entrance and getting jammed in the narrow front corridor.

Not only couldn't | see, | couldn't hear anything but the sound of the crowd, curses and shouts
and criesmelding into a Babe's tower of noise, nothing clear except the universa language of panic.
People shoved and hammered at one another, asif being one step closer to the door meant the difference
between life and death. Others weren't moving of their own valition at dl, but were carried dong by the
tide of the mab. | looked into faces and saw nothing there. They were aswhite and expressionless as
plaster masks. Only the eyes held the truth, rolling and wild, the ingtinct for surviva taking over. Most
didn't even know what they were running from. It didn't matter. They could smdll thefear rising from the
crowd aswell as any werewolf could and the scent of it seeped into their brains, infecting them with its
power. They smdled it, they fdt it, and they ran from it. They were giving Brandon exactly what he
craved.

| was midway across the dance floor when | sumbled over awoman lying in apool of blood.
Blood still jetted from her neck in afountain, spraying anyone who came close. People tripped over her
and did in her blood. Not one of them even looked down. | shouldn't have looked down either. But |
did. Her eyesrolled, meeting mine for a second. Bloody froth trickled and bubbled from her lips. Her
hand convulsed off the floor asif trying to reach up. Then it stopped in midair, paused, and fluttered
down into the pool of blood. Her eyes died. The blood had stopped spurting and was now streaming. A
man tripped over her, looked down, swore, and kicked her out of hisway. | tore my gaze away and
kept moving.

As| stepped over the body, glass shattered overhead. | looked up to see Clay's feet shooting
through a high window near the bar. He swung in and dropped to the floor. It was a good twenty-foot

fal, not something Jeremy encouraged usto do in front of acrowd, but considering no one was paying



any atention to adead body beneath their feet, surely no one was going to notice aman vaulting through
awindow behind them. Clay climbed onto the bar and surveyed the crowd. When he saw me, he waved
me over. | pointed deeper into the throng, where | assumed Brandon was. Clay shook his head and
motioned again. | picked an angle roughly in line with the crowd flow and made my way toward him.

"Lovethat entrance,” | shouted over thedm as| climbed onto the bar.

"Have you seen the front door, darling? I'd need a blowtorch to cut through the crowd. The only
other exit isbricked over."

| looked above the crowd. "So Brandon's not back in that corner?"

"Who?'

"The mutt. Ishethere?

"Oh, he'sthere dl right. But you're wasting your energy trying to get to him."

| spotted Brandon. As| suspected, held fully changed into awolf. He seemed to be bouncing
between the corner walls, leaping and pouncing and dashing at nothing. | was about to say that it |ooked
asif the mutt had snapped. Then the crowd parted enough for me to see that he was attacking more than
ar. A man lay in crash position on the floor, back up, kneesto his chest, head down, hands linked to
protect the back of his neck. His clothing was shredded and drenched with blood. He was motionless,
obviousy dead, but Brandon wasn't leaving him alone. He legpt at the man, grabbed his foot, and spun
himin acircle. Then he danced back, tail high. He crouched and mock-lunged, then feinted to the side.
The man now lay twisted half on hisside, letting me see more of hisinjuriesthan | wanted. His shirt was
ripped open. Historso was streaked with blood, his stomach solid red. The end of hisbelt dangled to the
floor. Then | realized it wasn't hisbelt, but aloop of intestine. As| was turning away, the body moved.
The man rocked, asif trying to flip back on his ssomach to protect himself.

"Oh god." | whispered. "He's not dead.”

Brandon legpt at his prey again and sank histeeth into the man's scalp. He yanked him up, tossed
him aside, and pranced away again.

"He'snot eventryingtokill him," | said.



"Why would he?" Clay said, curling back hislip. "He's having fun.”

Disgust dripped from every word. Thiswasn't killing for food or killing for survival. That Clay
could understand. Thiswas, to him, adisplay of another incomprehensible human trait—killing for
pleasure.

"While he'sbusy, I'll do some scouting,” Clay continued. " Give mefive minutes. When the crowd
clears, make your move. Drive him toward that sde hall. I'll bewaiting."

Clay jJumped off the bar and vanished into the mob. | looked back at Brandon torturing his prey.
Again, | didn't want to look, didn't want to think about what was going on below me, that aman was
dying horribly but was il dive and | wasn't doing adamned thing about it. | reminded myself that it was
amost certainly too late to save him and, even if he did survive, held haveto go to the hospital, which we
couldn't allow because, having been bitten by Brandon, the man was now awerewolf himsdf. Although
rationaly | knew | couldn't risk going to him, | felt compelled to, if only to end his suffering. Sometimes|
think it would be better if | could be like Clay, to acknowledge that what Brandon was doing was wrong
but equally acknowledge that it wasn't in my power to right that wrong and to walk away without regret.
But | don't ever want to be like that, that hard, that tough. Clay had an excuse. | didn't.

| tore my gaze away from Brandon and his prey. Sick bastard. No animal would do something
likethat. As 1 thought this, something clicked in my brain, apiece faling into place so hard the resonance
made me jump. The room went suddenly silent, the drumming in my ears drowning out the crowd, giving
me one moment of perfect clarity amidst the chaos.

| knew where I'd seen Brandon'sface, heard his name, and it wasn't in the Pack's werewol f
dossers. Tdevison. Inside Scoop. The piece on thekiller in North Carolina. The tape of the police
interview flipped through my head again, the grainy image sparking to life. "I wanted to watch someone
die." Scott Brandon. | shook my head sharply. No, that couldn't be. That didn't make sense. A werewolf
couldn't survivein prison without being discovered. Then | remembered Brandon's scent again, anuance
I'd picked up that night in his gpartment. "He's new,” I'd told Clay. | could smdll it in hisscent and I'd

assumed it meant he was a hereditary werewolf recently come of age. But he wasn't. He'd been bitten.



Again, my brain rgjected theidea. Brandon had only escaped from jail afew months ago. It took
longer than that for awerewolf to recover from the shock of being turned. Or did it? Wasit impossible
that he'd recovered so quickly? | had to admit that it wasn't. My own recovery had been hampered by
my refusal to accept what had happened to me. What if it wasn't like that? What if someone wanted to
become awerewolf, was prepared for it, embraced it? That could make al the difference.

Y et there was till more that didn't make sense. What was Brandon doing here? If hewasa
hereditary werewolf, that would explain how he knew about Bear Valey, the Pack, and Stonehaven.
How would a newly turned werewolf know that? But Brandon knew. Hed called me by name. HEd
talked about the Pack, said he'd heard things about me. From who? Another werewolf, of course. An
experienced werewolf. But mutts didn't do that. They didn't alow bitten werewolvesto live, let done
help them. It wasimpossible. No, | corrected. Not impossible. Just so incredibly unlikely that my brain
refused to consider theimplications.

| couldn't deal with this now. We had a more serious problem on our hands than sorting out the
whys and wherefores of Brandon's existence. The fact of his existence was enough. Ending that existence
wouldn't be as smple as|'d thought. He wasn't a carel ess punk kid, but something far more dangerous. a
truekiller. | looked for Clay, wanting to warn him. Then | realized it wouldn't do any good. Brandon was
akiller from the human world. | could tell Clay that Brandon was a chartered accountant and it would
have the same impact. He wouldn't understand.

| hopped from the bar and eased through the last scattering of the crowd. In the back corner,
Brandon was dtill playing with hisfood, which gave the occasiond twitch of life. The crowd was amost
out of the main room, now jammed in the halway. | kept moving. Brandon skirted his prey, then legpt in
for apounce and grab. He had hisfangs around the man's forearm and was shaking it like a chew toy
when he noticed me. He growled uncertainly, his blood-fogged brain taking time to recognize me.

| stopped. We stared at each other. | thought about how dangerous it wasto face him downin
thisform. | thought of Brandon's eyes gleaming with near-carnal bloodlust as he talked about killing. |

thought of what he could do to me before Clay could cometo my aid. It worked. Fear seeped from me



like sweet. That got Brandon's attention. He dropped his prey and lunged at me. | waited until hewasin
mid-jump, then | turned and ran. Of course he followed. Fleeing prey is so much more fun than the
near-comatose variety.

| circled toward the back wall to keep Brandon away from the clogged exit. Running behind the
bar, | headed for the balcony stairs. As| stepped onto thefirst riser, | veered and dashed toward the
bathroom hall. Clay wasthere. | passed him and did to astop. Behind me, Brandon did the same, nails
careering over the linoleum. He stopped in front of Clay. His nogtrils flared, again uncertain. Hisnosetold
him Clay was awerewolf and some dimly functioning part of his brain redized thiswas cause for
concern. He growled experimentally. Clay'sfoot shot out, caught him under the muzzle, and knocked him
flying onto his backside. Brandon scrambled to hisfeet, wheded, and bolted. Clay ran after him. They
disappeared into the main room. By thetime | got there, Clay had driven Brandon onto the bal cony.

| was amogt to the top of the bal cony stairs when Brandon leapt over the edge, followed by
Clay'sresounding "Fuck!" Before | could turn, Clay wasjumping to thefloor. | rushed down the Sairs
and ran to the exit to head Brandon off if hetried to escape. The front half of the hall was ill clogged
with people. No one was getting in or out.

Brandon didn't head for the door. Instead, he circled back to the rear corner of the room. Clay
was right behind him. | staked out my post by the exit. Brandon ran for the corner, maybe becauseit held
some vague sense of familiarity. When he got there, he nearly collided with thewall. He turned sharply
and veered in atight circle, tripping over the body on the floor. Thistime, the man didn't move. His dead
eyes stared up at the celling. Recovering from his ssumble, Brandon headed back toward the corner asif
expecting adoor to materidize there. Finaly, he realized he was trapped and turned to face Clay.

For several long seconds, Clay and Brandon stared at each other. Thefirst flicker of red anxiety
sparked in me. Not even Clay was safe against awerewolf in wolf form. As| watched them, | could fedl
the tension thrumming through me, inginct telling meto protect Clay while common sensetold meto
guard the exit.

Brandon broke the standoff. He growled and hunkered down, hacklesrising. Clay didn't move.



Brandon growled again asif giving fair warning. Then he legpt. Clay dropped and rolled to the Side.
Brandon crashed and did on the linoleum. Before Brandon could recover, Clay was on him. He grabbed
Brandon by the loose skin at the back of his neck and threw his leg over Brandon's back. Then he
shoved Brandon's head to the floor, pinning him.

Brandon struggled wildly. His claws skittered along the floor, unable to get a grip. He snarled and
growled, snapping from side to Side, trying to bite Clay's hands. Clay put hisleft knee on Brandons back
and wrapped his hands around Brandons throat. As Clay squeezed, Brandon gave one last tremendous
buck. Clay's right foot bounced off the ground just enough to make him shift position. As hisfoot came
back down, it headed for a puddle of the dead man's blood.

"Clay!" | shouted.

Too late. His shoe hit the blood and his ankle twisted, shooting out from under him. Brandon
threw himsdlf forward at exactly the right second. Clay tumbled off hisback. The second Brandon was
free, he saw the exit and made a bedinefor it.

| didn't bother blocking the hallway. He could have plowed through me asif | weren't there.
Instead, as he passed, | dove at him and grabbed two handfuls of fur. We toppled over together. Aswe
rolled, he snapped at my arm. | twisted it away, but not quite fast enough. One of his canines caught the
skin under my forearm, ripping a path to my ebow and tearing through my injuries from that morning. |
gasped. | didn't et go, but | did loosen my grip. It was enough. Brandon wrenched free. Clay arrived one
second too late. Brandon was dready tearing down the hal. Thefar end of it was still congested with
people, but they somehow found away to clear out when they saw Brandon coming.

Clay started going after Brandon, but | grabbed the back of his shirt.

"We shouldn't go out together," | said.

"Right. Y ou follow him. I'll go back through the window."

| wasn't sure how thiswas possible, unless hed developed the ability to scale wals, but there
wasn't time to debate the matter. | nodded and ran down the rest of the halway. | burst through the door

to find myself in the midst of a chaos twice as bad as that inside the warehouse earlier. The crowd had



got itself outside the door and stopped. Some people looked like they were in shock. The rest weren't
moving because they didn't want to miss anything. Added to that, the entire Bear Valey police force and
abattaion of state troopers had arrived. Most of the police were still half adeep, milling around in dazed
confusion. Sirens howled. Cops barked orders. Nobody listened. Brandon was gone.

| paused to get my bearings. Findly, | was ableto filter out the garbage and zero in on the clues.
To my left, abarricade had been toppled over. One of the partygoers was waving toward the road.
Three cops werejogging over to him. | followed. When | dipped past the falen barricade, | found that
another group of copswasin pursuit, fanned across the roadway, shouting ingtructions and motioning at
an dleyway. When two officers started to run forward, someone stopped them, yelling that there was no
need to rush, it was ablind aley. Brandon was trapped.

| scouted the area, trying to determine the likelihood of getting to Brandon before the copsdid,
and preferably without intercepting any stray bullets. As | stepped off the curb, someone grabbed my
arm. | turned to see a middle-aged state trooper.

"Back behind theline, miss. There's nothing to see.”

As he tugged me onto the curb, he looked down. The blood from my cut arm trickled over his
fingers

"Thank God," | gasped. "I've been trying to find someone. No one's paying
attention—everyones—" | stopped and gulped air. "Insde. There's people. They're dtill in there. There
was this dog, this huge dog—They're hurt. My boyfriend—"

The officer swore and dropped my arm. He turned to agroup of cops heading out onto the
roadway.

"Theres ill peopleintherel™ heydled. "Has anyone checked insde?

One of the cops said something | didn't catch. | inched backward asthe two officers yelled and
gestured. Apparently, neither one knew who wasin charge or whether ambulances had been summoned
or whether anyone had goneinsde yet. Severa ran off toward the warehouse. More decided their time

and energy was better spent arguing. | dipped across the street. No one noticed.



There were still enough cops guarding the aleyway that | couldn't waltz down there and confront
Brandon. | looked for aback way. As| cregped down anearby aley, garbage cans clanged ahead. In
the distance, something flashed againgt the moonlight. A four-legged figure appeared atop abrick wall. It
crouched, then jumped. Obvioudy the dley wasn't aswell blocked as the cops thought—although, to
their credit, they wouldn't expect an animal to legp onto an eight-foot wall.

| ran toward the wall, then realized Brandon was making his escape in the opposite direction and
heading straight for me. So | waited. He raced straight at me, too panicked to take in his surroundings.
As he approached, | broke into arunning leap and vaulted over his back, dropping to the ground behind
him, rolling in asomersault, and landing in arunner's crouch. It was an absolutely perfect move, onethat |
couldn't duplicate for amillion bucks. Of course, no one wasthere to appreciateit. | started torun. I'd
caculated correctly. Brandon'slove of the chase outweighed hisingtinct for survival. When | turned a
corner, hefollowed. | weaved through the dleys, leading him away from the blockaded street and the
police. Once or twice, | caught Clay's scent. He was close by, waiting for the ambush, but the location
wasn't right. Finaly, | glanced down a connecting aley and saw the highway. On the other Sde, the
industrid section gave way to wooded parkland. Perfect. A place for usto Change and safely ambush
Brandon, then smuggle his body oui.

| sprinted for the road. Unfortunately, | forgot that most basic of kindergarten rules: | didn't look
both ways before crossing. | ranin front of asemi, so closethat the draft knocked me off my feet. |
rolled to the roadside and legpt to my feet. As| spun around, a gunshot shattered the night air. Brandon
was running across the road when the shot struck him. Thetop of hishead burst in an explosion of blood
and brain. The force of the blast knocked him sideways into a path of an oncoming pickup. Thetruck hit
him with asickening splat, then careered out of control. It spun past me, Brandon's body on the front
grill, most of hishead gone, other assorted body bits flying free as the truck did a 360. With the force of
the spin, Brandon's body flew free and jettisoned across the roadway. Most of hisbody, at least. Asthe
driver got the truck under control and stopped, | could see swaths of fur, blood, and skin still embedded

inthegrill. It was enough to make me wish the legends were true, that ordinary methods couldn't kill a



werewolf, and somewhere in that mangled heap of blood and gore on the roadway Scott Brandon was
gtill dive, conscious and unable to scream. A fitting end for asadist. Unfortunately, he'd been dead as
soon asthefirgt shot hit him. Silver bullets made anice gothic touch, but they weren't necessary for killing
awerewolf. Anything that could kill ahuman or awolf could polish us off just as neztly.

A crowd was gathering around Brandon'sremains. All they would seewas avery large, very
dead, brown canine. He wouldn't change back into a human. That was another falsehood about
werewolves. According to myth, Werewolves are supposed to turn back into humans when wounded.
Theresazillion legends where afarmer or hunter shoots awolf, but when he goes to track the wounded
beast he finds—egad!—bloody human footprintsinstead. Nicetrick, but it didn't work that way. Which
was really good for us, or we'd be changing shape every time a Pack brother nipped us too hard.
Damned inconvenient, redly. Truthis, dieawolf and you'd better forget those plans for an open-casket
funeral. Brandon's remains would be hauled off to the Bear Valey Humane Society and disposed of
without ceremony or autopsy. Scott Brandon, the escaped killer from North Carolina, would never be
found.

"Damn, | do hope he gets a proper burial,”" avoice drawled behind me. "Poor misguided bastard
deserves one, don't you think?"

| turned to Clay and shook my head. "I screwed up.”

"Nah. He's dead. That was the point of the evening. Y ou did just fine, darling.”

He put hisarm around my waist and leaned down to kiss me. | squirmed out of his grasp.

"Weshould go," | said. "Jeremy wouldn' like us hanging around.”

Clay reached for me again, mouth opening to say something. | turned away fast and headed
down the street. After afew steps he jogged up beside me. Thewalk back to the parking lot was a quiet
one.

—_—

We rounded the corner beside the grocery, where I'd |eft the Explorer. The parking lot was

dark, the overhead lights turned out when the store closed for the night, Bear Valey being the kind of



place wherelighting was till used for customer convenience rather than security. Wed left the Explorer
at therear of thelot, besde achain-link fence. There had been afew other cars when we'd arrived, but
they were gone now, the lega bars having closed long ago. | took the car keys from my purse. They
jangled harshly inthe silence.

"Son of abitch," Clay muttered.

| turned, thinking the sound of the keys had startled him, but he was staring at the Explorer. He
dowed and shook his head.

"L ooks like someone caught aflight tonight after dl," he said.

| followed hisgaze. A fair-haired, bearded man sat on the asphalt, leaning back againsgt the
Explorer'sfront tire, ankles crossed. An overnight bag lay by hisside. Logan. | grinned and started to
run. Behind me, Clay shouted. | ignored him. I'd been waiting ayear to see Logan. Clay could stick his
jealousy up his ass. Better yet, he could rant and rave to himself as hewalked al the way back to
Stonehaven. After dl, | wasthe one with the keys.

"Hey!" | cdled. "Y ou're an hour too late. Y ou missed al the excitement.”

Clay was running now, gtill calling my name. | stopped in front of Logan and grinned down at
him.

"Areyou just going to Sit there or—"

| stopped. Logan's eyes stared out across the parking lot. Blank. Unseeing. Dead.

"No," | whispered. "No."

Dimly, I heard Clay run up behind me, felt hisarms going around me, catching me as| sumbled

back. A deafening howl! split open the quiet of the night. Someone howling. Me.

Grief

| don't remember how | got back to Stonehaven. | assume Clay bundled meinto the Explorer,



then got Logan's body into the rear compartment and drove us home. | vaguely recal waking through the
garage door into the house, Jeremy appearing in the hall and starting to ask what happened with the muitt.
He must have seen my face because he didn't finish the question. | brushed past him. Behind me, | heard
Clay say something, heard Jeremy's oath, heard running footsteps as the others overheard and appeared
from wherever they'd been waiting for us. | kept walking to the stairs. No onetried to stop me. Or
maybe they did and | just don't remember it. | went to my room, closed the door behind me, pulled back
the canopy from my bed, and crawled into its sanctuary.

| don't know how long passed. Maybe hours. Probably minutes, just long enough for Clay to
explain thingsto the others. Then | heard hisfootfals on the stairs. He stopped outside my door and
rapped on it. When | didn't answer, he knocked louder.

"Elena?' hecdled.

"Go away."

The door groaned, asif hewere leaning againgt it. "1 want to see you.”

"No."

"Let me comein and talk to you. I know how much you're hurting—"

| scrambled up and snarled toward the door, ™Y ou don't have any idea how much I'm hurting.
Why should you? Y ou're probably glad he's gone. One less obstacle to my attention.”

Heinhaed sharply. "That's not true. Y ou know it isn't. He was my brother." The door groaned
agan."Let mein, darling. | want to be with you."

"No."

"Elena, please. | want to—"

"No!"

Hewas quiet for amoment. | listened to his breathing, heard it catch as he swallowed. Then he
made alow noise of anguish that crescendoed in agrowl of grief. His shoes squealed as he turned
suddenly, then dammed hisfist againgt thefar wall. A shower of plaster chunks pattered to the floor. His

bedroom door dammed. Then another crash, something larger thistime—anightstand or alamp hurling



into thewall. In my head, | followed the path of his rampage, seeing each piece of furniture smash into
bitsand wishing | could do the same. | wanted to throw things, destroy things, fed the pain of my hand
griking thewall, lash out a everything around me until my grief and rage were swalowed by exhaugtion.
But | couldn't doit. Some rational part of my brain stopped me, reminded me that there would be
consequences. When | recovered my senses, |'d be ashamed of myself for losing control and leaving a
swath of destruction that Jeremy would have to pay for. | looked up at the Dresden shepherdesses on
my dresser and imagined smashing them on the hardwood, seeing their insipid faces shatter into
razor-sharp shards of glass. It would fed wonderful, but I'd never do it. I'd remember how much time
Jeremy had put into picking them out for me, how it would hurt himif | destroyed his gift. However much
| wanted to explode, | couldn't bring mysdlf to doiit. | couldn't afford the luxury. And because Clay
could, I hated him for it.

Having no way to vent my pain, | spent the next few hours curled atop my bedcovers, not
moving even when my leg muscles seized up and begged me to shift position. | stared at the canopy
curtains, my mind asblank as| could makeit, afraid to think anything or fedl anything. Hours later | was
gtill lying like that when Jeremy tapped a my door. | didn't answer. The door opened, then closed, jamb
clicking asit did back in place. The canopy curtains whispered, then the mattress dipped as Jeremy sat
behind me. His hand went to my shoulder, resting there. | closed my eyes asthe warmth of hisfingers
Seeped through my shirt. For several minutes, he said nothing. Then he reached over, pulled astrand of
hair from my face and tucked it behind my e=r.

| didn't deserve Jeremy's kindness. | knew that. | suppose that waswhy | dways questioned his
moativation. In the beginning, every time hed done something nice for me, I'd searched for aglimpse of
evil behind the kindness, some nefarious motivation. After al, he was amonster. He had to be evil. When
I'd redlized there was nothing bad in Jeremy, 1'd latched on to another excuse: that he was good to me
because he was stuck with me, because he was a decent guy and maybe even because he felt some
responsibility for what hisward had done to me. If he took me to Broadway plays and expensive dinners

for two, it was because he wanted to keep me quiet and happy, not because he enjoyed my company. |



wanted him to enjoy my company, but couldn't believein it because | didn't see much in mysdf to
warrant it. Not that | thought | was unworthy of love and attention, but not from someone of Jeremy's
moral caliber. I'd failed to win the affection of a dozen foster fathers, so | couldn't believe I'd won it now,
from someone worth more than those men combined. Still, there weretimeswhen | let mysdlf believe
Jeremy truly cared for me, when | was hurting too much to deny mysdlf the fantasy. Now was one of
thosetimes. | closed my eyes, fdlt his presence, and let mysdlf believe.

For awhile, we sat in Slence, then he said softly, "We've buried him. Isthere anything you'd like
to do?'

| knew what he was asking: was there any human rite of buria that would make mefed better? |
wished therewas. | wished | could reach insde myself and find some reassuring ritua of death, but my
early religious experiences hadn't dlowed for reassurance or trust in the power of an amighty being. My
most vivid memory of church was sitting in a pew between one set of foster parents, my foster mother
leaning forward, straining to hear the pastor and to ignore the fact that her husband's hand was exploring
the spiritual mysteries shrouded beneath my skirt. The only thing I'd ever prayed for was deliverance.
God must have had more important things on his mind. Hed ignored me and I'd learned to return the
shub.

Stll, whatever my beliefs, | felt | should do something to mark Logan's passing, at least go to the
burid dteto pay my respects. When | told Jeremy this, he offered to accompany me, which | accepted
with anod. He helped me get up and put his hand under my e bow, gently guiding me down the gairs.
Had it been anyone e se or any other time, | would have shrugged off the assistance. But right then | was
grateful for it. Thefloor swayed and dipped under my feet. | walked cautioudy down the steps and into
the back hall. The study door opened and Antonio looked out, a haf-full brandy glassin hishand. He
glanced at Jeremy. When Jeremy shook his head, Antonio nodded, then retreated into the room. Aswe
passed the door, it opened again. Without looking | knew who was coming out. Jeremy glanced over his
shoulder and held up ahand. | didn't hear the door close, nor did | hear Clay's footsteps following us. |

imagined him in the hallway, watching usleave, and | walked alittle faster.



They'd buried Logan in agrove just ingde the woods behind the house. It was a pretty spot
where the midday sun danced through the leaves onto the wildflowers below. | thought of this, then
realized the absurdity of picking a pleasant place to bury the dead. Logan couldn't seeit. He didn't care
where helay. The carefully chosen spot was only acomfort to theliving. It didn't comfort me.

| bent to pick sometiny white flowersto lay on the overturned earth. Again, | didn't know why |
was doing it. Logan wouldn't care. Another meaningless gesture intended to offer some small degree of
comfort, the comfort of aritua enacted over the bodies of the dead since humansfirst began to mourn
their dead. As| stood over the grave, clutching my pathetic bunch of flowers, | remembered the last and
only funera 1'd been to. My parents. My mother's best friend—the one who had tried to adopt me—had
arranged asmdl funeral. Later I'd learned that my parents didn't have lifeinsurance, so I'm sure my
mother's friend must have paid for it. She took meto the funera, stood beside me, and held my hand. It
would bethelast time| ever saw her. Thefoster system believed in clean breaks.

That day, I'd stood there, looking down at the graves and waiting. My parents were coming
back. | knew that. Sure, 1'd seen the coffins and had been alowed a glimpse of my mother's body inside
one. I'd seen the men lower the boxes into the ground and cover them with dirt. That didn't matter. They
were coming back. | had no experience with real death, only the loud, garish renderings of it on Saturday
morning cartoons, where the coyote died and died again but always returned in timeto plot onelast silly
scheme before the creditsrolled. That was the way it worked. Death was temporary, lasting only long
enough to provoke alaugh from kidsin pgamas Sitting cross-legged in front of the TV set, gorging
themselves on handfuls of Froot Loops. 1'd even seen thistrick performed with real people when my
father had taken me to amagic show at his office Christmas party. They'd put awoman in abox, cut her
in haf, and spun the box around. When they reopened the door, she'd jumped up, smiling and whole, to
the cheers and laughs of the crowd. So too would my parentsleap from their boxes, smiling and whole. It
wasajoke. A wonderful, terrifying joke. All 1 had to do waswait for it to be over. As1'd stood there,
over my parents graves, |'d started to giggle. The pastor turned on me then, fixing mewith aglare that

condemned me as an unfeeling brat. | didn't care. Hewasn'tin on thejoke. | stood there, smiling to



myself as| waited . . . and waited.

As| stared down at Logan's grave, | ached for that fantasy to return, to allow myself to pretend
he was coming back, that death was only temporary. But | knew better now. Dead was dead. Buried
was buried. Gonewas gone. | fell to my knees, crushing the flowersin my fist. Something insde me
snapped. | fel forward and started to sob. Once | started, | couldn't stop, the tears flowing until my eyes
throbbed and my throat ached. Finally, avoice pierced my grief. Not Jeremy, who'd stood silently behind
me, knowing not to interfere. Thiswas the one who dared interfere.

"—now!" Clay wasyeling. "I can't listen to her and not—"

Jeremy's voice, words muffled in asoft whisper.

"No!" Clay shouted. "They can't do this. Not to Logan. Not to her. | will not stand by—"

Another interrupting murmur.

"Chrigt! How can you—" Clay's voice choked off in rage.

| heard something, arustling of branches, Jeremy pulling Clay off into the woodsto talk to him,
leaving meto my grief. As| knelt there, | listened. Clay wanted to go after Logan's killer—not tomorrow
or even tonight, but right now. They'd picked up the scent of an unfamiliar werewolf on Logan's body.
While wed been chasing Brandon, another mutt had killed Logan. Jeremy was trying to dissuade Clay,
telling him that it was dtill daytime, he was too angry, they needed to plan. It didn't matter what Jeremy
said or how much sense he made. The slorm of Clay's fury drowned dl logic. | waited for Jeremy to
forbid Clay to go after the muitt. | listened for the words. But they didn't come. Distracted by hisown
grief, Jeremy argued and tried to reason with Clay, but didn't expresdy forbid him to take revenge. A
fatal oversight. As| rubbed my dirt-streaked hands over my wet face, my grief was swallowed by fear.
Whilethey argued, | crept from the grove, and hurried to the house.

Ten minutes | ater, Clay yanked open the door of his Boxster and thumped onto the driver's sedt.

"Wherearewe going?' | asked, my sorethroat barely alowing me awhisper.

He jumped and turned to see me huddled in the passenger sest.



"You'regoing after him," | said before he could say anything. "I want to bethere. | need to be
there”

That was partly true. | did need someway to exorcise my grief and, like Clay, | only knew one
way to doit. Revenge. When | thought of some muitt killing Logan, the rage that filled me was terrifying.
It whipped through my body like some demonic snake, inciting every part of meto anger, moving so fast
and out of control that | had to physicdly clench my fistsand hold them rigid to keep from striking out.
I'd known rages like this since childhood. Back then, I'd been frustrated at my inability to use them, to
lash out in any meaningful way. Today | could use the anger more than | ever imagined possible. That
only made the rages more frightening. Even | didn't know what would happen if | ever gavein to them.
Knowing | wastaking concrete action by going after the killer helped mereinin my fury.

There was another reason why | was going with Clay. | was afraid to let him leave by himsdif,
afraid that if | wasn't there to watch over him something would happen to him and there would be another
gravein the wild-flower grove. The thought of that made me fed things| couldn't even admit to myself.

"Areyou sure?' he asked, twisting to face me. "Y ou don't need to come along.”

"Yes, | do. Don't try to stop meor I'll tell Jeremy that you've gone. I'll make him forbid you to do
this. If you're dready gone, I'll lead him to you."

Clay reached to touch me, but | turned to look out the window. After amoment of silence, the
automatic garage door squealed open and the car's engine roared to life. He backed down the driveway
a neck-snapping speed and we were off to Bear Valley.

—_—

On theroad to Bear Vdlley, thefog of grief and anger whirling through my brain parted with the
prospect of action—clear, definitive action. | focused on that instead. Any impulseto fly into Bear Valey
and madly search for Logan'skiller disspated under the cold weight of redlity. If | wanted revenge, we
needed aplan.

Aswe entered Bear Vdley, we got caught in rush hour traffic and had to wait through an entire

light change before making aleft turn from Main onto Elm. Asthe second light turned red, Clay tore



through anyway, ignoring the horn blasts around him.

"Do you know where you're going?" | asked.

"Topak."

"Andthen...?'

"To find the bastard who killed Logan."

"Gregt idea. Precision planning.” | grabbed the door handle as Clay spun into the downtown
coresonly public parking lot. "We can't hunt for him now. It's ill daytime. Even if we found the muit,
we couldn't do anything.”

"So what do you suggest? Enjoy aleisurely dinner while Logan'skiller runsfree?!

Although I hadn't eaten since the previous evening, my stomach lurched at the thought of food. |
wanted to start hunting Logan'skiller as much as Clay did, but reason dictated caution. Not matter how |
hated the thought of anything distracting us from avenging Logan, we had to do exactly that. Digtract
oursalvesfor afew hours.

"We should find out what happened last night.”

Clay dammed into a parking space. "What?'

"Find out how the town is reacting to what happened at the rave last night. Assessthe damage.
Arethey looking for more wild dogs? Are they doing anything with Brandon's body? Did anyone see you
jumping through a second-story window? Did anyone see me leading the mutt away?"

"For Chrigt's sake, who gives adamn what they saw or what they think?'

"Y ou dont?If they decide to submit what's |eft of Scott Brandon for testing and they find
something awee bit strange, you aren't concerned? Thisis your backyard, Clay. Y our home. Y ou can't
afford not to care.”

Clay made anoise between asigh and afrustrated snarl. "Fine. What do you suggest?”

| paused, not having thought thisfar ahead yet. Thoughts of Logan till filled my numbed mind. |
forced them aside and concentrated on our next steps. After afew minutes, | said, "We buy the paper,

go to the coffee shop and read it while we listen to what people are talking about. Then we plan how



well stalk thismuit. After dark, wedoiit.”

"Reading adamn paper isn't going to help usfind Logan's killer. Wed be better off having
dinner.”

"Areyou hungry?'

Heturned off theignition and was quiet. "No, I'm not."

"Then unless you have amore productive way to kill acouple of hours, that's the plan.”

Trall

After buying apaper, | stopped at apay phoneto call Jeremy. Peter answered, so | didn't need
to actually speak to Jeremy. | asked Peter to tell Jeremy that | waswith Clay and I'd convinced him that
now wasn't thetime to go after Logan'skiller. Instead, we were taking inventory of the damage from the
night before. Of course, | didn't mention that we'd be tracking down Logan'skiller later. It wasdl a
matter of interpretation. | wasn't actudly lying. Redly.

Bear Valley had three coffee shops, but The Donut Hole was the only one that counted. The
other two were reserved for out-of-towners, truckers, and anyone e se pulling off the highway for a
caffeine-and-sugar jolt. Aswe walked into the Hole, the cowbell over the door jangled. Everyone
turned. A few people at the counter smiled, one lifted ahand in greeting. | may have looked vaguedly
familiar, but it was Clay they recognized. In atown of eight thousand, aguy who looked like Clay stood
as much chance of going unnoticed as his Porsche Boxgter did intheloca parking lot. Clay hated the
attention. To him, his curse was hisface, not his werewolf blood. Clay wanted nothing more than to fade
into the background of human life. I think he would even have gotten rid of the Boxster if he could, but
like my bedroom, it was a gift from Jeremy, the latest in astring of sports cars bought to indulge Clay's
love of fast driving and sharp curves.

Still, Clay waslucky in Bear Valey. Evenif his sports car and good looks turned heads, no one



bothered him as they would have in the city. He was exempted from undue fema e attention by the gold
band he wore on the fourth finger of hisleft hand, Bear Vdley being the kind of place where awedding
ring till meant you were off-limits to the opposite sex. The ring wasn't aruse, either. Clay wouldn't lower
himsdf to such a petty deception. Hisring was one of a matching pair we'd bought ten years ago, before
the small matter of abite on my hand kiboshed the whole wedding bliss and happily ever after thing. The
fact that no marriage took place didn't matter to Clay. The ceremony itself wasirrelevant, ameaningless
human ritua held been willing to undergo for my sake. The underlying commitment was what mattered to
him—theideaof alife partner, something the wolf in him recognized, cal it marriage or mating or what
youwill. So heworethering. That | could livewith, dismissng it as another fantasy of his

delus on-plagued brain. It was when held introduce me as hiswife that things could get abit ugly.

The Donut Hole was atypical, one-on-every-corner coffee shop, down to the cracked red vinyl
booth seats and the lingering smell of burnt chicory. The smoking section was inescapable—even if you
managed to find a booth without an ashtray, the smoke from nearby booths found you within seconds,
ignoring the upward path to the undersized ventilation system. The staff were al middle-aged women
who'd raised afamily, decided to spend their empty-nest years earning some cash, and discovered this
was the only job for which the world considered them qudified. At thistime of day, most of the patrons
were working people, grabbing alast cup of coffee before heading home or lingering here to avoid going
home sooner than necessary.

While| picked abooth, Clay went to the counter and returned with two coffees and two dices of
homemade apple pie. | pushed the food aside and spread the Bear Valley Post acrossthe Formica
tabletop. Theincident at the rave party had made the front page. Of course, the paper didn't cdll it a
rave, snce most of their readership—and probably most of their staff—wouldn't have a clue about what
aravewas. Instead, they described it asalarge private party rife with "illicit activity," which made it
sound awhole lot more fun than the red thing. Although the paper didn't say so explicitly, it implied that
the mgjority of partygoers had come from outside Bear Valey. Naturdly.

The details of the "incident” were sparse, due to acombination of mitigating factors, namely that



most of the withesses had been drunk or stoned and the perpetrator was a dead dog, making him doubly
difficult to interview. What facts there were could be reduced to this: alarge canine had daughtered two
people at aparty before being killed by police. Not exactly a story to fill the front page, so the reporter
had bulked it up with enough speculation to earn him ajob with the tabloids. It was assumed the dead
canine was adog and everyone seemed content with that explanation, meaning the authorities had no
intention of calling in wildlife experts or sending the remains off to an expensive city laboratory. What was
left of Brandon had aready been disposed of, read: incinerated at the loca humane society. They'd even
forgone rabies testing, probably deciding that anyone who'd been at the rave deserved around of rabies
shots. Further, the reporter assumed the dead dog was involved with the killing of the young woman the
previous week, athough police hadn't ruled out the possibility of more wild dogs roaming the forests,
especialy since those teenage boys had spotted at least two caninesthe night before. Findly, despite all
the speculation, there was no mention of anyone spotting ablond man or woman who'd seemed unusualy
involved in theincident. As|'d hoped, Clay and | had been just two more bystanderslost amidst the
chaos.

"Waste of time," Clay grumbled. He'd been scanning the article upside down asi'd read it.
"Therés nothing there."

"Good. That'swhat we hoped for, so it was hardly awaste of time making sure.”

He snorted and jabbed hisfork into his untouched pie, sending up an explosion of crust, then
shoved it away without taking a bite.

"Y ou're sure whoever you smelled on—on—" | inhaled againgt the surge of pain—"on Logan
was someone you didn't recognize.”

"Yeah." Clay'seyes clouded, then sparked with anger. "A muitt. A fucking mutt. Two in Bear
Vdley. Of dl the—"

"We can't think about that now. Forget how and why. Focus on who."

"I didn't recognize the scent. Neither did anyone else. Meaning it'samutt we haven't run into

often enough to recognize the scent.”



"Or he'snew. Like Brandon."

Clay frowned. "Two new mutts? One's odd enough, but—"

"Skipit. You didn't recognize him. Let'sleaveit at that for now. Seeif you can hear anyone
talking about lagt night.”

Clay grumbled. Ignoring him, | leaned back in my seet to listen to the conversations around us
while | pretended to Sp my coffee. The experience was a depressing one, not because no one was
discussng the "incident,” but because what most of them were discussing didn't exactly provide an
uplifting glimpseinto ordinary human life. Complaints of unfair bosses, back-stabbing coworkers,
ungrateful kids, meddling neighbors, boring jobs and even more boring marriages ricocheted from every
corner of theroom. No one was happy. Maybe it wasn't as bad asit seemed. Maybe the impersona
relationships formed in coffee shops were perfect for venting thetrivid frustrations of lifethat city folks
would take to a therapist—and spend alot more than abuck for coffee to unload.

Asl listened, an old anger and resentment started to surface. Why did people dways complain
about jobs and spouses and children and extended family? Didn't they realize how lucky they wereto
have these things? Even asachild, I'd hated hearing kids complain about their parents and siblings. |
wanted to shout at them: if you don't like your family, giveit to me—I'll takeit and I'll never whine about
an eaxrly bedtime or an annoying little sster. Growing up, 1'd been surrounded by images of family. All
children are. It seemsto be the focus of every book, every televison show, every movie, every damned
commercid. Mother, father, brother, sster, grandparents, pets, and home. Words so familiar to every
two-year-old that any other sort of life would be unthinkable. Unthinkable and wrong, just wrong. When
| grew out of the salf-pity stage, | redlized that missing these thingsin my childhood didn't mean | had to
missthem forever. | could give mysdlf afamily when | grew up. It didn't even have to be the traditiona
husband, three kids, adog, and a cute little bungalow. Any variation would do. As an adult, | could
provide mysdf with everything life had cheated me of. Then, on the very cusp of adulthood, | becamea
werewolf.

My plansfor the future vanished in that moment. | could make alifefor mysdf in the human



world, but it would never bewhat | had imagined. No husband. Living with someone was risky enough,
sharing my life with someone was impossible—there was too much of it that could never be shared. No
children. Therewas no record of afemaewerewalf giving birth, but even if | waswilling to teketherisk,
| could never subject achild to the possibility of life asawerewolf. No husband, no children, and without
either, no hope for afamily or ahome. All of that Stripped away, asfar beyond my reach asthey'd been
when | wasachild.

Clay waswatching me, eyestroubled. "Y ou okay?'

He reached out for me, not with asympathetic hand or a pat on the knee or anything so obvious.
Instead, he did hisleg forward, touching mine, and continued to study my face. | turned to look a him.
As| met hiseyes, | wanted to shout at him, say that | was not okay, that 1'd never be okay, that he had
made sure | would never be okay again. Hed stolen al my dreams and hopes of afamily in one act of
unforgivable sdfishness. | yanked my leg from hisand looked away.

"Elena?' he said, leaning over thetable. "Areyou okay?"

"No. I'm not okay."

| stopped mysalf. What good would it do to say more? We were here to hunt Logan'skiller, not
to hash out our persond problems. It wasn't the time. Part of me knew it would never bethetime. If we
talked about it, we might work it out. That wasarisk | wasn't willing to take. | never wanted to forget
and | never wanted to forgive. | wouldn't let mysdif.

Mending fences with Clay would mean surrender. It would mean held won, that biting me had
been worth the trouble. HEd have his mate, the life partner of his choice, the realization of hisown
domestic dreams. Well, | had my own dreams, and Clay had no rolein them. Werewolf or not, | couldn't
bear to give them up, especidly now when I'd findly caught aglimpse of the possibilitiesin my lifewith
Philip. I had agood, decent man, someone who saw and encouraged my potentia for goodness and
normalcy, things Clay never saw, didn't care about, and certainly never encouraged. Maybe marriage,
kids, and ahouse in the suburbs weren't in our future but, as| said, any variation would do. With Philip, |

could envison asatisfying variation, with a partner, ahome, and an extended family. My brassring had



comeinto sight. All I had to do was muddle through this mess with the Pack, get back to Toronto, and
wait for the chanceto grabit.

"No," | repeated. "1'm not okay. Logan's dead and hiskiller is out there and I'm stuck Sitting in
some stupid coffee shop with—" | bit back the rest. "We're supposed to be listening for rumors,
remember? Be quiet and listen.”

| forced my attention back to the conversations around us. People were still bitching about their
lives, but | ignored that and concentrated on listening for what | wanted to hear. Adding to the generd
despair, customers here and there discussed the events of last night in the weary "what isthe world
coming to" tone that people have probably used since early man saw his neighbors starting to walk
upright. While most people were just rehashing the newspaper article, afew were giving birth to rumors
that would be buzzing about town by nightfall. A woman in the back corner said that she'd heard the dog
wasn't awild dog at al, but an escaped guard dog owned by some relative of the mayor, the police force
having been bribed or threatened by the mayor into circulating the wild dog story. Some people even
thought the dog hadn't been involved at all, that the drug-crazed partygoers had killed the two people
themsalvesin some kind of mass hysteria, then the cops shot an innocent dog outside. People can be
damned creative sometimes. One thing was for sure, no one was talking about impossibly big wolves or
demanding an inquest to know why the beast had acted asit had. Everyone assumed that it was perfectly
natural for adog to go berserk and daughter people in a crowded warehouse. As 1'd been
eavesdropping, Clay had been pretending to read the paper. | say pretending because he didn't givea
shit about current affairsin Bear Vdley or anyplace esein the world. Like me, held been listening for
rumors, though held never admit it.

"Canwego now?" heasked findly.

| Spped my cold coffee. The mug was till three-quartersfull. Clay hadn't even started his.
Neither of ustouched our pie. For once, hunger was adistant concern.

"l suppose,” | said, glancing out the window. "It's far from dark, but we probably won't find the

trail for awhile. Should we gtart at the parking lot?!



| couldn't bring mysdlf to say "the parking lot where we found Logan,” but Clay knew which one
| meant. He nodded, got up, and ushered me out the door without another word.

Aswe approached the grocery store, | stopped before rounding the corner so | wouldn't see the
spot where weld found Logan. My heart was tripping so fast | had to concentrate to breathe.

"l candoit,” Clay said, putting his hand against my back. "Stay here. I'll pick up thetrail and see
whichway it leads"

| moved away from hishand. "Y ou can't. The scent wasfaint last night. It'll be worse now. You
need my nose."

"| cantry.”

"No."

| stepped around the corner, hesitated, almost stopping, then propelled mysdlf forward. When |
saw the spot where the Explorer had been parked, | jerked my gaze away, but it wastoo late. My mind
was dready replaying the scene from the night before, me rushing forward, Clay caling my name and
running after me. He'd redlized what had happened before | had. That'swhy he'd been trying to stop me.
| understood that now—not that his motive mattered at this moment. It wasjust ameaningless distraction
that ran through my brain, preventing me from thinking of what had happened here last night.

During the day, the parking lot looked like a different place. People bustled from car to store and
back again. Like the coffee shop, the lot wasfilled with working people, most in jeans, afew in suits,
toting single grocery bags with tonight's dinner or extramilk or bread grabbed on the way home. No one
paid attention to us as we crossed the | ot to the back fence. The spot where we'd parked last night was
empty, being too far from the store to get used on any but the busiest shopping days.

| stood on the right Side, where the passenger door of the Explorer had been. Closing my eyes, |
inhaled. The scent of Logan filled my head. My knees buckled. Clay grabbed my elbow. | steadied
myself, then sniffed again, trying to block Logan's scent. It didn't work. Hislingering odor shoved aside

al lessfamiliar scents. With my eyesclosed, | could imagine him standing in front of me, close enough to



touch. | opened my eyes. The bright light of day chased the fantasy back to the shadows of my brain.
"I'm—" | sarted. "I'm having sometrouble."

"Itshere," Clay said. "Faint, but I'm picking up something. Hold on asec and I'll seeif | can grab

He paced to the left, shook his head, then came back and started again in another direction. On
his second round of the compass points, he turned to me.

"Got it," he sad. "Entrancetrail is eadt, but the mutt exited here."

There was nothing in a scent that could tell even the best tracker whether someone was coming
or going. Clay knew the difference because the approaching trail would also carry traces of Logan's
amell, though he didn't mention this.

"Comeover hereand try,” hesaid.

Once | got away from the parking spot, | relaxed. Clay stood near amini-van. | walked to him
and sniffed the air. Y es, the scent was there. An unfamiliar werewolf. Thetrail led acrossthe parking lot,
away from the grocery store and toward Jack's Hunting and Hardware. From there, it ran along the
sidewak heading west, then circled back toward the main street, where we followed it to the downtown
core. If that sounds quick and easy, it wasn't. A straight walk from point A to point B would have taken
fifteen minutes. We spent over an hour, congtantly missing thetrail, looping back, finding where the mutt
had turned a corner, and starting again. Once or twice | lost the scent completely. Trailing as humans
made it even more difficult, not only because | couldn't smell aswell, but because | couldn't exactly put
my nose to the ground and sniff the mutt out. Well, | could, but such actions are frowned upon in polite
society and often lead to acomplimentary ride to the nearest psychiatric ward. Even the sight of someone
on astreet corner twitching her nose or pacing in acircle raised eyebrows. So | had to be discreet. Even
if I could convince Clay to wait until nightfall, we couldn't changeinto wolves. After everything that had
happened in Bear Vdley, that wouldn't be achallenge, it'd be suicide.

Downtown Bear Valey closed & five, dlowing employeesto make it homefor dinner and

ignoring the fact that the average person worked until five and needed to shop afterward. This oversight



may have explained the vacancy rate that had spread through the core like a cancer, affecting one shop,
then its neighbors, and their neighbors, until the block |ooked like a massive advertisement for Bear
Vadley Redty. By thetime we got back downtown, it was past seven and even the most dedicated shelf
stockers had |eft for the evening. The Streets were bare. The town seemed to have shut down for a
collective dinner hour. | was ableto be less cautious with my sniffing and we covered the next haf milein
twenty minutes. Thetrail stopped at a Burger King that had been ostracized from its fast-food buddies on
the other sde of town. Here the muitt had presumably stopped to refud. After another twenty minutes of
circling and retracing my steps, | picked up the trail again. Ten minutes later we were sanding in the
parking lot of the Big Bear Motor Lodge.

"Wdll, thiswas ano-brainer,” | muttered as we looked out over the collection of pickup trucks
and ten-year-old sedans. "Two hotelsin town. He's staying at one. Duh.”

"Hey, you're the one who inssted we start from the grocery store."

"| didn't hear you suggesting anything else.”

"It'scdled survivd, darling. I know when to keep my mouth shut.”

"Since when have—" | stopped, noticing awoman standing in her hotel room doorway, making
no effort to hide her eavesdropping. It's ways nice to know you can provide entertainment when the
afternoon soaps are over.

| walked behind a pickup truck and squinted up at the two-story building. "How many rooms by
your count?"

"Thirty-eight," Clay said without missing a best. ""Nineteen each up and down. A main-floor entry
for the bottom. A lobby entrance and emergency exit for the second floor.”

"If it were me, I'd take aroom on thefirst floor," | said. "Direct room access. Easier to come and
goat dl hours™

"But the second floor has balconies, darling. And ahell of aview."

| looked acrossthe road into avacant lot filled with overgrown weeds, crumbling concrete

blocks, and enough litter to keep a Scout troop busy for an entire Earth Day.



"Firgt floor," | said. "I'll start. Go hide somewhere."

"Uh-uh. Welve played this game before. | hide. Y ou never seek. I'm abit dow on the uptake,
but I'm beginning to sense a pattern.”

Clay grinned, grabbed me around the waist and kissed me, then ducked out of the way before |
could retaiate. While it was nice to see hismood had improved, it would be even nicer if it didn't take the
prospect of murder and mayhem to improveit. Over the past couple hours of tracking, the old
resentment that had resurfaced in the coffee shop had faded into my subconscious, where it would wait,
like awound that never headled over, only needing abump or prod to reignite the pain. We had work to
do and | had to deal with Clay to do it. For Logan's sake, | couldn't afford to be distracted by my own
problems. If | dwelled on my anger with Clay every second | was forced to spend in his company, I'd
have turned into a bitter, waspish harpy long ago. Of course, some might argue that I'd crossed that
threshold years ago, but that wasn't the point.

While Clay went off to find a suitable waiting place, | scanned the areafor props. Near a
corrosion-encrusted Chevy Impalal spotted a sheet of paper. It was areceipt for anew car stereo,
which | hoped hadn't gone into the Impala, or the owner had spent more money on the sound system
than on the car. | brushed awet |eaf from the corner of the sheet, flattened it, then folded it in half and
headed for the sdewalk connecting the doors of the main-floor rooms. Starting by the emergency exit, |
waked dowly down the sdewalk, pretending to study the sheet of paper and alowing for generous
sniffing pausesin front of each door. The eavesdropping woman had gone back into her room. Two
people came out of aroom near the end, but they ignored the young woman having such difficulty finding
the room number written on her scrap of paper. People make special alowancesfor the mental capacity
of blondes.

When | got to the end, | picked up the scent of the werewolf, heading not into aroom, but into
thelobby. Thetrall wasthick here, indicating held gone thisway severd times. A second-floor room,

accessible only through the lobby. Maybe he liked waking up to the sunrise over avacant lot. | looped



back through the parking lot. Clay came out from behind the building before | could look for him.

"Updtairs,”" | said.

"See, darling? No one ever claimed mutts have brains."

| tossed the stereo receipt into the bushes and we headed for the front door. Aswe went into the
lobby, Clay put hisarm around my waist and started complaining about an imaginary dinner at aloca
restaurant. As he prattled, | saw the stairsto the left of the check-in desk and steered us there, nodding
as he bitched about waiting twenty minutes for the dinner check. The show wasn't necessary. The desk
clerk didn't even look up aswe went by.

Updtairs, thetrail stopped at the third door on the left. Clay grabbed the handle, twisted, and
broke it with amuffled snap. As| kept an eye out for other motel guests, Clay waited to seeif anyone
insde the room responded to the sound of the lock breaking. When he heard nothing, he eased the door
open. The curtains were drawn and the room was dark. A door down the hal opened. | pushed Clay
forward and we dipped inside.

Clay checked the bathroom to make sure the mutt was gone, then pulled a quarter from his
pocket. "Headsweliein wait, tallswe give chase."

"We should stay here," | said. "Check the place out, search for clueswhile we wait.”

Clay rolled hiseyes.

"Ohfine" | said. "Judt flip the damned thing."

When it came up heads, | stuck my tongue out at him. His hand darted out to grab it, but | pulled
it back intime.

"Next time you won't be so fast,” he said, then looked around the room. " So what do you hope
tofind?'

"Anything to explain why we had two muttsin Bear Vdley within aweek. Aren't you the least bit
concerned about that?'

"'Course | am, darling. But I'm sticking concern and curiosity on the back burner. Plenty of time

to examine them both when the mutt's dead. I'm not waiting around for this bastard to go after you or the



otherswhilel try to find out what hel's doing here.”

"Youthink I'm galing?’

"No, | think you'retrying to make efficient use of time. That'sfine. I'm just saying don't expect me
to be too eager to riffle through dresser drawers while that mutt's roaming our streets.”

"Then go watch out the ba cony or something while | search.”

Clay didn't do this, of course. He helped melook, having smply madeit clear that his heart
wasntinit. Mine wasn't either, but | know better than to pass up an opportunity. Besides, looking
through this mutt's junk kept my hands and mind busy, leaving melittle time to dwell on why we were
tracking him.

Clay garted in the bathroom. He was gone maybe ten minutes before he called out, "Heres the
scoop. The guy uses hotel shampoo and hotel soap. He hasn't broken the seal on the conditioner. There's
aBic razor and no sign of atoothbrush, toothpaste, or mouthwash. So we're looking for aguy with split
ends and a serious breath problem. Any of this helping, darling?”

| gritted my teeth againgt areply. The wallswere too thin for arguing. Besides, my own search of
the main room hadn't turned up much more. I'd found two pairs of jeans, three shirts, and assorted socks
and underwear, dl of it previoudy worn and dumped on achair for reuse. The Gideon Biblein the
nightstand had been defaced with pentagrams and inverted crosses. Lovely. Also terribly unorigind. |
mesan, if you fed compelled to scribble Satanic symbols on aBible, the least you can do is draw stuff not
found in every edition of Weekly World News. A very uncregative and obvioudy uninformed werewolf.
Hed bein for a disappointment when he discovered werewolves were more likely to know agood
recipe for beef Wellington than the recipe for a Satanic rite. In ten years, the devil had never contacted
me with specid instructions or even to say hello. Then again, neither had God. Maybe that meant they
didn't exist. Morelikely, it meant neither waswilling to take responsibility for me.

"Chrigt, you should see the stuff in there, darling,” Clay said as he walked from the bathroom.
"Aftershave, cologne, and musk deodorant. If we couldn't tell the mutt was new by the way he smells,

we'd know it by the way heamdls”



No experienced werewol f would be caught dead wearing cologne, at least not if he had a
functioning olfactory system. The very smell of himsdlf would drown out al other scents, making hisnose
useless. | don't even use scented hand soap. Finding unscented women's toiletry products wasn't easy.
The cosmetics industry seemed obsessed with making women smell like anything but themsdves. And we
piled the stuff on with no regard for achieving auniform masking smell, layering herba shampoo on baby
powder deodorant on lilac soap on the latest fragrance from Calvin Klein. When | had the misfortune to
get stuck in afull eevator early in the morning, the overpowering clash of scents could leave mewith a
headache until noon.

After checking out the window, Clay waked to where | was sfting through the bedside trash

"I'd offer to help," he said. "But you seem to have things under control.”

"Thanks"

"Have you checked under the bed?"

"Can't. Theframe's solid to thefloor.” | used the hotel pen to push aside a used Kleenex. | won't
say what it had been used for, but werewolves don't contract cold and flu viruses.

"I'll check under the mattress,” Clay said.

I'd forgotten that. Werewolves often carry fake ID and stash the real stuff someplace like under
their maitress.

"No ID," Clay said. "Just this scrapbook. | don't suppose you want that."

| jumped up so fast | conked my head on the giraffe-neck lamp. Clay grinned and held ablue
book out of my reach.

"Mine" he said, grin broadening. Holding it out of my range, he leafed through afew pages, then
curled hislip and tossed the book on the bed. "On second thought, it'sal yours. Happy reading, darling.
I'll stand guard by the window. Give me asynopsis|ater.”

| took the book and sat on the edge of the bed. It was a photo abum, the type with plastic film

you can pull back from the pages and stick pictures undernegth. Instead of photos, the mutt had filled this



abum with newspaper clippings. Not random clippings, but onesfollowing a specific theme: sexrid killers.
| flipped past page after page of articles, seeing some faces that were familia—Berkowitz, Dahmer,
Bundy—and others| didn't know. Not only were dl the clippings about serid killers, but they al
contained one key dement, something the mutt had highlighted—a number: the number of people
murdered. Hed even color-coded the stats, yellow highlighter for the number of people thekiller claimed
to have killed, blue for the number of bodies found, and pink for the number the authorities believed he
was responsiblefor. In the margins, the mutt had written notes, tallying and comparing numberslike afan
compiling stats for some macabre sporting event.

About halfway through the book, the articles stopped. | was about to close it when | realized
there were more clippings near the back. | flipped through the blank pages and came to another article.
Unlike the others, thisonedidn't deal with Setistics. Infact, it didn't even namethekiller. The article,
dated November 18, 1995, from the Chicago Tribune, smply stated that the body of ayoung woman
had been found. The next article gave more detalils, telling how sheld been missing for over aweek and
appeared to have been held captive during the intervening time, before being strangled and dumped
behind an elementary schodl. | flipped through the next few pages. Three more women found, al
following the same pattern. Then one escaped, telling a horrifying story of aweeklong orded of rape and
torture, held captive in the basement of an abandoned house. The police had traced the house to Thomas
LeBlanc, athirty-three-year-old medical lab technician. However, when it came time for the woman to
identify LeBlanc, she couldn't. Her attacker had only cometo her in the dark and had never spoken.
Furthermore, LeBlanc had been out of town on business the week the third woman went missing. Ina
newspaper photo, LeBlanc could have passed for Scott Brandon's older brother, not in any red physical
resemblance but in the complete bandity of hisface, well-groomed, blandly handsome and completely
unprepossessing, your quintessential Wall Street WA SP, features stripped of any ethnicity or interest.
Theface of the serid killer next door.

Despite an extengve investigation, the police were unable to come up with enough evidence to

charge LeBlanc. Inthelast Tribune article, LeBlanc had packed his bags and |eft Chicago. Evenif the



justice system hadn't been able to convict LeBlanc, the people of Illinois had. Although that was the last
article from Chicago, the scrapbook didn't end there. | counted six more clippings from the past few
years, tracing a path of missng women through the Midwest to Cdiforniaand looping back up the East
Coagt. Thomas LeBlanc had been on the move. Thelast clipping was dated eight months ago, from
Boston.

"Shit," Clay said, making me jump. "No way. No fucking way. Drop the book, darling. Y ou've
got to seethis”

| hurried to the window. Clay held the heavy curtain back just enough for meto look out. An
Acurahad pulled into aspot near the lobby doors. Three men were walking away fromit. When | saw
the man heading from the driver's side, | wasn't shocked to see the face that had stared out from the
Tribune article—Thomas LeBlanc, looking not nearly as well-groomed as he had in his photo. Of
course, Clay didn't recognize him or even know from this distance that he was awerewolf. It wasthe
other men who'd caught his attention. Karl Marsten and Zachary Cain, two mutts we both knew very
well.

"Marsten and Cain? What the hell are they doing together?' Clay said. "And who'sthe other
guy?He must be the one."

"Logan'skiller," | said. "Thomas LeBlanc. We haveto get out of here."

"Whoa," Clay said, holding hisground as| tugged him toward the door. "We're not going
anywhere. Thisiswhat we camefor, darling.”

"We cameto kill one mutt. One inexperienced mutt. Three againgt two is bad enough but—"

"Wecan handleit."

"With no deep or food in twenty-four hours?'

"We could—"

"l cant.”

Clay stopped there. He was quiet for amoment.

"If you stay," | continued, "then | stay. But I'm in no shape for afight. I'm exhausted and hungry



and my arm is screwed up from the dog bite and Brandon.”

| was hitting benegth the belt, but | didn't care. I'd say whatever it took to get us out of that
room. Clay's expression changed, first uncertain, then resolute.

"Okay," hesaid. "Webalt. Isthere ill time. .. 7"

"The balcony. Well haveto lower oursdves down. No jumping.”

"Your arm?' He looked down at the scabbed-over wound. We heal fast and it felt fine, but |
wasn't about to admit that. Not now.

“I'll live" | sad.

Clay strode to the ba cony, shoved the drapes aside, and did the door open. "I'll go first and
catch you if your arm gives out.”

Hewas over therailing before | got out the door. | swung one leg over the ledge, then looked
back into the room and saw the photo abum on the bed. | should have grabbed it. There would be more
cluesthere, moreto help me get to know Thomas LeBlanc. Rule one of hunting: know your prey.

"Beright back," | caled to Clay over therailing.

"No!"

| grabbed the book from the bed just as acard key did into the door lock.

"It'snot working," an unfamiliar voice said through the door. "The green light should come on.”

| lunged from the bed to the ba cony, tripping over apair of underwear and nearly flying headfirst
out the diding door. As| was swinging over therailing, someone tried the door, found it open, and gave
it ashove. | dropped to the ground. Clay wasn't there to catch me. When | turned, | saw him racing to
the lobby door. | started to shout his name, thought better of it, ran and tackled him instead. We tumbled
to the concrete just outside the first room door. The photo abum flew from my hands, knocking him hard
under thechin.

"Whoops," | said. "Sorry."

"Y ou dmost sound like you mean it," he growled, holding the book aoft in one hand. ™Y ou went

back for this? For this?"



"l needed it."

He muttered something under his breath. | couldn't hear what he said and probably didn't want
to. Wewere till lying on the sdewak, me atop him. | lifted my head to listen. Someone walked out onto
the bacony in LeBlanc'sroom. | heard the railing groan as the person leaned over it, looking out across
the parking lot. We were hidden benesth the ba cony.

"Shhh," | whispered.

"l know," he mouthed.

He shifted under me, hands moving to rest on my rear. It wasn't an uncomfortable position to be
in—not that | wanted to be there, given the choice, but. . . Oh, never mind.

"You gave meascare," he whispered.

He moved one hand to the back of my head, pulled me down, and started to kissme. | closed
my eyes and kissed him back. After dl, if we had to lie on the sidewalk outside a hotel, we should at
least be doing something that might explain why we were lying on the sdewalk, right? After amoment,
Clay's eyesflickered to the right and narrowed. As| pulled back, he did from under me and focused his
glare on something behind us. The woman who'd been watching us argue earlier was back in her
doorway, thistime drinking a Diet Coke as she took in the show.

"Would you like some popcorn with that?' Clay said, getting to hisfeet and brushing himsdlf off.

"It'safree country,” the woman replied.

Now, if Clay had little patience with humansin generd, he had even lesswith humanswho
invaded his privacy and could only manage the lamest of comebacks. Hisjaw hardened and he stepped
past me. He stopped, back to me, facing the woman. It only took a second. Her eyes widened, she
stumbled back, and the door dammed, locks clicking into place. Clay hadn't said anything. HEd just
given her "thelook"—a gtare of pure malevolence that never failed to send humans scurrying. | tried to
perfect thelook once. When | thought | had it down pat, 1'd tested it on some jerk who'd been coming
ontomeinabar. Instead of scaring him off, it'd only set hisenginesrevving at full throttle. | learned my

lesson. Women can't do maevolence.



By now, whoever had been on LeBlanc's balcony was gone. Their next step might be to come
outside for acloser look, Snce Marsten and Cain would be ableto smell that Clay and | had beenin
LeBlanc's room and would probably assume we hadn't been gone long. | prodded Clay forward. Aswe
skirted along the sdewalk, staying closeto the building, | crossed my fingers and hoped the mutts didn't
come outside. Not that we couldn't get away. We could. But Clay wouldn't. If they came out and saw
him, hewouldn't run.

We got around the building and dipped away without being seen. Thewalk to the car wasa

quick one. Lessthan twenty minutes later we were on our way back to Stonehaven for reinforcements.

Synchronous

"Absolutely not," Jeremy said, getting up from his chair to walk to the fireplace.

Weweredl in the study. The others had been waiting for us. Clay and | sat on the couch, Clay
perched on the edge ready to bolt the second Jeremy said we could go after the mutts. Nick stood
beside Clay, fingers tapping against the sofa back, equaly anxious, but taking his cuesfrom Clay. Peter
and Antonio sat across the room. Both looked angry at the news, but they remained composed, awaiting
Jeremy's decision with the greater control of age and experience,

"l can't believe you're asking," Jeremy continued. "'l madeit clear that | didn't want this, but you
took off anyway. Then Elenacalsto say you're just scouting out news about last night and somehow you
end up—"

"It wasntintentiond,” | said. "We came across histrail. We couldn't pass up the opportunity.”

Jeremy gave me alook that advised me to shut my mouth before | dug mysdlf in deeper. | shut it.

Jeremy walked back to hischair, but didn't sit. "No one is going after these three tonight. We are
al exhausted and upset after last night, especialy you two. If | hadn't trusted Elenas word when she

cdled, | would have been down there this afternoon hauling the two of you back here."



"But we didn't do anything,” Clay said.

"Only for lack of opportunity.”

"BUL"

"Y esterday we had one mutt in town. Today, he's dead and three more have shown up. Not only
that, but of those four, we have Karl Marsten and Zachary Cain, two mutts who would be enough of a
problem individudly.”

"Areyou absolutdy sureit was Marsten and Cain?' Antonio asked. "Of any two mutts| could
imagine ever teaming up, those two rank right at the bottom of the list. What could they possibly havein
common?'

"They're both mutts," Clay said.

"My guesswould bethat they haven't teamed up,” | said. "Marsten must have something over
Cain. A definite leader-follower relationship. Karl wantsterritory. Hasfor years.”

"If he wantsterritory, he hasto join the Pack,” Jeremy said.

"Fuck that," Clay spat. "Karl Margten isathieving, conniving son-of-a-whore who'd stab his
father in the back to get what he wanted."

"Don' forget the new recruits," | said. "Brandon and LeBlanc are both killers. Human killers.
Someone—jprobably Marsten—found them, bit them, and trained them. He's creating an army of muitts.
Not just any muits, but ones who aready know how to hunt, to kill. Know it and likeit."

Antonio shook hishead. "l gill can't picture Marsten behind this. Parts of it, yes. But thisthing
about creating new muitts, it lacks. . . finesse. And recruiting Cain? The man'sanidiot. A first-rate heavy
hitter, but an idiot. The chances of him screwing up are too high. Marsten would know that.”

"Who the fuck cared" Clay said, exploding from his segt. "Weve got three muttsin town. One of
them killed Logan. How can you st around discussing motivation and—"

"Sit down, Clayton," Jeremy said, hisvoicelow.

Clay garted to Sit, then stopped. For amoment, he hung there, twin ingtincts battling within him.

Then his hands clenched at his Sides. He straightened up, turned on his hed, and strode to the study



door.

"If you go, don't come back." Jeremy's voice was barely above awhisper, but it stopped Clay
cold. "If you can't control the urge, Clayton, then go downgtairsto the cage. I'll lock you in until it passes.
But if the problem isthat you won't control it, and you leave, then you're not welcome back.”

Jeremy didn't mean it. Well, yes, he meant it, but not asit sounded. If Clay took off and Jeremy
had threatened banishment, held have to follow through with it. But he wouldn't let Clay go without a
fight. The threat was the best way to prevent that. Clay stood there, jaw working asif chewing hisanger,
his hands clenched at his sdes. But he didn't move. He wouldn't. Banishment for Clay would be
death—not from outside forces, but from within, the dow degth of severing himsdf from what he
believed in mogt. HEd never leave Jeremy or the Pack. It was hislife. Jeremy might aswell threaten to
kill him if he went after the mutts.

Sowly, deliberatdly, Clay turned to Jeremy. Their eyeslocked. There was along pause, the
mantel clock ticking off seconds like atime bomb, then Clay turned and walked out the door, veering not
toward the garage or front door but heading for the rear of the house. The back door opened and
dammed shut. | looked at Jeremy, then went after Clay.

—_—

| followed Clay into the woods. He walked until we were out of sight and hearing of the house.
Then he dammed hisfist into the nearest tree, making it rock and groan in protest. Flecks of blood flew.

"We can't let Cain and Marsten get away with this" he said. "We can't let them think were
backing down. We have to act. Now."

| said nothing.

He whirled to face me. "He'swrong. I'm so sure heswrong.”

He closed hiseyes and inhaded deeply, face spasming asif the words cut him. The very notion of
questioning Jeremy pierced him like the worst possible betrayal.

"He'sright,” Clay continued after amoment. "We're not ready for this. But | can't sand around

while Logan'skiller is out there, knowing the next one those mutts might go after could be you or Jeremy.



| can't doit. HE's got to know that."

Still I said nothing, knowing he wasn't looking for an answer, that he was only trying to work
thingsout in hisown mind.

"Fuck!" he yelled into the forest. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"

He dammed hisfigt into the tree again, then raked his hand through his curls, crimson scattering
through the gold leaving ared smear on hisforehead. His eyes closed, chest heaving as heinhaled
deeply. Then he exhaded, shuddered, and looked a me. Frustrated rage shone from his eyes, mingled
with touches of dread.

"I'm trying here, darling. Y ou know how hard I'm trying. Everything in me screamsto go after
them, hunt them down, tear out their goddamned throats. But | can't disobey him. | can't do it."

"I know."

He stepped toward me, arms going around me, mouth coming down to mine. Hislipstouched
minelightly, tentatively, waiting to be shoved away. | could taste his panic, hisfight to control the dueling
ingtincts that raged stronger than anything | could imagine. | put my arms around him, hands going up and
entwining in hishair, pulling him closer. A moan of rdlief shuddered through him. Helet the mantle of
control dide free and grabbed me, pushing me back againgt atree trunk.

Heripped a my clothes, nails scraping againgt my skin as he tore my shirt and pantsfree. |
fumbled with hisjeans, fingers clumsy asthe heat of his desperation caught melike abrushfire. He
pushed his jeans down and flung them off.

Hislips came back to mine, bruisingly rough. | twisted my handsin hishair, pulling him closer. He
moaned hoarsely. His hands ran over my naked body, kneading, grabbing my hips, my waist, my breasts.
The bark of thetree bit into my back. Ashisfingers came up to my face, | smelled the blood on hishand,
felt it running fresh and streaking across my cheeks as he caressed my face. The blood dripped onto our
lipsand | tasted it, metallic and familiar.

Without warning, his hands dropped to my rear, jolting me off the ground onto him. He growled

ashedidinsde me My feet were off the ground, leaving me dangling and putting himin control. He



dammed againgt me. His eyes stayed locked with mine. From deep in his chest came arhythmic growl of
desperate lust. Histeeth were clenched. As hisfingersdug into my hips, | felt the edge of hiswedding
band cut into me. Then his eyes clouded. His focus wavered and his body shuddered convulsvely. He
gave alow, panting moan, then dowed, face burrowing into my collarbone and hands moving up to
protect my battered back from the tree. He moved dowly in me, still hard. He hadn't climaxed yet. It was
arelease of another sort, a sudden abatement of the violence that had ripped through him.

His hands stroked my back and pulled me against him. Face ill nuzzled against me, he
whispered, "I love you, Elena. | love you so much.”

| wrapped my hands around him, nuzzling his ear and murmuring wordless noises. Still movingin
me, he eased me away from the tree and stepped back and lowered us down to the ground with me on
top of him. | wrapped my legs around his hips, then roseinto the air, picking up the pace again. | tilted
my head back, closing my eyes and feding the cool night air on my face. | could hear Clay'svoice, asif
from agreat distance, repeating my name. | heard mysdlf answer, my voice caling hisnameinto the silent
forest. The climax came dow, amost languid, each wave passing through mewith glorious sngularity. |
fet his climax, equally dow and decadent, and groaned with sympathetic release.

He put hisarms up and pulled me down onto his chest, tucking my head under hischin. For a
long time, we didn't move. | stayed there, listening to his heartbeat and waiting for the dread moment
when redlity would return. 1t would happen. The fog of lovemaking would part and held say something,
do something, demand something to send us snarling at each other'sthroats. | felt him swallow, knew
words were coming, and wished | could stop up my ears against them.

"I'dliketo run," he said softly.

| was quiet for amoment, not sureif 1'd heard right, waiting for the punch line.

"Run?" | repeated.

"If you're not too tired."

"You 4till need to work it off?"

"No. | just want to run. To do something. Something with you."



| hesitated, then nodded. We lay therefor afew minuteslonger before getting up to find a place
to Change.

| took my time and my Change came surprisingly easy. Afterward | stood in the clearing and
gretched—turning my head, flicking my ears, stretching my hind legs, and moving my tail. It fet glorioudy
good, asif | hadn't Changed in weeks. | blinked, adjusting to the darkness. The air smelled delicious and
| inhaled greedily, filling my lungs, then snorting it out and seeing the barest wisps of condensation trumpet
frommy nodtrils.

| was about to go back to the clearing when alead weight barreled into my side and sent me
flying. | caught aflash of golden fur, then found myself done again with only traces of Clay's scent for
company. Getting to my feet, | took afew wary steps forward. Nothing happened. | cocked my head,
sniffing. Still nothing. 1 took three more steps and got torpedoed again, thistime crashing Sdewaysinto a
bush and not seeing so much asahair of my attacker.

| waited, got my breath back, then legpt to my feet and started to run. Behind me, Clay burst into
the clearing again and yipped on finding his quarry vanished. | ran faster. Bushes crashed somewhere
behind me. Rounding acorner, | dove headfirgt into a patch of underbrush and dropped to the ground. A
blur of gold raced by. | sprang to my feet and backtracked. It took Clay afew secondsto redizethe
trick, but soon | heard the pounding of running paws behind me.

The next time| legpt to the Side of the path, | must have been asplit second too Sow, giving him
aflash of my hind legsor tail. I'd just crouched behind a bush when two hundred pounds of muscle
vaulted it and dropped onto me. Wetusded for afew minutes, yelping and growling, nipping and kicking.
| managed to get my muzzle under histhroat and heaved him over backward, then scrambled to my feet.
Sharp teeth clamped on my hind leg and twisted, flipping me over. Clay pounced and pinned me. He
stood over mefor aminute, blue eyes gloating. Then, without warning, he legpt off and ran back into the
forest. Now | was"it."

| chased Clay for about ahaf mile. He veered off the path at one point and tried to lose mein the



thick brush. Thetrick gave him atwenty-foot advantage, but no more. | was expecting another ruse
when asmall shadow bolted acrossthe clearing ahead. The smell of rabbit drifted over on the breeze.
Clay dowed, twisting to do a double take at the fleeing rabbit. | picked up speed, tensed, and sprang at
his back, but | wastoo late. He was gone.

As| wasregaining my balance, ahigh-pitched squed diced through the forest. Within seconds,
Clay bounded back through the bushes, the dead rabbit dangling from hisjaws. He looked at me and
waggled the rabhit, his eyes conveying the message with hisactions. "Want it?' As he shook the rabbit,
blood splattered to the ground. The smell wafted up, mingling with the scent of warm mest. | stepped
forward, sniffing. My stomach rumbled. Clay made anoiselow in histhroat, ahalf growl that dmost
sounded like alaugh, and yanked the rabbit out of my reach. "Tease," | glared. He feigned tossing the
rabbit toward me, but didn't release it. With agrowl, | lunged. He danced backward, holding the rabbit
just close enough that the smdl of it filled my brain and made my stomach twigt. | gave him abaleful
stare, then looked out at the forest. There was plenty more dinner where that rabbit came from. Asl was
turning to leave, Clay tossed the rabhbit at my feet. | looked from it to him, expecting another trick.
Instead, he sat back on his haunches and waited. | gave him onefina glance, then ripped into the rabbit,
gulping the warm mesat in mouthfuls. Clay walked over and rubbed againgt me, licking flecks of splattered
blood from my muzzle and neck. | stopped eating long enough to thank him with anuzzle. When | went
back to feeding, he loped into the woods to catch his own medl.

When | awoke the next morning, | waslying donein the dew-damp grass. | scrambled up and
looked around for Clay. The last thing | remembered, we'd Changed back, curled up, and gone to deep.
| put out my hand and touched the dry spot beside me where held been. As| glanced around the empty
clearing, adiver of anxiety ran through me. Clay didn't take off on melikethat. Getting rid of him wasthe
problem. As| waslooking, asprinkle of cold water hit my head. | jumped to see Clay standing over me,
grinning. Water dripped from his hands and glistened from hisforearms. He was till naked; we hadn't

bothered going back for our clothes the night before, not quite sure where wed left them and even less



certain they'd be in any condition to be worn again.

"Looking for me?" he asked, dropping down beside me.

"| thought that pack of wild dogs might have got you."

"Y ou looked worried."

"l was. God knowswhat kind of indigestion you'd give the poor things.”

Helaughed and knelt on dl fours, pushing me back down to the ground and kissng me. | kissed
him back, entwining my legs around his, then jerking back as my feet touched his, ice-cold and wet.

"| was checking the pond,” Clay said before | could ask. "I thought we might go for aswim. First
of the season. It would definitely wake us up.’

"Any food there?"

He chuckled. "That rabbit last night didn't quite do it?*

"Not by haf."

"Okay then. Here'sthe dedl. If you can't wait, well eat breakfast, then swim. Otherwise, come
swimming with me now and I'll make you breskfast afterward, anything and everything you want."

| didn't hesitate long before agreeing to option two. Not because | wanted someone to prepare
my breakfast, but because | knew if we went to the housefirst, we'd never come back out to go
swimming. Something would happen. Weld remember that Logan was dead and there were three muitts
in Bear Vdley. Red lifewould destroy the fantasy world wed built so carefully over the past night. |
didn't want it to end. Just afew more hours, alittle moretimeto pretend that it could redly belikethis,
with no past or future to intrude on our Utopia

When | said yesto the swim firgt, Clay grinned and kissed me, then jumped to hisfedt.

"Race?' he asked. "Last one there getsthrown in?!

| pretended to think it over, then jJumped to my feet and took off. Five secondstoo late, |
realized I'd picked the wrong route. As| raced into the clearing beside the pond, Clay stood on the north
bank, grinning.

"Loseyour way, darling?' he cdled.



| limped over to him, dragging my right foot.

"Damned vines" | muttered. "I think | twisted my ankle."

After dl these years, you'd think he'd know better. Y ou redly would. But no, as | hopped onto
the bank, he came forward to meet me, blue eyes clouding with concern. | waited until he bent down to
check my ankle, then knocked him flying into the pond.

We stumbled back to the house later, till naked and not noticing or caring. After our swim, wed
made |ove on the edge of the pond, leaving uslooking like we'd been mud wrestling, which wasn't
entirely inaccurate. We'd done a quick washup in the pond, but Clay till had a smear of dirt acrossone
cheek. Helooked about twelve years old, eyes glowing with mischief, lips settled in alingering grin that
turned to alaugh every time we tripped over something in our path.

"Pancakes, right?' he said as he hel ped me up from atumble over a hidden root.

"From scratch. No shortcuts.”

"And ham, | assume. What e se?'

"Steek.”

Helaughed and put his arm around my waist as the path widened enough for two. "For
breskfast?'

"You said | could have whatever | wanted."

"Can | get you some fruit to baance that med ?*

"No, but you can dig up some bacon. Bacon and eggs.”

"Darel ask for alittle hep?"

"Il make coffee."

Helaughed again, "Thanksahdll of a—"

He stopped. We'd come to the forest's edge and stepped through to the backyard. There, on the
back patio, lessthan fifty feet away, stood Jeremy . . . surrounded by five or six unfamiliar human faces,

all of which turned the second we walked from the woods. Clay growled an oath and stepped in front of



me, covering my nakedness. Jeremy wheeled around and ushered the group off to the side. It took afew
seconds for them to move, and afew more for them to stop staring.

When the visitors had vanished around the side of the garage, | grabbed Clay'sarm and made a
run for the back door, not stopping until we were upstairs. Before he could say anything, | shoved him
into his room and went to my own. I'd only put on panties and a brabefore | heard Clay's door open.
Expecting him to head downstairs to confront the trespassers, | hurried to my door and yanked it open,
only to find him holding the handle.

"Hey," he said, grinning as he recovered hisbalance. "If you're that eager to let meinto your
bedroom, | should offer to make breskfast more often.”

"l was—Y ou're not—Y ou're okay?"

"I'm fine, darling. Just coming to round you up for breskfast while Jeremy getsrid of our uninvited
guests." Heleaned forward, put ahand against my back, and kissed me. "And no, I'm not going out to
help him. I'm in too good amood to let abunch of humans spail it. Jeremy can handle them.”

"Good," | sad, putting my arms around his neck.

"Glad you gpprove. So let's get breakfast going, then we can dream up afew waysto distract
oursaves until Jeremy'sready to tell us how he plansto ded with Marsten and Cain.”

As he leaned forward to kiss me again, someone cleared histhroat in the doorway. | peeked
over Clay's shoulder to see Jeremy there, arms crossed, adight smileon hislips.

"Sorry tointerrupt,” he said. "But | need Elenadowngtairs. Fully dressed if we ever intend to get
rid of thesemen.”

"Yes, gr," | sad, disentangling mysdlf from Clay. "I'll beright there.”

"Hold up,”" Clay said as Jeremy turned to leave the room. "' need to talk to you."

They left. | could hear Clay apologizing for hisbehavior the night before, but quickly tuned them
out, not wanting to intrude. 1 finished dressing, ran a brush through my hair, checked in the mirror, then
went into the hal. Jeremy and Clay were il there.

"I'll start breskfast,” Clay said, heading off down the stairs. "Have fun, darling.”



"I'msurel will," | said. Aswe went down the steps, | glanced over my shoulder at Jeremy.
"Sorry about that. The waking naked from the woods thing. We didn't expect visitors."

"Nor should you," he said, steering me toward the back door. "There's no need to apologize.

Y ou should be able to come and go as you like here. It's these damned intrusionsthat. . ." He shook his
head and didn't finish.

"What isit thistime?'

"Another missing person.”

"The boy from the other day?"

Jeremy shook his head as he held open the back door for me. "Thistime they're looking for one
of the men who came on the property Friday. The middle-aged one. The leader.”

"Heésmissng?'

"Not just missing, but missing after having left amessage for afriend saying he was coming here
last night to check things again. Something abouit this place was bothering him. He wanted another ook
around."

"Oh, shit."

"In anutshdl—exactly."

Mistrust

There were six people in the search party, three locd cops and three civilians. Jeremy, Peter,
Nick, and | went out to help them look while Antonio returned to the house to keep an eyeon Clay, in
case his commitment to noninterference didn't last. The four of us played the role of good and concerned
citizens, scouring the bushes while keeping our noses on dert for anything we didn't want the searchersto
find. Onething | would have rather they hadn't found turned up early in the quest.

"Got something!" one of the men ydled.



"Isit Mike?" another caled, rushing from our sides.

As everyone converged on the scene, Nick's voice rang out, choked with barely contained
laughter. "Forget it. I1t's—uh—nothing important.”

"What the hell do you mean?" thefirst man said. "Maybethisisdl ajoketo you, son, but. . ."

Therest of the sentence trailed off aswe burst into the clearing to find one of the searchers
bending over aripped shirt. Torn clothing littered the ground, more hung from bushes. Nick held up half a
pair of white panties and grinned & me.

"Wild dogs? Or just Clayton?"

"Oh God," | muttered under my bresth.

| walked over to snatch the underwear from him, but he held it over hishead, grinning likea
schoolboy.

"| see Paris, | see France, | see Elenas underpants,” he chanted.

"Everyone's dready seen much morethan that,” Jeremy said. 1 think we can safely resumethe
Search.”

Peter plucked Clay's shirt from alow-hanging branch and held it up, peering through aholein the
middle. "Y ou guys can redly do some damage. Where's the hidden video when you need it?!

"So this—uh—wasn't done by wild dogs?' one of the searchers said.

Peter grinned and tossed the shirt to the ground. "Nope. Just wild hormones.”

The other men, who'd findly stopped casting Sidelong glances at me after the "naked in the yard”
incident, now looked me over with renewed interest. | smiled, trying hard not to bare my teeth, then
hurried back into the woods.

Jeremy, two of the searchers, and | were beating the bushes in the northeast quadrant of the
woods when we heard another shout, thistime infused with enough urgency to make us run. When we
got there, Nick and two searchers were standing over abody. Nick looked up, caught my eye and gave

me alook that said held tried unsuccessfully to distract the men's attention. Jeremy and | walked to the



body and looked down. It was the missing man. His shirt collar was torn and drenched with blood.
Abovethe collar histhroat was shredded, flaps of flesh hanging from the wound. Empty eye sockets
stared up at us. Crows or turkey vultures had found him firg, lying exposed in the clearing. Besides
taking his eyes, they'd pecked at hisface, leaving bloody holes where white bone peeked through. Bits of
scattered flesh covered his shirtfront and surrounded his head, asif the searchers had scared the
scavengers mid-mesl.

"Likethe others" one man said, then turned away from the Sight.

"One difference," another said. "He wasn't eaten. Not by the dogs at least. Birds got to him
though. Buggers don't waste any time."

A younger man bolted for the woods. Seconds later, the sound of retching filled the air. Two of
the men shook their headsin sympathy, both looking alittle green themselves. My stomach wasn't fegling
S0 great either, though it had nothing to do with seeing a dead body. When the younger man stopped
throwing up, he was quiet amoment, then ran from the thicket.

"Come here! You guys haveto seethidl”

| knew what he'd found. | knew it and | dreaded stepping into that thicket to confirm my
suspicions, but Jeremy prodded me on. When | stepped into the woods, the sickly sweet smdll of vomit
made my gorgerise. Then | looked down at the ground, following the path of the young man'sfinger.
There, in the damp earth, were paw prints.

"Can you believe the size of those things?' the young man said. " Chrigt, they're asbig as saucers.
Just like those kids said. These dogs are huge!"

Asl| surveyed the thicket, my eyes caught sight of something snagged on athornbush. A tuft of
fur, shining golden even in the shadows. While everyone stared at the paw prints, | dipped over to the
bush, stood in front of it, reached behind my back, and did the fur into my pocket. Then | looked around
for more. When | didn't see any, | glanced back at the paw prints, as recognizable as footprintsfrom a

familiar pair of shoes. As| stared at them, | felt Sick. Then the disappointment turned to something else.

Anger.



"l haveto go," | muttered, turning from the thicket.

No onetried to stop me, the humans assuming it was a delayed reaction to the sight of the dead
man, and the Pack not wanting to make a scene.

—_—

"Clayton!" | shouted as the back door dammed behind me.

Clay appeared in the kitchen doorway, wooden spoon in hand. "That didn't take long. Comein
and get the coffee going.”

| didnt move. "Aren't you going to ask if they found the missing man?"

"That would imply | giveadamn.”

"They found him."

"Good, so | presumethey're leaving. All the better. Now comein and—"

"| found this by the body," | said, pulling the tuft of fur from my pocket.

"Huh. Lookslikemine."

"Itisyours. Your prints were there, t00."

Clay leaned againgt the doorpost. "My fur and my printsin my forest? Fancy that. | hope you're
not implying what | think you'reimplying, darling, ‘causeif you recal, | waswith you dl last night, which
iswhen Tonio saysthisguy went missng.”

"Y ou weren't with me this morning when | woke up.”

Clay sputtered, nearly dropping the spoon. "I was gone five minutes! Five minutesto track and
kill aguy?1'm good, but I'm not that good."

"I have no ideahow long you were gone.”

"Y es, you do, because I'm telling you. Come on, you know | didn't do it. Use your head, Elena.
If I lost control and killed thisguy, I'd have told you about it. I'd have asked for your help getting rid of
the body and deciding what to tell Jeremy. | wouldn't have been frolicking in the pond while some dead
human islying in our forest waiting for another group of huntersto trip over him."

"Y ou didn't expect an immediate search party, o you thought you had moretime. Y ou planned



to hide the body later, after you got me out of theway."

"That's bullshit and you know it. I don't hide things from you. | don't lieto you. | don't deceive
you. Not ever."

| stepped forward, lifting my faceto his. "Oh, really? Somehow, | forget the discussion we had
before you bit me, when you told me what you were planning to do. Convenient amnesia, | guess.”

"l did not plan that,” Clay said, looming over me. The wooden spoon snapped in two ashe
clenched hisfigt. "Weve been through this before. | panicked and—"

"l don't want to hear your excuses."

"Y ou never do, do you? Y ou'd rather talk about things| didn't do, then tossthat in for good
measure when the opportunity arises. Why do | bother defending myself ?'Y ou've made up your mind
about everything | do and don't do, and the reasons | do them. Nothing | can ever say will change that.”

He spun on his hed and stalked back to the kitchen. | turned the opposite way, strode into the
study, and dammed the door.

Asl sat inthe study, | redlized with some surprise that | had no urge to bolt. My fight with Clay
hadn't Ieft me with the usua overwheming impulseto get free of Stonehaven. Y es, last night had been a
mistake, but an ingtructive one. 1'd let down my guard, given in to my most subconscious desireto be
with Clay again, and what had happened? Within hours he was lying to me. Even while we'd been
together in the woods, while I'd been deeping, he was off indulging the darkest Sde of his nature. He
wouldn't change. | couldn't change him. He was violent, selfish, and completely untrustworthy. If it took
one regrettable night to remind me of that, it'd been worthiit.

About twenty minutes later, the study door opened and Nick peeked around. I'd been curled up
in Jeremy's armchair. When Nick opened the door, | unfolded myself and straightened up.

"Can | comein?' he asked.

"I smell food. If you can share, you're more than welcome.”



He dipped into the room and put a plate of pancakes and ham on the footstool. The pancakes
were plain, finger food without butter and syrup. | picked up one and gulped it too fast to taste it, not
wanting to remember who'd made them and why.

"All done outside?" | asked.

Nick lowered himself onto the sofa and stretched out. "Pretty much. A couple more cops
showed up. Jeremy sent Peter and mein.”

Antonio waked through the door. " Are they investigating the scene?’ he asked, pushing his son's
legs off the sofaand sitting down.

Nick shrugged. "' guess s0. They brought cameras and a bag of stuff. Someone from the morgue
ison the way to pick up the body."

"Do you think they'll find anything?" Antonio asked me.

"Hopefully nothing that doesn't link thiskillingto awild dog,” | said. "If it seems clear-cut, they
should wrap up the investigation pretty fast and devote their efforts to finding the dogs. No sense wasting
time gathering evidence when the presumed killerswill never see acourtroom.”

"Just the business end of ashotgun,” Antonio said. "If they see so much asaflash of fur inthe
woods, they'll shoot. When we need to run, were going to have to find someplace far from here and
Bear Vdley."

"Damn," Nick said, shaking his head. "When we find out who's responsible, they're going to pay
for this"

"Oh, | have agood ideawho'sresponsible,” | said.

| took the tuft of fur from my pocket and tossed it on the footrest. Nick stared at it amoment,
confused. Then his eyes widened and helooked a me. | avoided his gaze, not wanting to seethe
disbelief | knew would be there. Antonio took onelook at the fur, then sat back in his seet, and said
nothing.

*k*

An hour or so later, | was adone again in the study, the others having drifted off to find less



sedentary pursuits or more amiable companionship. As| sat there, my gaze wandered to the desk across
the room. The top was still scattered with the piles of papers and anthropology journas Clay hadn't got
around to reading yet. They reminded me of how I'd met Clay, how I'd cometo bein thismessinthe
first place. While | was a student at the University of Toronto, I'd had a periphera interest in
anthropology. In my sophomore year 1'd done aterm paper on anthropomorphic religions, which was
Clay's specidty, and 1'd referenced enough of hiswork to recognize his name when | saw anotice on his
lecture series in the student paper. His public appearances were so rare that the lecture series had been
full and I'd needed to sneak in. Biggest mistake of my life.

| don't know what Clay saw in me to make him overlook his contempt for humans. He saysit
wasamirroring of something he recognized in himsdf. That's bullshit, of course. | was nothing likehim or,
if I was, | became that way after he bit me. Left on my own, | would have grown up, assmilated into the
human world, and been a perfectly happy, well-adjusted person, leaving al my childhood baggage and
anger behind. I'm sure of it.

"Blood," Clay said, swinging open the study door so hard it smacked against the wall and added
to a decade's accumulation of dents. "Where was the blood?"

"What blood?"

"If I killed that guy, | would have had blood on me."

"Y ou washed it off in the pond. That's why you made up the story about checking the water
temperature, to explain why you were wet."

"Made up? Why the—" He stopped, inhaled, and started again. "Okay, assuming | cleaned up in
the pond and decided it would be easier to invent some excuse for being wet instead of just drying off,
you till would have smelled blood on me. The scent wouldn't wash off thet essily.”

"The smdl would be week. I'd haveto be sniffing for it."

"Well, then sniff for it now. Comeon." He locked my gaze and held it. "1 dare you."

"Y ou've had plenty of timeto washit off."

"Then check my shower. Seeif it'swet. Check my towels. Seeif they're damp.”



"Y ou'd have covered your tracks by now. Y ou're not stupid.”

"No, just stupid enough to leave a body in the woods with my prints and fur scattered al around.
Why do | bother? Nothing | can say will change your mind. Do you know why? Because you want to
believe | did it. That way, you can hole up in here and dwell on how wrong you were to cometo melast
night, curse yoursdf for having given into me again, for forgetting what amongter | am.”

"That's not what I'm—"

"It'snot?' He stepped forward. "L ook me in the eye and tell me that's not what you've been
doing for the last hour."

| glared a him and said nothing. Clay stood therefor at least afull minute, then threw up his
hands and stormed ot.

A whilelater, Jeremy camein. Without saying anything, he walked to the footrest, picked up the
tuft of Clay'shair and looked at it, then put it down and sat in his chair.

"You dont think hedidit, do you?' | said.

"If I say no, youll try to convince me otherwise. If | say yes, you'l use that as ammunition against
him. It's not important what | think. What's important iswhat you think."

"l once went to atherapist who talked like that. | canned him after two sessons.”

"I'm sureyou did.”

| didn't know how to answer that, so | didn't. Instead, | feigned greet interest in the patterns of
the Turkish floor rug. Jeremy leaned back in his chair and watched me for awhile before continuing.

"Haveyou cdled him?"

"Who?' | said, though | had agood ideawho he meant.

"Themanin Toronto."

"He has aname, though I'm sure you aready know it."

"Haveyou cdled him?"

"| caled the day beforelast. Y esterday was abit hdllish, if you recall, and I've been



understandably preoccupied this morning.”

"You haveto cal him every day, Elena. Make sure he knows you're okay. Don't give him any
excusefor cdling here or showing up.”

"He only hasmy cdll phone number."

"l don't care. Y ou can't take any chances. Clay knows he exigts, though he'strying to forget.
Don't give him any reason to be reminded of it. And don't start accusing me of protecting Clay's fedings.
I'm protecting the Pack. We can't afford to have Clay distracted now. And we certainly can't afford to
have this man show up on our doorstep. Weve had quite enough visitors asit is.”

"Il gocdl."

"Not yet. I've sent Nick to round up the othersfor amesting.”

"You canfill meinlater.”

"A mesting impliesagroup meeting,” Jeremy said. "A group meeting impliesthat al the members
of the group are expected to be there."

"What if I'm not amember of the group?"

"You areaslong asyoure here.”

"l could remedy that."

Jeremy lifted hisfeet onto the footstool and leaned his head back against the headrest. "Beautiful
wesether we're having, isn't it?"

"Do you ever discuss anything you don't want to discuss?'

"It'sthe privilege of age."

| snorted. "It'sthe privilege of pogtion.”

"Thet, too."

Jeremy'slips curved in the barest of smilesand hisblack eyesflashed. | recognized the look, but
it took me afew minutesto placeit. Chalenge. He was waiting for me to reengage in a debate we'd been
grappling with since | first came to the Pack. As someone who'd once been ahuman in ademocratic

society, theideaof an al-powerful, unquestionable leader rankled. How many nights had Jeremy and |



spent debating it, here in this room, drinking brandy until | wastoo tired and drunk to walk up to my
room and fell adeep here, only to avaken later in my bed?

I'd missed him. Even now, living in the same house with him for most five days, | missed him.
Everyone el sein the Pack had wel comed me back, no questions asked, no grudges held. Not Jeremy.
He hadn't been unfriendly or even distant, but he hadn't been himself. He was keeping me at a distance,
asif unwilling to recommit himself until he was certain | wasn't going to bolt again. The problem wasthat |
waan't dl that certain of it mysdf.

| tried to think of acomeback, my brain rusty to the old argument, struggling to remember how it
went. As| thought, Jeremy's eyes shuttered and his smile faded. | saw my opportunity skittering past and
doveto catchit. As| opened my mouth, ready to say the next thing that came to mind, the door opened.
The others came in and my moment aone with Jeremy evaporated.

—_—

Thefirst issue of business at the meeting was that Jeremy forbade us to run on the property until
this messwith the police had been settled. When the time camefor arun wed al go on afidd tripto the
northern forests. Now, | have nothing againgt group runs and, under norma circumstances, | love running
as a Pack, but there's something about turning a Pack run into an organi zed and scheduled event that
sucked the pleasure out of it. Next thing you know, we'd be renting a bus, taking bagged lunches, and
snging "On Top of Old Smokey" on theway.

Issue two involved Jeremy's next plan of action. Once again, it didn't go over well with Clay. It
didn't it too nicely with me either, but | wasn't the one jumping to my feet and flipping out before Jeremy
evenfinished.

"Y ou can't leave me here," Clay shouted.

Jeremy's eyebrows went up the barest fraction. "I can't?"

"Y ou shouldn't. It's stup—It doesn't make sense.”

"It makes perfect sense. And you're not the only one being left behind.”

| grumbled, but camly and quietly and to mysdlf, athough Jeremy's eyes did flicker my way as|



didit.

Jeremy continued, "1 won't have you and Elena coming aong when you're at each other likethis."

"But | didn't do anything!" Clay said. "Y ou haven't even accused me of killing that guy. Y ou
know | didn't do it. So why should | be punished—"

"It's not a punishment. Whether you did it or not doesn't matter. So long as you two are fighting, |
want you here, where the only damage you can cause isto each other . . . and assorted pieces of
fumniture

"Why leave usboth?' | asked.

"Because | don't need either of you. I'm not intending to track or fight anyone. It'ssmple
information gathering. Even if you two weren't arguing, | wouldn't take you. It's an unnecessary risk. |
want to learn more about these mutts. | don't want to rely on secondhand information, so I'm going
myself and I'm taking Tonio and Peter as backup. Nick isn't coming either and | don't hear him
complaning.”

"It doesn't sound like much fun," Nick said.

Jeremy amiled. "Exactly.”

"But—" | said.

"It's past lunchtime," Jeremy said, getting to hisfeet. "We should eat before we leave.”

He left before we could argue, which was probably the point. When he was gone, | got to my
fedt.

"I guessI'll make mysdlf useful and fix something for lunch.”

Nick offered to help. For once, Clay didn't. He didn't even follow usinto the kitchen to
upervise.

After lunch Jeremy, Antonio, and Peter | eft for reconnai ssance duty. Thiswas Jeremy'sway of
handling the curveball the mutts had thrown. The Pack was accustomed to dealing with only one muit at a

time. Asl've said, mutts didn't team up. Not ever. This meant the Pack wasill-equipped to ded with the



threat. Since Jeremy didn't have any experience handling a multiple-mutt ondaught, he wastaking his
time, gathering information before plotting a course of action. Logically, this made sense. Emationdly, it
wasinfuriating. If | werein charge, I'd have been planning direct and immediate action against the muitts,
risks be damned. That was why Jeremy wasthe Alphaand | was the lowly foot soldier.

Oncethey were gone, | retreated again, thistime to my room, wherel caled Philip. | told him
that I'd be afew dayslonger.

Heinhaded. "Okay." A moment of slence. "l missyou."

|—

"l don't mean it asaquilt trip, hon. It'sjust—I missyou. | know you're doing theright thing and |
wouldn't ask you to abandon your cousins. | just—didn't expect it to be thislong." He paused, then
clicked histongue. "Got it. Brainstorm. I'll pop out there. How about tomorrow?"

My hands tightened around the receiver, brain shouting, Oh shit! | clamped my mouth shut until
I'd forced the panic down. "And lose avacation day?' | said aslightly as| could. "Y ou promised mea
week in the Caribbean. All-inclusive resort. Remember? Asmuch as1'd loveto seeyov, if it means
giving up aweek of al-you-can-drink boozeand sun ... ."

He chuckled. "A day helping you baby-sit three kids is a poor substitute, en? | can seethat.
Maybe | can swing something with James, work next Saturday instead . . . though it ready looked like
I'd be working Saturday, and probably Sunday.”

"Uh-uh. Don't go making any dealsor | may not see you for weeks even after | get home."

"Point taken. I'll survive afew morelondy days. But if it getslonger than thet. . ."

"It won't."

Wetaked for afew more minutes, then signed off. A few more days. No longer. Thistime, |
didn't have achoice. If | didn't get my butt back to Toronto in afew days, Philip might find away to get
that day off and show up in New York. That would be. . . well, it was more than | cared to contemplate.

*k*

After talking to Philip, | stretched back in bed and rested, dozing to catch up on two nights of



minima deep. It didn't work. | worried about the possibility of Philip showing up at Stonehaven and my
dressleve jumped a haf-dozen notches. Then | remembered why | was il at Stonehaven and thought
about Logan, feding the grief ooze back, filling my brain until | could think of nothing else, especidly
deep. Finaly, Nick cameto my rescue, waking into my room unannounced.

"Do you ever knock?" | said, sitting up in bed.

"Never. I'd misseverythingif | did that." Pulling back the canopy, he grinned wickedly. "Did |
missanything?'

"Everything."

"GuessI'll haveto start something mysdlf then,”" he said, thumping down beside me on the bed
and letting the canopy swing shut. "lt'snicein here. Nice and quiet and very private.”

"Perfect for degping.”

"It'stoo early to deep. | have something better in mind.”

"I'm sure you do."

He grinned and leaned over to kiss me, then ducked out of swatting range. "Actualy, | was
thinking of something ese for a change. Since we're not alowed to run on the property, | thought maybe
the three of us could drive somewherefor arun tonight.”

"l ran lagt night."

"But | didn't and I'm going to need to Change soon.”

"Then go with Clay. There'sno reason dl three of us haveto go."

"I've dready taked to him. Hell only goif you will. He doesn't want anyone staying heredone, in
case the mutts make asurprise visit.”

"I'm surethey wouldn't—" | sopped mysdlf, redizing | wasn't so sure. The thought sent achill
through me. "Do you have to go tonight? It's been along day and—"

"l wasthinking of ahunt.”

"I'm not sure |—"

"A deer hunt."



"Dear?"

Helaughed. "Now her ears perk up. How long hasiit been since you hunted anything bigger than
arabbit? Not on your own, I'll bet."

"He'sright." Clay's voice came from the other side of the curtains, startling us both. When |
turned, | could see his silhouette, but he didn't pull the canopy back.

"A hunt would be agood idea," Clay continued. "Keep us busy while were waiting for Jeremy.
Nick needsto Change and he can't do that here. I'm not leaving you behind by yoursdf, Elena. I'm sure
you can somach my company for an hour or two."

| opened my mouth to reply, but held aready |€eft. | hesitated for amoment, then turned to Nick

and nodded. He grinned and bounced from the room, leaving meto follow.

Stalking

Wetook my car. Nick drove, and Clay sat up front with him. | took the backseat and dozed so |
wouldn't be expected to join in the conversation. | needn't have worried; Clay wasn't about to engage me
inidlediscusson, and Nick filled the void by chattering to anyone who would listen. Nick was talking
about hislatest business venture, something to do with e-commerce and anew company he was backing.
The question wasn't whether Nick's new venture would succeed, but how much it would lose. Exact
dollar figures weren't important, since the Sorrentinos were wedthy enough to make Jeremy look
middle-class. Antonio ran three multinational businesses. Nick had inherited none of hisfather's Midas
touch. Infact, he'd been banned from al Antonio's business ventures. Nick was a playboy, plain and
smple. He dabbled in an unending series of attempts at starting his own company, al of which succeeded
inwinning him nothing but friends and lovers, which was dl he redly wanted from life. How did Antonio
react to this, watching his son squander his fortune? He encouraged it. Antonio recognized thislifestyle

wasthe only thing Nick wastruly quaified for, and if it made him happy and they could afford it, why



not? Having scrimped and saved penniesfor most of my life, | couldn't understand that philosophy. |
envied it; not the idea of having so much money that you could throw it away, but the thought of growing
up in aworld where someone cared so much about your happiness and o little about what you
accomplishedinlife.

Nick drove to the outskirts of aforest we'd used before. He took my car past a barricade and
down an abandoned logging road, grounding out the bottom more times than | cared to count. My car
wasn't in the greatest of shape and | suspected the undercarriage was more rust than sted!, though I'd
never worked up the nerve to test my theory. Jeremy kept offering to restoreit for me or, better yet, buy
me something ese. | put up enough of afussthat he was never tempted to surprise me with anew or
newly restored car. Not that 1'd mind getting my Camaro fixed up, if only to prolong its usefulness, but |
wasterrified that if | let Jeremy near it, it would come back alovely shade of Mary Kay pink.

Farther into the forest, Nick stopped the car and put it in park. The engine died with avery
unhedlthy thunk. | tried not to think about that, namely because it might imply that it wouldn't start up
again and that would definitely be abad thing, stuck in backwoods New Y ork, out of cell phone range,
with adead car and two guys who didn't know motor oil from antifreeze.

Aswe walked into the woods, Nick continued to talk.

"After thismessis cleaned up, we should do something. Go somewhere. Like avacation. Maybe
Europe. Clayton was supposed to go skiing with mein Switzerland thiswinter, but he backed out."

"I didn't back out," Clay said. He was walking ahead of us, cutting a path through the overgrown
brush, maybe being helpful, more likely so he wasn't walking with me. "I never said I'd go.”

"Yes, you did. At Christmas. | had to hunt you down to ask you." Nick turned to me. "He barely
showed his face the whole week the Pack was at Stonehaven. He was holed up with his books and
papers. He kept expecting you to show up and when you didn't—" At alook from Clay, Nick stopped.
"Anyway, you did say you'd come skiing. | asked you and you grunted something that sure sounded like

ayes"



"Huh."

Exactly. Just like that. Okay, it wasn't really ayes, but it wasn't ano either. So you owe mea
trip. The three of uswill go. Where do you want to go when thisisal over, Elena?’

"Toronto" was on thetip of my tongue, but | didn't say it. Squashing Nick's plans when he was
trying so hard to smooth things over waslike telling your kid there was no Santa Claus just because you
had abad day at work. It wasn't fair and he didn't deserve it.

"Well see” | sad.

Clay looked sharply over his shoulder and met my eyes. He knew exactly what | meant. With a
scowl, he shoved abranch out of the way, then stalked off to find a place for his Change.

"I'm not surethisis such agood ideg," | said to Nick after Clay was gone. "Maybe | should wait
inthecar.”

"Come on. Don't do that. Y ou can blow off some steam. Just ignore him."

| agreed. Well, | didn't actudly agree, but Nick took off before | could argue and he had my car
keys.

Just ignore Clay. Good advice. Redlly, redly good advice. For practicality, though, it ranked up
there with telling an acrophobic "just don't ook down.”

When | stepped from the thicket after my Change, Clay wasthere. He stood back, nose
twitching. Then hismouth fell open, tonguelolling out in awolf-grin asif we'd never argued. | searched
for my own anger, knowing it should be there, but unableto find it, asif I'd Ieft it in the thicket beside my
discarded clothes.

| eyed Clay for amoment, then cautioudy started to skirt around him. | was almost past him
when he twisted and lunged sideway's, grabbing my hind leg and yanking it out from under me. Asl
tumbled down, he jumped on top of me. We rolled through the underbrush, knocking into a sapling and
sending asquirrel scampering for asteadier perch, chattering its annoyance asit ran. When | finaly got

out from under him, | leapt to my feet and ran. Behind me, Clay crashed through the brush. After no



more than ten yards, | heard ayelp, then felt the ground shudder as Clay fell. | glanced over my shoulder
to see him snapping and tugging at avine caught around hisforepaw. | dowed to turn around and go
back for him, then saw him break free and lungeinto arun. Redizing | waslosing my lead, | turned
forward and plowed into something solid, somersaulting over it and into a patch of nettles.

| looked up from my crash landing to see Nick standing over me. With agrowl and as much
dignity as| could muster, | got to my feet. Nick stood back and watched, eyeslaughing as | disentangled
mysalf from the nettles. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Clay sneak up behind Nick. He crouched,
forequarters down, rear end in the air. Then he pounced, knocking Nick flying into the nettles. As Nick
was struggling to stand, | walked by him with a"servesyou right” snort. He grabbed my foreleg and
yanked me down. Wetusded for aminute before | managed to get free and dart behind Clay.

While Nick extricated himself from the nettles, Clay rubbed his muzzle against mine, hot breeth
ruffling the fur around my neck. Nick walked around us, rubbing and sniffing a gregting. When he lingered
too long sniffing near my tail, Clay growled awarning and he backed off.

After acouple of minutes, we pulled gpart and began to run, Clay and | jostling for the lead,
Nick content to stay at our hedls. Theforest was rife with smells, including the musky scent of deer, but
most of it was old trails and long-dried spoor. Wed gone about ahalf mile before | caught the scent we
wanted. Fresh deer. With aspurt of energy, | raced forward. Behind me, Nick and Clay ran through the
woods in near silence. Only therustle of dead undergrowth benegth their feet betrayed them. Then the
wind changed and drove the scent of deer full in our faces. Nick yelped and raced up beside me, trying
to take thelead. | snapped at him, catching a chunk of dark fur as he scrambled out of my way.

Asl dedt with Nick, | realized Clay wasn't right behind us. | dowed, then turned and went back.
He was standing about twenty feet away, nose twitching as he sniffed the air. As| loped over, he caught
my eye and | knew why he'd stopped. We were close enough. It wastimeto plan. It might seem silly to
think of deer as dangerous, but we're not human hunters who never get within ahundred feet of their
prey. A dash of antlers can lay awolf open. A well-aimed hoof can split askull. Therewas atwelve-inch

scar on Clay'sthigh where held had hisflank diced by ahoof. Even red wolves know that a deer hunt



requires caution and planning.

Planning obvioudy didn't mean discussing the matter, snce such high-level communication was
impossible aswolves. Unlike humans, though, we had something better: ingtinct and a brain ingrained with
patterns that had proven successful for thousands of generations. We could assess the Situation, recal a
plan, and communicate it with alook. Or, at least, Clay and | could. Like many werewolves, Nick either
wasn't in tune with the messages hiswolf brain sent or his human brain didn't trust them. It didn't matter.
Clay and | werethe Alphapair there, so Nick would follow orders without needing an explanation.

| walked to the east, sniffed the air and caught the deer's scent again. A lone stag. That meant we
didn't have to worry about cutting adeer from aherd. Still, a stag was more dangerous than adoe,
especidly onewith afull set of antlers. Clay moved up beside me and sniffed for the deer, then caught my
eyewith alook that said "what the hell, you only live once." | snorted my agreement and walked back to
Nick. Clay didn't follow. He dipped into the forest again and vanished. The plan was set.

Nick and | circled through the woods, getting downwind before following the scent again. We
found the stag grazing in athicket. As Nick waited for the signal, he nudged me and rubbed against me,
whining too low for the buck to hear. | growled low in my throat and he stopped. The stag lifted its head
and looked around. When it returned to its feeding, | crouched and sprang. The deer paused only a
millisecond before leaping over the bushes and bresking into agallop. Nick and | tore after it, but the gap
between us and the deer grew. Wolves are distance runners, not sprinters, and our only chance to catch
arunning deer from behind isto wear it down.

As often happened, the deer made the fatd error of throwing his energy into the opening spurt.
We hadn't gone far when he started to dow, wheezing and snorting for breath, too frightened to pace
himsdlf. | was getting winded, too, having dready expended afair amount of energy finding and chasing
the stag. What kept me going was the smell of the buck, the musky, tantalizing odor that made my
somach rumble.

| found Clay's scent in the air, and ran the deer toward him by veering out one way with ashort

burst of speed that sent it flying in the opposite direction. Aswe ran, the stag's fear escalated into panic.



It galloped full-out, vaulting fallen trees and careering through undergrowth. The trees and bushestore at
its hide and the scent of blood seeped into the air. As we rounded a corner, Clay lunged from the bushes
and caught the deer by the nose.

The stag did to ahdt and shook its head wildly, trying to didodge Clay. Meanwhile, we caught
up. | darted under the deer and sank my teeth into its ssomach. | tasted the hot blood under alayer of fat
and my mouth began to water. Nick attacked the deer's side, lunging and biting and skittering out of the
way before the deer could am ahoof or antler in hisdirection. Clay was being tossed from sdeto side,
but he hung on. Thiswas a ploy dredged up from degpest memory: bite the face of your prey andit'll be
too busy trying to freeitsdf from the most obvious danger to bother with the other attackers.

Asl| clung to the stag's underbelly, | ripped and diced, dancing on my hind legsto keep out of
hoofs reach. When I'd torn agaping hole, | released my grip and clamped down farther up. Entrails
began to dide from thefirgt hole and the sméll nearly drove me mad. Blood was aso dripping from
Nick'slightning attacks, making the stag's coat dick and difficult to grasp. | bit harder, feding my teeth
didethrough the skininto vital organs. At last the deer'sfront legs did forward. Clay released hisgrip on
itsnose and toreinto its throat. The deer thudded to the ground.

Once the deer was down, Nick backed off and found a place nearby to lie down. Clay lowered
his head and looked a me. His muzzle was stained with blood. | licked it and rubbed againgt him, fedling
the shudders of spent adrendine coursing through him. Below us, the stag's limbs were il quivering, but
itseyes stared forward, dl life gone. Aswetoreinto its Sde, steam swirled into the cool evening air. We
began to feadt, tearing off chunks of meat and gulping them whole.

When wed eaten our fill, Nick approached and began to feed. Clay walked to aclearing and
looked over his shoulder a me. | followed and dropped down beside him. Clay shifted closer, put one
paw around my neck and started to lick my muzzle. | closed my eyes as he worked. When held cleaned
the blood from my neck and shoulders, | worked on him. Once Nick finished eating, he curled up with us

and we drifted off to deep in ahuddle of intertwined limbs and varicolored fur.

*k*



We hadn't been napping long when Clay jumped up, spilling Nick and meto the ground. |
snapped awake when my head struck arock. | scrambled to my feet, tense and looking for danger. We
were donein the clearing. Night had falen, bringing with it only nocturnal sounds of nature, the calls of
the hunters and the shrieks of the hunted. | growled at Clay and started settling back down to my nap.
He knocked mein the ribswith his muzzle and made ashow of sniffing theair. | glared at him, but did as
he asked. At firg, | smelled nothing. Then the wind shifted and | knew what had made him jump up.
Someone was here. Another werewolf. Zachary Cain.

Clay was gone as soon as he knew that | understood. Behind me, Nick was still shaking off the
groggy haze of interrupted deep. | glanced back at him, then started to run, knowing he'd follow even if
he wasn't surewhy. At the edge of the clearing, Cain's smell grew stronger. | followed my noseto a
thicket nearby. The trampled and flattened grass reeked of Cain's scent. He'd been lying here, close
enough to usthat he could stick his muzzle through the brambles and watch us deep. Something about
that scenario jarred, but | wasn't sure why. The human part of me wanted to sit back and contemplate
the problem, but the wolf ingtinct shut my brain down and propelled my feet to action. Therewasan
intruder to be dedlt with.

Evenif | hesitated near the thicket, Nick didn't. He stuck hisnose in, took a deep breath, backed
out, and raced after Clay. For once, | was|€eft bringing up the rear. The other two were so far gone, |
couldn't see or hear them and had to follow Clay'strail. It wove deeper into the woods, through trees so
dense that they snuffed out the moon and stars. As good as my night vision was, | needed some light,
even reflected light, with which to work. Here there was nothing. | could make out only the looming
shapes of tree trunks and bushes, dark shadows against adarker canvas. Soowing, | put my noseto the
ground and relied on Clay'strail instead.

On the other side of the dense hollow, the trees opened up to let in some moonlight. As| picked
up speed, bushes crackled to the north, something big breaking through the undergrowth. It wasn't Clay
or Nick. Even Nick moved through the woods with more finesse than that. Leaving Clay'strall, | veered

north. I'd run about a quarter milewhen | felt the vibration of running paws hitting the ground somewhere



behind me. That was Clay and Nick. | recognized them without looking, so | didn't dow down. Sincel
was cutting the trail, though, | wasn't running asfast asthey were, and before long, | heard Clay's
rhythmic breathing at my heels. We skirted alarge outcropping of rock. Branches snapped somewhere
behind us. Twisting around, | saw a huge reddi sh-brown shadow burst from behind the rock and runin
the opposite direction.

| dug my clawsinto the soft ground to stop, then pivoted and raced after Cain. Only one pair of
footfalsfollowed: Nick. Clay was gone, taking another route in hopes of cutting Cain off like he had the
gtag. Cain followed thetrail I'd cut, looping back the way held come. After aquarter mile, he swerved to
the east. He was heading for the road, hoping to escape. | shot forward and got close enough for histail
hairsto brush my muzzle. Then my paw caught on an indentation in the ground, not ahole or anything
large enough to make metrip, just the barest change in eevation that dowed me down enough for Cain
to get that extrafoot ahead. Nick raced up from behind me. As he started to overtake me, | eased back
to conserve my energy. Ahead, the forest opened up as we approached the road. | swung to the left,
hoping to gain afew feet by anticipating Cain'sroute. He didn't turn, though. He kept running, back into
the forest.

Seeing what Cain was doing, | looked ahead and saw a clearer patch of land to the northwest.
When Cain didn't head that way, | did. Nick stayed on Cain'stail, not so much trying to catch him as
hoping to run him into the ground. My path led to arocky hill. As| climbed it, | picked up traces of
Clay's scent. Theterrain got rougher as | ran, dowing me and making me curse my choice of shortcuts.
Halfway up the hill, my forepaw dipped on some stones, one of them sharp enough to dice through my
foot pads. | grunted, but kept moving. Once | was at the top of the hill, my effort seemed worthwhile.
From here | could look down and see the wholeterrain. To the east, | caught aflash of gold as Clay
weaved through the trees. Asanearly black wolf Nick wasn't so easy to spot at night, but after a
moment, | saw some trees shake below me. | followed the path of the rustling trees and bushes. They
were coming thisway. | traced the line of their route and moved to the spot where | guessed they'd come

out. | was rewarded by the crashing of undergrowth directly in front of me. Seconds later, amassve



shape shot through the brush.

Seeing mein his path, Cain stopped. He growled and dropped his head. His green eyes blazed
and hisdark blond fur stood on end, adding a couple inchesto his Size. The extra sze was superfluous;
Cain didn't need it to look imposing. Asahuman, he stood over six-five, with the shoulders and sheer
bulk of an dl-star quarterback. Asawolf, he was literally more than twice my size. | pulled back my lips
and snarled, but felt about as threstening as a Pomeranian facing down apit bull. One part of my brain,
soaring on adrenaline, ingsted | could take Cain, whatever the size difference. Another part wondered
where the hell Nick and Clay were. The loudest part just shouted: Run, you idiot, run!

As| wasthinking this, Cain suddenly turned and . . . ran. For amoment, | couldn't move, unable
to believe my eyes. Cain was running? From me? No matter how much my ego liked to think he was
afrad of me, common sense told me otherwise. So why did he bolt? Again, my wolf instincts wouldn't let
my brain ponder the question. As Cain disappeared down the hill, my ingtincts kicked in and | started
after him.

I'd gone maybe a dozen feet when something landed on my back, knocking my legs from under
me. | twisted to see Clay standing over me. | tried scrambling to my feet, but he held me down. Was he
crazy? Cain was getting away. | snapped a him, catching hisforeleg in my jaws and clamping down,
growling. He grabbed me under the throat and pinned me. With each second, | pictured Cain getting
farther away. | struggled, but Clay fought back and kept me down. Findly, | knew it wastoo late. Cain
was gone. For asecond, Clay hesitated. Then he bounded off, not after Cain, but in the opposite
direction. When | was back on my feet, | raced after him. | followed his scent fifty feet to aclearing
where | could smdl hisclothing. Thiswaswhere wed first Changed. | poked my muzzle through the
undergrowth to see Clay in the midst of his Change, his back arched, his skin throbbing and pulsing, too
immersed in the transformation to notice me. | paused, uncertain. Then | found my own clothesand
Changed back.

When | stormed from the clearing, Clay was dready there.

"Where'sNick?' Clay said before | could say anything. "Goddamn it! He's got the keys. Wasn't



heright behind you?'
"Wheat are you talking about?'

Clay strode into the bushes, looking around. "Don't you get it? He was distracting us, keeping us

"Nick?'

"Cain." Clay was out of sight now, only hisvoice echoing from the forest. "We were adeep and
he didn't attack us. We chased him and he didn't fight or try to escape. He just kept usgoing in circles.
Nicholad!"

"But why—"

"Jeremy. They've gone after Jeremy. Goddamn it! They've probably been watching the house
and we didn't even—Thereyou arel”

"Hold on," Nick's voice emerged from the darkness. ""Can | have asecond to do up my pants?"

Clay crashed from the bush, dragging Nick by one arm. "To the car. Both of you. Move!™

We moved.

Ambush

Ontheway to Bear Vdley, Clay drove, Nick took the backseat, and | sat up front where the
safety restraints were better. As|'d feared, the Camaro wasn't eager to restart. When it hesitated, Clay
rammed the gas peda to the floor, revved the engineinto the red zone, then dammed the gearshift into
reverse, ignoring the clanking sounds coming from under the hood. Forced into a battle of wills, the car
surrendered and meekly let him drive the shit out of it all theway to Bear Vdlley.

"No, take the next exit," | said as Clay started turning off the first road to Bear Valey. "Head for
the east end. To the hotel "

"Hotd?'



"Theré's no sense chasing our tailsdl over Bear Valey if the mutts haven't even left their hotel
room. If they are gone, maybe | can track them from there.”

Clay's handstightened on the steering whedl. | knew he was certain the mutts had gone after
Jeremy and checking the hotel only meant precious minuteslogt. Still, it made sense. Instead of answering
me, he veered back onto the highway, darting in front of afully loaded logging truck. | closed my eyesfor
therest of theride.

When we got to the motor lodge, Clay whipped the car into the handicapped spot beside the
lobby and wasflying out of his seat before the engine died. | grabbed the car keys from theignition and
went after him. Thistime, he made no effort to fool the desk clerk. Luckily, there wasn't anyone behind
the desk. Clay ran up the stairstwo at atime. At LeBlanc's room, he snapped the freshly repaired lock
and barreled through the door without waiting to see if anyone was on the other side. | was mounting the
last steps when he came out.

"Gone," he said, pushing past me back down the stairs. About halfway down, heredized | was
gtill going up and turned around. "1 said, they're gone.”

"Thisisn't the only room," | said. "Marsten wouldn't be caught dead camping out on anyone's
floor."

Clay growled something, but | was aready heading down the hall, pausing at each door and
trying to pick up Cain'sor Marsten's scent. Clay came back up the stairs and strode down the hall
toward me.

"Wedon't havetime—"

"Thengo," | said. "Just go."

Hedidn't. Three rooms past LeBlanc's, | stopped.

"Can," | sad, reaching for the door handle.

"Got it. Kegp moving and find Margten's.”

Marsten had the next room down. While Clay was still checking Cain'sroom, | broke open

Marsten's door and walked inside. Except for the Italian leather suitcase in the corner, the room looked



uninhabited. The bed was made, the tables were spotless, and the towelswere dl neatly hung on the
rack. Definitely Karl Marsten'sroom. If he had to stoop to taking aroom in the Big Bear Motor Lodge,
he wouldn't spend any more time there than necessary. | was about to leave the room when | caught
another familiar scent.

"Jeremy," Clay said from behind me as he stepped into the room.

"He'sgone," | said. "He must have been here checking things out.”

Clay nodded and brushed past me on hisway out the door. We went back to the car. Next,
Clay cruised the parking lotslooking for the Mercedes or the Acura. Actudly, "cruise" ismideading; |
should say heripped into the lots, circled around sharp enough to induce whiplash, and tore out again. In
the parking lot behind Drake's Family Wesar, we found Marsten's Acura.

| was only guessing that the Acurabelonged to Marsten, but it was a pretty safe bet. LeBlanc
may have had a steady income while he was living in Chicago, but by the looks of his hotel room, he
wasn't shelling out the big bucks on luxury carsthese days. Marsten, on the other hand, was very
successful a hiscareer . . . if you call thievery a career. Stealing was the number one occupation among
mutts. Their lifestyle didn't encourage them to stay in one town long enough to settleinto ajob. Evenif
they were inclined to lay down roaots, it wouldn't last. The Pack routinely rousted mutts who seemed to
be sttling into anon-nomeadic lifestyle. Making ahome for oneself meant claiming territory and only the
Pack could claim territory. So most mutts wandered from city to city, stedling enough to stay dive. Some
did better than that. Marsten specidized in jewds, namely jewd s from the necks and bedrooms of londly
middle-aged dowagers. He had money and he considered himsdlf a cut above other werewolves. It
didn't matter to the Pack that he could spesk five languages and didn't touch wine younger than he was.
A mutt was amuit.

Clay dowed down behind the Acura, then hit the gas, and swung from the parking lot.

"We arent tracking them?" Nick asked, leaning over the sedt.

"| don't care where they are. | care where Jeremy is.”

We found Antonio's Mercedes a couple blocks away in the paper-mill parking lot. Thistrail was



easy for meto follow, the scents being so familiar that | could et my brain process on autopilot while |
concentrated on looking ahead for clues.

Thetrail looped past the local newspaper office, The Donut Hole, the warehouse where the rave
had been held, and a country-and-western bar just off the main street. | could follow Jeremy'slogic as
we passed each point: the paper for late-breaking news, the coffee shop for gossip, and the warehouse
for any overlooked clues. The tavern was abit trickier, until 1 picked up the acrid scent of stale urine
where Cain had pissed on the rear wall, presumably after around of drinking the night before. From
there, the trail headed back toward the paper mill where Antonio's car was parked.

"They're heading back," Nick said. "I bet we just missed them." We went about five stepswhen
acat hissed at usfrom apile of garbage. Nick hissed back. The cat's eyes narrowed, tail shooting up into
an affronted exclamation mark.

"Leavethekitty done" | said. "Hestoo skinny to be more than amouthful and astringy one a
that."

Asl turned, | saw something sticking out from under the bags of garbage. At first it looked like a
row of four pale pebbles peeking out from between two bags. The sight was so out of placethat |
stepped toward it, ignoring the reek of garbage that overpowered everything else. As| drew closer, |
redlized what | wasredly seeing: fingertips.

"Shit," | muttered. "L ook at this. Either those mutts are getting cardess with their kills or they're
leaving them lying around on purpose.”

"Twenty bucks on the latter," Clay said.

He stepped forward and nudged the top bag back for a better view. The fingertips were attached
to ahand, which was attached to an arm. As Clay heaved the bag up, the lower bag did out and the
body tumbled to the ground. It rolled onto its back. The man's head lolled to the side at an impossible
angle, neck broken. Unruly red hair glittered even in the dark.

"Peter,” | whispered.

"No," Clay sdid. "Jeremy. No!"



Clay shot off into the darkness, running footsteps echoing down the dley. Nick's eyes widened
and met mine. Then something behind them clicked as he remembered that Jeremy hadn't been the only
one with Peter. He raced after Clay. | paused to hide Peter's body, then ran after them, my heart
pounding so hard | couldn't breathe, gasping and choking for air as| ran. Twenty feet away, | saw apool
of thick red glimmering under the sick light of ahalf-dead light. Fromiit, trails of blood tentacled out, then
converged in asingle thread leading into the distance. | followed thetrail. Ahead, Nick'swhite shirt
bobbed against the blackness. | could hear Clay'sfootfals, but couldn't see him. The blood trad wove
around two corners. As | wheeled around the second, | saw Clay and Nick just ahead, both stopping
and circling back. They'd run past thetrail, which ended in apuddle of blood just past the corner.

| bent, put afinger to the blood, then lifted it to my nose.

"Isit?" Clay asked.

"Jeremy's," | whispered.

"And there's plenty more hereif you'd like a closer look," adeep voice said.

Clay's head shot up. Welooked around, then saw aloading dock to our right. Clay hopped onto
the three-foot-high ledge and disappeared into the darkness of the opening. Nick and | followed. At the
back of the loading dock, Jeremy sat in the corner, propping his right leg on abroken crate as Antonio
tore trips from his shirt. Aswe approached, Jeremy lifted hisleft arm to push his bangs back from his
face, then winced and used hisright hand insteed, letting the left fall awkwardly to hisside. "Areyou
okay?' | asked.

"Peter'sdead,” Jeremy said. "We were ambushed.”

"We were heading back to the car,” Antonio said as he added another layer of bindingsto
Jeremy'sleg. "l took off to find abathroom. Five minutes. | must have barely turned the corner and—"
He kept hiseyes on histask, but salf-reproach leached from every word. "Less than five minutes. While
I'm taking a damned piss-bresk—"

"They were waiting for an opportunity,” Jeremy said. "Any of us could have turned our back for a

moment and they would have attacked the other two."



Antonio glanced over his shoulder as he worked. "The new one, the mutt that killed Logan,
attacked Jeremy with aknife.

"A knife?' Clay glanced at Jeremy for affirmation, asdisbelieving asif Antonio had said Jeremy
was attacked with an antique Howitzer. "A knife?"

Jeremy nodded.

Antonio continued, "They jumped Peter and Jeremy. No one had time to react. When | showed
up they took off. I'd have gone after them, but Jeremy was bleeding pretty badly.”

"Not that | would have let you go after them anyway," Jeremy said. "We don't havetimeto
rehash events now. We need to get things cleaned up and go.”

He started getting to hisfeet. Clay hopped over acrate and helped him up.

"We left Peter at the scene,” Jeremy said.

"l know," | said. "Wefound him."

"Inthe garbage,” Antonio said, wiping ahand over hisface. "That wasn't right. I'm sorry, but
Jeremy was bleeding and I—"

"Y ou needed to find aquick hiding spot,” Jeremy finished. "No one's blaming you for that. Well
get him now and take him home."

Clay helped Jeremy down from the dock. | moved up on hisleft Sdeto take his other arm, then
remembered it was injured and settled for walking beside him, ready to caich himif hisleg gave out. |
gave Nick my car keys and he ran ahead to back up the Camaro to the end of the alley. When we got to
the garbage heap, Antonio uncovered Peter and cleaned him off.

"Margen'sgoing to pay for this," Clay said, looking at Peter's body, hands clenching and
unclenching a hissdes. "He'sredly going to pay,”

"Margten didn't kill Peter. Danid did."

"Dan—" Clay choked on therest of the name. "Ah, shit."

*k*

| rode back to Stonehaven in Antonio's Mercedes, Sitting in the backseat with Jeremy, in case



the bleeding worsened. Antonio drovein silence. Jeremy stared out the window while holding the
bindingstight on hisleg. | tried to concentrate on something other than watching my car through the
windshield and thinking about Peter's body in my trunk. Instead, | thought about the muitts.

So it was Danid &fter al. That meant trouble. Big trouble. More than Marsten or Cain, Dani€
knew how the Pack operated, how everyonein it operated. He'd been Pack, having grown up with Nick
and Clay . . . or, more accurately, he grew up around them, "with them" sounding asif the three had been
buddies, adefinite misconception. Now, before Clay's arrival, Nick and Danidl had been
semi-playmates, thrown together by their closenessin age, like two cousins who play with each other a
family reunions because theré's no one else to hang around with. Then came Clay. | wasabit fuzzy on
the details, but I'd been told that Clay and Daniel loathed each other from the beginning. The precipitating
event seemed to have occurred when Daniel eavesdropped on Nick and Clay's conversation and raced
off to rega e the Pack with the story of Clay's expulsion from kindergarten, which had something to do
with dissecting the classroom guinea pig to see how it worked, but like | said, | was fuzzy on the
details—when | asked Clay about it, al held say was"it was dready dead,” which was apparently
supposed to explain everything. Whatever the story, it embarrassed Jeremy, who'd been fudging the
details when explaining to the otherswhy Clay's school career had lasted only a month. By upsetting
Jeremy, Daniel had earned Clay's eternd rancor.

In the yearsto follow the rel ationship between the two only grew more acrimonious as Daniel
and Clay fought for supreme position among the younger generation. Or, | should say, Danidl fought for
it. Clay smply assumed it was his and squashed Danidl's aspirations with the lazy contempt of someone
batting away amaosquito. When the three were in their early twenties, Jeremy became Alpha. | may have
given theimpression that this was a bloodless ascension. It wasn't. Seven members of the Pack backed
Jeremy and four didn't, including Daniel and his brother Stephen. The dissension crescendoed when
Stephen tried to assassinate Jeremy. Clay killed him. Danid inssted his brother had been innocent and
that Clay had murdered him to quell opposition to Jeremy's leadership. When Jeremy was confirmed

Alpha, Daniel decided there wasn't aplace for him in the new Pack.



Unfortunately for al, that wasn't the end of the story. Even if they were no longer Pack brothers,
Danid and Clay had had plenty of run-ins sncethat time. After | came along, things got even worse.
Daniel decided he absolutely had to have me, if only because | "belonged” to hisarchriva. When Daniel
first approached me, | even thought he was a decent guy. | believed his stories about being mistreated
and maigned by Clay—at the time | was quite happy to believe anything bad about Clay. Oneday | was
in San Diego with Antonio ddlivering awarning to another mutt and, knowing Daniel had been living there
afew months, | dipped away from Antonio to say hello to Danid. When | got to his apartment, | caught
him trying to hide awoman in the closat. It wouldn't have been so bad if the woman was lill dive.
Apparently, she had been, right up until | rang the doorbell, upon which Daniel snapped her neck and
tried to Stuff her into acloset so | wouldn't find him with someone. After that, I'd put alot more credence
in Clay'swarnings about Danid.

Thewoman in the closet wasn't the first of Danid'skills. When held [ eft the Pack, held
abandoned its teachings and become aman-killer. Like al successful—and long-lived—man-killing
mutts, Daniel learned the trick to killing humans, the sametrick awolf useswhen confronted with alarge
herd of prey: cull from the edges. If you stick with the margindized—the drug users, the teenage
runaways, the progtitutes, the homeless—you stand a good chance of getting away with it. Why?
Because nobody gives adamn. Oh sure, they say they do, the police and the politicians and everyone
who's supposed to uphold justice, but they redlly don't. People can vanish and, so long asthey stay gone,
nobody will care. I'm not talking about third-world dictatorships or even American metropolisesinfamous
for their crimerates. Vancouver had over twenty prostitutes disappear from a single neighborhood before
authorities began to suspect a problem. Trust me, if these women had been students at the University of
British Columbia, people would have perked up awhole lot quicker. That's where Thomas LeBlanc went
wrong, picking the daughters and wives of middle-classfamiliesashis prey. If held stuck to hookersand
runaways, hed till be doing abooming businessin Chicago. In dl my arguments with Jeremy over the
unfairness of the Pack's hierarchical system, 1'd upheld the human democratic mode for comparison,

where everyone was supposedly equally important. It was bullshit, of course. Even though the Pack had



adrict hierarchy, it would never let even the death of its omega member go unavenged.

Back at the house, Jeremy asked me to help dress hiswounds. Maybe he assumed I'd be a
gentler, more tolerable nurse than the men. Right. Jeremy may not have known much about women, but
he'd learned enough about this particular one never to mistake me for Betty Crocker, Martha Stewart, or
Forence Nightingale. More likely he thought that, given the choice between nursng and gravedigging, I'd
be much happier donning a cute little white hat and dress. My last graveside episode wasn't one| cared
to repeat any sooner than necessary. At least if | waslooking after Jeremy, | could block out what was
going on inthe back field.

Normally, Jeremy would be the one doing the nursing. He was the Pack doctor. No, that wasn't
atime-honored role passed down through generations of werewolves. It was something Jeremy took on
when, asachild, Clay jumped five stories down a department-store elevator shaft (don't ask) and
fractured hisarm in severa places. Not wanting to risk Clay's future mobility on amakeshift splint,
Jeremy took him to adoctor. Although he was careful, citing religious reasons for not wanting blood
work and other routine lab tests done, the doctor did them anyway. The results might have gone ignored,
having little to do with abroken arm, but a bored lab technician on the night shift spotted something
peculiar in the workups and called Jeremy at two am. Werewolf blood is screwed up. Don't ask mefor
the exact details—I barely passed tenth-grade biology. All | know isthat we aren't supposed to let
anyone draw and analyze our blood. Whatever the technician saw in Clay's workup made him think Clay
had some life-threatening condition and he ordered Jeremy to bring Clay to the hospital immediately. The
upshot of the whole mess was that both the technician and Clay'sfile were missing when the day shift
arrived. After that, Jeremy bought and studied a shelf full of medical books. A few years ago | made the
mistake of giving him acopy of the . John Ambulance Official Wilderness First Aid Guide. HEd
liked it so much he had me buy copiesfor al of us so we could keep them in our glove boxes and fix our
own emergency amputations. Call meawimp, but if | ever lose alimb and theré's no one around, I'm a

goner, even if the guide does have wonderful ingtructions (complete with helpful illustrations) for tying off



theinjury with astick and a plastic garbage bag.

"Legfirg?' | asked Jeremy ashetook hisbox of medica suppliesfrom the bathroom closst.

"Arm. I'll get the bonein place. Y ou splint it."

That didn't sound too bad. Jeremy sat on thetoilet seat and | crouched beside him aswe
worked. It was a clean break, not an open fracture, so there wasn't any of that nasty pulling the bone
back under the skin stuff required. The break was just below hiselbow. After hegot it realigned, |
placed the padded splint under hisarm. Then | got the bandageroll out. Following Jeremy'singtructions,
| bound it first below his elbow, then above hiswrist. Then | fashioned ading to keep hisarm devated. It
took awhile, but it wasfairly easy . . . compared to what he wanted me to do next.

"You'l needto gtitch up my leg,” he said.

"Sttch...?"

"l can't do it with one hand." He stood and |eaned againgt the vanity, undoing hisjeanswith his
good hand, then struggling to get them off. "I could use some help with this, too, if it's not too much to

"Sure" | said. "Undressing men, I'm good at. Sewing people up, though, is questionable. Maybe
the cut isn't that bad.”

| unwound the blood-soaked strips of Antonio's shirt from Jeremy'sthigh. The skin and muscle
parted like the Red Sea, an even more gpt analogy considering the gush of blood that streamed out. | had
no problem seeing Jeremy with his pants off, but thisinterna view was more than | wanted to see of
anyone.

"Grab the facecloth," he said, Sitting quickly and shoving atowel againgt the gash.

| wet the cloth, cleaned the wound, then applied antiseptic. | didn't work asfast as| should have,
and by thetime | wasfinishing, blood was gushing over my fingers.

"Get thetape," Jeremy said. "No, not that tape. The other—right.”

Using the tape and some fancy maneuvering, we got the blood flow stopped before Jeremy

passed out. He took something that looked remarkably like a needle and thread from the kit and handed



ittome.

"Stop backing away, Elena. It's not going to bite. Take the needle and start. Don't think about it.
Just try to make areasonably sraight line."

"Sounds easy, but you never saw my home economics projects.”

"No, but I've had the privilege of experiencing your haircuts. As| said, try to make astraight

line"
"I dwayscut your hair sraight.”
"If I hold my head on acertain angle, it's perfectly Sraight.”
"Watchit. I'vegot aneedle.”
"And maybeif | get you mad enough, you'l actudly jab mewith it and get to work before | bleed

| took the hint. Despite what Jeremy said, it was not like sewing fabric nor could | pretend that it
was. Cloth doesn't bleed. | concentrated on doing agood job, knowing that if | didn't, I'd be razzed
about Jeremy's crooked scar for therest of my life. It was nearly donewhen | felt arush of anger that
some mutt had dared do thisto Jeremy, which made me think about how it had happened, which made
me remember that Peter was dead. First Logan. Now Peter. Of all the Pack, they deserved it least.
Jeremy never sent them to roust or kill any mutts, not even to deliver warnings. Their deaths weren't
about revenge. They weren't about taking out the Pack's strongest fighters. Logan and Peter had been
killed to make us sit up and take notice. Nothing more. My hands started to clench. The old serpent of
rage started moving through me. | stopped, inhaled, and started again, but couldn't steady my fingers.

"So we're up againgt three experienced muitts," Jeremy said, breaking into my thoughts.

| swallowed back the clot in my throat and played aong with the distraction. "Plus a |east one
new one."

"I haven't forgotten, though I'm more concerned about the experienced ones. Y es, they're
good—my arm and leg prove that—but they're not on the same playing field as Danid."

| broke off the thread. " That's because you know Danid. And even if you don't know Marsten



and Cain equally well, you know what to expect from them because they're like you. They think like you,
they react like you, they kill like you. These new ones don't. Werewolves don't strangle people. That's
how LeBlanc killed Logan and he succeeded because it's the last thing Logan would have expected.
Then he pulled aknife on you. Y ou'd expect that as much as a samurai would expect akick inthe balls.
That'swhy LeBlancisdill dive. Hethrew you off balance. If—"

"Weve dug the grave," Antonio said, coming into the bathroom. "I'm sorry. Did | interrupt
something?'

"Nothing that can't befinished later," Jeremy said, getting to hisfeet and testing the stitches.

When they didn't burst apart or gush blood, he nodded. "Perfect. I'll get dressed and we'll go out.”

Conviction

| went to Peter's burid Stewith Jeremy. It wasn't something | particularly wanted to do, with my
last graveside breakdown less than thirty-six hours old. Nor did Jeremy need my help making sure the
grave waswell conceded. He did, however, need my help in another way, though held never have
admitted it or asked for it. With hisleg freshly stitched, he wasin no shape for walking without a
supporting arm. So | helped him out to the backyard, though to an onlooker it would have appeared that
Jeremy was the one helping me. That wasn't unintentiona. The Pack Alpha could not show weakness,
even if hewasfresh from afight for hislife. Not that any of uswould ever seize an opportunity to
challenge Jeremy for leadership. Y et because the Pack placed its Alphain total control, the ideathat he
might not be up to the task, even temporarily, would throw the whole Pack off balance.

Although Jeremy had to bein tremendous pain, he never showed it. He accepted my arm going
to and from the grave site, but never put more than the minimum amount of weight on it. Only when we
were heading back to the house did he pause for a second, presumably to catch his breath, though he

pretended to be checking a crumbling stonein the garden wall.



"l guess we should grab some degp now,” | said, feigning ayawn. "1 know | could useit.”

"Goon," Jeremy said. "Y ou've had arough couple of days. | want to discuss what we found in
Bear Valey before we were ambushed, but | can fill you in tomorrow."

"Everyone's probably exhausted. We can meet in the morning, can't we? | wouldn't want to miss
anything."

"I'd like to get through it tonight. If you want to be there, claim the couch and you can doze while
wetak."

Okay, forget subtlety. Full-frontal-assault time. " You need to deep. Y our leg hasto bekilling
you, not to mention your arm. No one's going to think anything'swrong if you delay the meeting until
tomorrow."

"l can handleit. Don't grind your teeth like that, Elena; I'm not qudified to do dental work. If you
want to help, you can round up the others and get them into the studly, if they're not dready there.”

"If youd like meto redly help, | can knock you unconscious until morning.”

He gave me awry hdf smilethat said my suggestion sounded more tempting than he cared to
admit. "How about acompromise? Y ou can help by rounding up the others and fixing me adrink,
preferably adouble."

Before the ambush, Jeremy's information gathering had confirmed what Clay and | knew, that we
had three muttsin Bear Valey. Hed aso learned afew additiond bits of information. Marsten had
actually been thefirst of the threeto arrive, before Cain and LeBlanc. He'd checked into the Big Bear
three days ago, meaning he'd been in town before Brandon's degth. After afew twenties|oosened the
desk clerk's powers of recall, hed remembered a young man matching Brandon's description visiting
Margten at the hotel severd times. Any doubt that Brandon had been involved with the others was now
gone. | wondered if Marsten had been at the rave that night, enjoying awhiskey and soda as he watched
Brandon and me, his scent and form hidden away in adark, smoky corner. Yes, | was sure hed been

there. He'd seen Brandon start his Change, realized what was about to happen and dipped out before



the chaos erupted, abandoning his protégé to hisfate. Mutts may have been able to form relationships
with each other, but they lasted only so long as proved advantageous to both parties. Once Marsten saw
Brandon wasin trouble, his only thought would be to get the hell out of there before he got sucked into
the mess.

Cain and LeBlanc had checked into the Big Bear the night Brandon died. Presumably they'd
ether followed Logan from Los Angeles or met him at the airport. Waylaying him in Bear Valey would
have been next to impossible. While we'd been chasing Brandon, Logan had aready been dead,
probably in the back of some rented car on hisway to Bear Vadley. Somewhere aong the way, they
must have found out from Marsten that Clay and | werein town and the prank of staging Logan's body
near our car was born. | guessed that was LeBlanc'sidea. Cain didn't have the witsto think of it and
Marsten would consider such crude humor benesth him.

—_—

It wasn't quite seven when the doorbell rang. We al looked up, Sartled by the sound. The
doorbell at Stonehaven rarely rang, the house being too remote for salesmen and Jehovah's Witnesses.
Deliverieswent to apost office box in Bear Valley. Even the Pack didn't ring the bell—except for Peter.
| think we al remembered this asit rang. No one moved until the second buzz, then Jeremy got to his feet
and |eft the room. | followed. From the dining room window we could see apolice cruiser parked in the
driveway.

"Wedon't need this" | said. "Weredly don't need this."

Jeremy shrugged off hisarm ding and tucked it into the hall stand, then grabbed Clay's sweatshirt
from the hooks. | hdped himinto it. The bulky shirt hid his splint and his pants covered his leg bandages.
His clothes were clean and unwrinkled, since hed changed only afew hours ago. That was morethan |
could say for therest of us. One glancein the hal mirror told methat | looked like hell, clothes covered
indirt and blood, face blotchy, hair knotted from lying on the sofa.

"Get the others upgtairsto dress,”" Jeremy said. "Tell Clay, Antonio, and Nick to stay up there.

Y ou can join me on the back porch.”



"It'sgoing to look suspiciousif you usher them around the house for asecond time.”

"I know."

"Invite them in and offer them coffee. Thereé's nothing here for them to see.”

"I know."

"I'll meet you inthe sudy, then?

Jeremy hesitated. Knowing he should invite the police into the house was one thing, doing it was
another. The only humans who cameinto Stonehaven were repairmen, and even that was done only
when necessary. There was nothing at Stonehaven that would make anyone suspicious, no body partsin
the freezer or pentagrams etched into the hardwood. The scariest thing in Stonehaven was my bedroom
and | had no intention of inviting any cop up there, no matter how cute he looked in uniform.

"Theliving room," he said asthe doorbell rang athird time. "Well bein the living room.”

"I'll make coffeg," | said, and left before he could change his mind.

When | got back to the living room, there were two police officers with Jeremy. The older one
was the town police chief, aburly, balding man named Morgan. 1'd seen him around town, though he
hadn't been with the search party the day before. With Morgan's arrival, things were obvioudy heeting
up, though in atown as small as Bear Vdley, having the police chief show up at your house was a cause
for concern but not panic. The other officer was young and bland-faced, the kind of guy you could see
twenty times before you remembered him. According to hisbadge, his name was O'Nell. Neither the
face nor the name triggered any recollection from yesterday, but hed likely been there. Thelook he gave
me indicated he remembered me, though he seemed disappointed to find me fully dressed. At least |
came bearing coffee. Jeremy and Morgan were discussing someloca native land claim. Jeremy leaned
back in achair, feet on the ottoman, broken arm resting so casuadly againgt hisleg no onewould guessit
was gplinted. Hisface wasrelaxed, eyes dert and interested, asif he had policemen in his home every
day and not only knew about the land claim, but was deeply concerned over it, mirroring the police

chief's opinions with the ease of aconsummate con artist. The younger officer, O'Nell, was unabashedly



gawking around the room, taking in al the detailsto relate later to curiousfriends.

Conversation stopped when | entered. | set up the tray on an end table and started pouring
coffee like a perfect hostess.

"Oh, | don't drink tea," Morgan said, eyeing the silver coffegpot asif it might bite.

"It'scoffee" Jeremy said with a sdlf-effacing amile. "Y ou'll have to excuse us. We don't have
many guests, so Elena hasto use the tegpot.”

O'Nell leaned forward to take his coffee from me. "Elena. That's a pretty name."

"It'sRussan, isnt it?' Morgan said, eyes narrowing.

"Could be" | said, smiling brightly. "Cream and sugar?"

"Three sugars. | didn't see your husband around. Ishe deeping in?"

| spilled scalding coffee on my hand and bit back ayelp. So Clay's maritd fabrication had
worked itsway up the rumor chain to the police chief. Wonderful, just wonderful. Common sensetold
me | should play along. After dl, Bear Valey wasn't the kind of place that tolerated awoman romping
naked in the woods with a man other than her husband. Actualy, they probably didn't tolerate
naked-forest-romping much at al, but that wasn't the point.The point was thet this " placating the local s’
was going too far. It was onething to let them into our housg, to tolerate their gawking, and to let them
think we couldn't tell ateagpot from a coffegpot, but to officialy confirm the rumor that | was married to
Clay?Branding meforever in Bear Valley as Clay'swife? Uh-uh. A girl'sgot to have limits.

"Yes, hesdegping in,” Jeremy said before | could speak. "Elenas aways up early to get his
breakfast ready."

| shot him aglareto say held pay for that. He pretended not to notice, but | could see the
glimmer of laughter in hiseyes. | dumped five sugarsin his coffee. Hed haveto drink it. After al, it would
be impolite not to partake of socid beverageswith hisvisitors.

"Likel said,” Morgan began. "l apologize for coming to see you folks so early in the morning, but
| thought you'd want to know. Mike Braxton wasn't killed on your property. Coroner's one hundred

percent certain on that. Somebody killed him & sawhere and dumped him on your land.”



"Somebody?* Jeremy said. "Do you mean a person, not an animal ?*

"Well, I'd il say it wasan anima, but one of the human variety. Doesn't make ahell of alot of
senseto us. The other two were definitely animd kills, but the coroner says Mike's throat was dashed
with aknife, not teeth.”

"What about the paw prints?' | hated to ask, but we had to know what the police were thinking.

"Wefigurethey'refake. Whoever planted the body stamped them into the ground to make it
look like another dog kill. Guy made amistake, though. They weretoo big. That wasthetip-off. Dogs
don't get that big. Wdll, my son saysthere's some kind of dog, amastiff or something, that might leave a
print like that, but we don't have any of those around here. Our hounds and shepherds don't grow that
big, no matter how much we feed them. Y ou'l recdl | said yesterday that Mike left amessage with
someone saying he was coming here. Turns out, heleft it with the fellow's wife, who now says she
thought Mike sounded 'funny,’ not like himself, but she figured maybe it was a bad phone connection.
Seemsfair to assume Mike didn't leave the message at dl. Whoever killed him must have left it to make
surewe hightailed it out to your place and found the body. Put al that together and I'm damned—sorry,
maam—darned sure we've got a human killer."

"So we don't have wild dogsin our forest," Jeremy said. "That'sardief, though | can't say |
prefer theideaof ahuman killer on theloose. Do you have any leads?"

"We'reworking onit. Likely someone Mike knew. Mike was agreat guy and al but—" Morgan
paused, asif thinking twice before speaking ill of the dead. "Weve dl got our problems, don't we?
Enemies and such." Another pause. A dow sip of coffee. "How about you folks? Any ideawhy someone
would dump Mike's body on your property?*

"No," Jeremy said, hisvoice unruffled but firm. "1 was wondering about that mysdif.”

"Y ou haven't made any enemiesin town? Maybe had afdling out with someone?!

Jeremy gave asmdll amile. "As|'m sure you're aware, we aren't the most sociable bunchin
Granton County. We don't have enough contact with any of our neighborsto have afaling out with them.

Either the killer thought blaming it on the ‘outsiders would divert attention from himself or he had no



intention of involving usat dl and smply thought thiswas agood place to dump the body."

"Y ou're sure there's no one you folks have pissed off?* Morgan said, leaning forward. "Maybe
someone who thinks you owe him money? Maybe ajeal ous husband'—Morgan shot alook a me—"or
wife?"

"No and no. We don't gamble or do any businessin credit. Asfor the other, I'm certain no one
has ever seen me prowling theloca singles bars, and Elena and Clayton have neither the inclination nor
the energy to seek extramarital excitement. Bear Vdley isasmal town. If there were any rumors about
us, you'd be asking more pointed questions.”

Morgan didn't answer. Instead, he stared at Jeremy for two full minutes. Maybe thistactic
worked on sixteen-year-old vandalism suspects, but it wasn't about to break down afifty-one-year-old
Pack Alpha. Jeremy just stared back, his expression calm and open.

After afew minutes, Jeremy said, "'I'm sorry you had to make the drive out heretwo daysin a
row, but | gppreciate you coming thismorning to tell us.”

Jeremy laid aside his mug and shifted to the edge of his seat. When Morgan and O'Nell didn't
take the hint, he stood and said, "If that's everything . . ."

"Well want to search the property some more," Morgan said &t last.

"By dl means”

"We may want to question your guests.”

Morgan conducted another minute-long stare down. When Jeremy didn't so much as blink, he
heaved himsdlf to hisfest.

"A killer dumped that body on your property,” he said. "If | were you, I'd be trying damned hard
to think of who might have doneit and I'd be cdlling usif you come up with any answers.”

"I wouldn't hesitate," Jeremy said. "'l hope whoever dumped Mr. Braxton's body here hadn't any
grudge againg us, but if hedid, | wouldn't want to ignore it and wait for his next move. No one here has
any desireto tangle with akiller. Were more than happy to let the police do that.”

Morgan grunted and swigged thelast of his coffee.



"Anything dse?' Jeremy asked.

"I wouldn't be hiking in those woods for awhile."

"Weve dready stopped,” Jeremy said. "But thank you for the warning. Elena, would you see our
gueststo the door?"

| did. Neither cop said aword to me, beyond Morgan's gruff good-bye. Obvioudy, asafemale,
| wasn't worth questioning.

After the policel€eft, we redized Clay, Nick, and Antonio were gone. Had it been just Clay or
even Clay and Nick, we would have worried. Since Antonio had gone with them, though, we knew they
weren't planning any impromptu revengein Bear Vdley.

The police had been gone bardly ten minutes when the Mercedes turned into the drive. Nick
hopped out from the passenger side. | didn't notice who was driving, my attention being consumed by the
sight of the large paper bag in Nick's hand. Breakfast. Not exactly hot and steaming after the drive from
the highway diner, but | wastoo hungry to care.

Fifteen minutes later, the bag was empty, its contents reduced to the ghosts of crumbs and grease
marks on plates scattered across the sunroom table. After the meal, Jeremy explained what the police
had said. | kept expecting Clay to say something, proclaim his proven innocence and wait for meto
gpologize. He didn't. He listened to Jeremy, then helped Antonio clear the kitchen table while | escaped
to the study, ostensibly to read the newspaper they'd brought back from town.

It took exactly three minutesfor Clay to hunt me down. He walked into the study and closed the
door behind him, then stood there, watching me read, for two minutes more. When | couldn't stand it any
longer, | folded the paper noisily and tossed it aside.

"Okay, you didn't kill theman,” | said. "For once, you were innocent. But if you expect meto
gpologize for thinking you were capable of doing it—"

"I don't."

| shot him alook.



Clay continued, "I don't expect you to gpologize for thinking | could do it. Of course | could do
it. If the guy saw usrunning or Changing or threatened us, | would have killed him. But | would havetold
you. That'swhat I'm pissed off about. That you'd think 1'd sneak behind your back, hide the evidence,
and lieabout it."

"No, | guessit wouldn't occur to you that | might not want to know you did it. The thought of
sparing mewouldn't enter your head.”

"Sparing you?' Clay gave aharsh laugh. "Y ou know what | am, Elena. If | pretended otherwise,
you'd accuse me of trying to deceive you. | don't want you to come back to me because you think I've
changed. | want you to come back because you accept what | am. If | could change, don't you think I'd
have doneit for you by now? | want you back. Not for anight or afew weeks or even a couple of
months. | want you back for good. I'm miserable when you're not here—"

"Y ou're miserable because you don't have what you want. Not because you want me."

"Goddamn it!" Clay swung hisfist out, knocking a brass penholder off the desk. "Y ou won't
listen! Y ou won't listen and you won't see. Y ou know | loveyou, that | want you. Damnit, Elena, if | just
wanted a partner, any partner, do you think I'd have spent ten yearstrying to get you back? Why haven't
| just given up and found someone else?"

"Because you're stubborn.”

"Oh, no. I'm not the stubborn one. Y ou're the one who can't get past what | did no matter how
much—"

"l don't want to talk about it."

"Of course you don't. God forbid any truth should complicate your convictions."

Clay turned and strode from the room, damming the door behind him.

After Clay left, | decided to stay in the study—or hide out there, depending on the interpretation.
| perused the selection on the bookshelves. It hadn't changed in the past year. Actualy, it hadn't changed

in the past decade. A motley collection of literature and reference booksfilled the shelves. Only afew of



the reference books belonged to Clay. He bought every book and magazine related to his career, then
trashed them as soon as he finished the last word. He didn't have a photographic memory, just the
uncanny ability to absorb everything he read, making it pointlessto save any form of the written word.
Almost dl of the books belonged to Jeremy. Over haf of them weren't even in English, athrowback to
Jeremy's early career asatrandator.

Jeremy hadn't dways been able to lavish sports cars and antique beds on his adopted family.
When Clay firgt came to Stonehaven, Jeremy had been struggling to pay the heeting bills, astuation
deriving entirely from his father's spending habits and refusd to dirty his hands with any work that might
generate income. Throughout Jeremy's twenties, he'd worked as atrandator, an ideal occupation for
someone with agift for languages and atendency toward reclusion. Léater, thefinancid Stuation a
Stonehaven took a drastic upswing, owing to twin circumstances of fortune: Malcolm Danverss degth
and the launch of Jeremy's painting career. These days Jeremy sold very few paintings, but when he did,
they brought in enough cash to keep Stonehaven running for severd years.

While | waslooking for something to read, Jeremy popped in to remind meto cal Philip. | hadn't
forgotten. I'd intended to do it before dinner and didn't appreciate the reminder, asif Jeremy thought |
needed one. | didn't know how much Jeremy knew about Philip and | didn't want to know. | preferred
the ideathat when | |eft Stonehaven, | escaped to aforeign place the Pack knew nothing about. Okay, |
wasdelusond, but it was anice fantasy. | suspected Jeremy had investigated Philip, but | didn't bother to
cadl himonit. If | did, hed only clam he was protecting me from getting involved with some guy who had
three wives or ahistory of battering his girlfriends. Of course Jeremy would never do anything smply to
interferewith my life. Perish the thought.

No matter how much Jeremy knew about Philip, he didn't know how | felt about him. Again, |
had no plansto enlighten him. | knew what held say. He'd Sit back, watch me for aminute, then start
talking about how difficult my circumstances were, with Clay and being the only femae werewolf and all,
and how he didn't blame me for being confused and wanting to explore my choicesin life. Though held

never say it outright, held imply that he was certain if he gave me enough latitude to make my own



mistakes, I'd eventually seethat | belonged with the Pack. Through the whole conversation, held be
completely cam and understanding, never raising hisvoice or taking offense a anything | said.
Sometimes| think | preferred Clay's rages.

Thetruth was that | cared about Philip more than Jeremy could imagine. | wanted to go back to
him. | hadn't forgotten about him. I'd been planning to call him . . . later.

Now seemed like the perfect time for Jeremy to update us on his plans. When he didn't, no one
€l se appeared to notice. More likely, they didn't care. Werewolves raised in the Pack are brought up
with a certain set of expectations. One of those expectations was that their Alphawould look after them.
Asking Jeremy what his plans were would imply that they didn't think he had any. Even Clay, asanxious
as hewasto take action, would give Jeremy plenty of plotting time before hinting about hisplans. Such a
trugting attitude drove me crazy. Not that | didn't think Jeremy was making plans. | knew hewas. Bt |
wanted in on them. | wanted to help. When | finally dreamed up a subtle way to ask, | found him outside
with apair of revolvers. No, he wasn't going after the mutts armed like Billy the Kid. Nor was he
contemplating aquick end to his pain. He was target shooting, something he often did while he was deep
in thought—not exactly the safest method of achieving menta focus, but who am | to judge? The
revolvers were agorgeous antique pair given to him by Antonio many years ago. Along with the guns,
Antonio had given Jeremy asilver bullet inscribed with Macolm Danverssinitids, ahaf-joking
suggestion, which, of course, Jeremy never took. More serioudy, Antonio intended the gunsfor their
current purpose—marksmanship. By that time Jeremy had dready mastered the longbow and crossbow
and was looking for anew chalenge. Don't ask me why he chose marksmanship for ahobby. He
certainly never used the bows or guns off the target range. Y ou might aswell ask me why he painted.
Neither waswhat you'd cdl atypica werewolf hobby. Then again, no one had ever accused Jeremy of
being atypica werewolf. Anyway, when | went outside and saw him shooting, | decided it wasan

inopportune time to bug him about his plans. Urban surviva rule twenty-two: never annoy an armed man.

*k*



Leaving Jeremy, I'd gone upstairsfor anap. A couple of hours|ater, | awoke and headed
downgtairsfor lunch. The house was slent, dl the upstairs doors closed asif everyone else was catching
up on deep, too. As| headed for the kitchen, Clay walked out from the study. His eyes were bloodshot
and dark. Though he was exhausted, he wouldn't deep. Not now, with two Pack brothers dead, his
Alphawounded, and none avenged. Once Jeremy gave us his plans, Clay would rest, if only to prepare.

He stepped in front of me. When | tried to squeeze past him, he braced his hands on either side
of the corridor.

"Truce?' hesaid.

"Whatever."

"Lovethose definitive answers. I'll take that asayes. Not that we're done with our little
discussion, but I'll et it ride for now. Tell me when you want to pick it up again.”

"Tdl mewhen Satan gartsa snowhball fight."

"I'll do thet. Lunch?"

When | finally nodded, he stepped back and motioned for meto go into the kitchen. | could fedl
him smmering, but he'd plastered on ahappy face, so | decided to ignoreit. In acriss, we were both
capable of summoning enough maturity to know that we couldn't afford to threaten the stability of the
Pack with our fighting. Or, at least, we could fake it temporarily.

We gathered a cold med from the kitchen, filling platters with mests and breads and fruits,
knowing the others would wake up hungry. Then | sat down in the sunroom and loaded a plate. Clay did
the same. Neither of us spoke aswe ate. Although thiswasn't unusual, the silence had a dead qudlity that
made me ezt alittle faster, anxious to be done and out of the room. When | glanced over at Clay, hewas
dispatching hisfood just as quickly and with asllittle enjoyment. We were hafway through our meal when
Jeremy and Antonio walked in.

"We need groceries” | said. "I'm sure that's the last thing on everyone's mind, but it won't be
when we run out. I'll runinto town and grab some.”

"I'll call inan order,” Jeremy said. "Assuming this mess with the police hasn't changed that



arrangement. Y ou'd best pick up cash, in case my checks aren't as welcome these days. Someone will
have to go with you, of course. No one'sleaving the house done or staying here lone anymore.”

"I'll go," Clay said around amouthful of cantaloupe. "I've got a package waiting at the post
office”

"I'msureyou do,” | said.

"He does," Jeremy said. "The postman |eft a card the other day.”

"Books| ordered from the U.K.," Clay said.

"Which you need right now," | said. "For alittle light reading between maiming and killing."

"They shouldn't it at the post office," Clay said. " Someone might get suspicious.”

"Of anthropology texts?'

Antonio leaned over the table and grabbed a handful of grapes. "I've got a couple thingsto fax.
I'll go with the two of you and run interference.”

| pushed back my chair. "Wdll, then there's no need for meto go, isthere? I'm sure you guys can
handle the groceries.”

"But you're the one who wanted to go,” Clay said.

"I changed my mind."

"Youregoing," Jeremy said. "All three of you. Y ou could usethe diverson.”

Antonio grinned. "And Jeremy could use a couple hours of peace and quiet.”

When | glanced up, | swore Jeremy rolled his eyes, but the movement was so fast, | couldn't be
sure. Antonio laughed and sat down to lunch. Just as| was about to start arguing again, Antonio launched
into an anecdote about meeting amutt in San Francisco last time he was there on business. By thetime
he finished, I'd forgotten what I'd meant to say, which was probably the point of the story.

An hour later, when Antonio and Clay were calling meto the car, | remembered that | didn't
want to go and had been trying to find away out of it when Antonio had interrupted. By then, it wastoo
late. Jeremy was nowhere to be found, Antonio was waiting in the Mercedes, and Nick was ransacking

the kitchen for hislunch, cleaning out what little food remained. Someone had to get the groceries, and if



| didn't doit, I'd be cursing my stubbornness by dinnertime. So | went.

The bank was right across from the post office. Since Antonio was able to get a parking spot
right in front of the bank, | convinced them thet it was safe for meto go to the bank alonewhile Clay
went to the post office done. From his spot out front, Antonio would be able to see both Clay and me at
al times. And it shaved afew minutes from the total amount of time | had to spend running errands with
Clay.

Jeremy's bank account was aso in my name and Clay's, allowing any of usto withdraw money
for household needs. | used to have an ATM card for the account, but I'd trashed it last year when | left
Stonehaven. Now | wished | hadn't. Bear Vdley wasthe kind of town where people still used thetdlers.
Asl stood inlinefor fifteen minutes, listening to an derly man talking to the teller about his
grandchildren, | gazed longingly at the shiny, unused ATM. When he started pulling out photographs, |
began to wonder how long it would take to get anew bank machine card. With asigh, | abandoned the
idea. It would probably requirefilling out two formsin triplicate and waiting until the bank manager
returned from his hour-long coffee break. Anyway, since | would be leaving Stonehaven in a couple of
days, | wouldn't need it again.

Findly, I got up to thetdler and had to produce three pieces of signed photo ID before shed let
me withdraw a couple hundred dollars from the account. | shoved the money into my pocket, headed for
the door, and saw abrown pickup in the front parking spot. Thinking | must have been mistaken about
where Antonio parked, | walked outside and |ooked around. The spot behind the pickup was empty. In

front of it wasaBuick. | searched up and down the road. There was no sign of the Mercedes.

Prisoner

There were as many Mercedesesin Bear Valley asthere were Porsches, so | didn't need to



spend much time surveying the street to know Antonio's car wasn't there. | could imagine only two
reasons for them abandoning me. One, the meter maid had been making her rounds and neither had a
nickel for the meter. Two, they hadn't been able to see mein the bank, and when I'd been gone so long,
they thought | bolted. There was athird possibility: Clay was really pissed off at me, knocked Antonio
unconscious, and drove off, abandoning meto my fate. A nice dramatic twit, but not terribly likely.

Therewasatiny dirt parking lot behind the bank for the employees and any customers unwilling
to spend the dime-per-hour at the meters out front. | checked the lot and saw only a minivan and another
pickup. I cocked my head to listen. Even these few feet from the road, quiet had fallen, asif the buildings
lining Main Street were constructed to block al sound and limit it to the shopping didtrict. In the distance,
| heard the soft chugging of awell-tuned diesd engine. Definitely not apickup. | closed my eyesand
tuned out everything else. The Mercedes was less than afew blocks away, the sound of its engine fading,
then growing, then fading asit seemed to be moving in dow circles. Where? Logicaly, another parking
lot, where Antonio was circling, waiting for me. Had | missed some ingtruction? Was | supposed to meet
them someplace else? That didn't make sense, since Clay hadn't even wanted to let me go into the bank
aone. Well, whatever the reason, there wasn't any sense standing here thinking about it.

Narrow car tracks traced a path down an aley heading in the direction of the circling car. The
passage was muddy and barely wide enough for the compact Mercedes to traverse without scraping the
sdemirrors, yet | knew Antonio wouldn't be worried about dirt or scratches. Clay and Antonio liked
their expensive cars, but they were purdy utility pieces, designed to get them from point A to point B
with speed and comfort. Looking good wasn't a concern.

| started down the alley, sidestepping the puddles and deep muddy ruts. At one point, the dley
branched right. | didn't need to follow the car's tracks to know that it kept going straight. Navigating a
turn in these tight quarters would have taken off more than afew layersof paint. As| got farther and
farther from the main road, the aley widened and rose up on adight incline, turning from mud to gravel.
Garbage Dumpsters lined the right side of the passage, but still left enough room for the Mercedesto

pass. The drier ground only served to emphasize the amount of muddy water that had seeped into my



shoes. With each step, my sneakers squelched and my mood sank. | was getting ready to storm back to
the bank and call Jeremy for Antonio's cell number when | saw aglimmer of silver ahead. | stopped.
Over ahundred feet away, the alley ended in aweedy vacant lot. As| watched, the Mercedes drifted
past the dley opening. | waved my arms, but the car vanished behind the brick walls.

"Comeon, guys," | muttered. "What's with the hide-and-seek?'

| tromped aong in my soaked shoes, waving each time the Mercedes passed the dlley and
muttering increasingly nasty epithets each timeit didn't stop. As| went by another branching dleyway, |
heard asoft noise, but ignored it, being in no mood for idle curiosity. About ten feet later, gravel
crunched behind me and the edge of alarge shadow encroached on the left of my visonfidd. Clay. He
was downwind, but | didn't need to smel him to recognize hisflavor of practical joke,

As| whirled around, a hand grabbed the back of my shirt and sent me salling facefirst to the
ground. Okay. Not Clay.

"Get up,” avoice said as ahuge shape passed over me.

| lifted my head, spitting gravel and blood. "What? No witty riposte? No clever throwaway line?"

"Getup.”

Cain grabbed my collar again and heaved me to my feet, setting me down so hard my ankle
twisted beneath me. | made ashow of wiping the dirt from my face and running my fingers through my
hair.

"That's no way to greet agirl, Zack," | said. "No wonder you have to pay for it."

Cain stood there with hisarms crossed, saying nothing. His shoulders spanned half the passage
between buildings. Dark blond hair topped aface with bulldog features.

"Waiting for meto run?" | asked. "Or dtill trying to think up acomeback?"

He started forward. | whedled and sprinted for the end of the aley. A mutt dways stands his
ground and fights. A Pack werewolf knowswhen to run like hell. | wasn't amatch for Zachary Cain on
my best days and today certainly wasn't one of those. | was half Cain's size, but twice his speed. If |

could get to the end of the alley, | was safe. The Pack's two best fighters were there, and | wasn't



stubborn or stupid enough to refuse help. Halfway there, the Mercedes passed the dley opening again. |
lifted both armsto wave and my |eft foot hit the gravel wrong. As| fdll, the silver car dowly vanished
fromsght.

| scrambled to my feet, but it wastoo late. Again, Cain reached out and caught me by the back
of the shirt. Thistime, he swung me off the ground. My |eft foot smacked into ameta Dumpster and |
swalowed ayelp. With hisfree hand, Cain grabbed me beneath the chin and smashed me backward into
thewal. My head hit the brick, sending lightning bolts through my skull. He held me there, feet
suspended off the ground. Then he reached up and tore my shirtfront open.

"Not much to see, isthere?" | said, struggling to talk with acrushed windpipe. "I know, | know,
they can fix things like that these days. Cal me afeminist, but | think awoman'sworth should be defined
not by the size of her bugt, but—"

| rammed my fist up into his Adam'’s gpple. He grunted and stumbled back.

"—by the strength of her right hook," | said, throwing mysdlf againgt his chest before he regained
hisbalance.

Cain toppled to the ground. As heféll, | stayed on him, damming my open hand againgt his neck
and pinning him by the throat.

"Yes, | cantak and think at the sametime,” | said. "Most people can, though | suppose you
wouldn't know that from personal experience.”

With aroar, Cain swung one arm up toward me. In midair, ashoe shot down and ssomped his
hand to the ground.

"Uh-uh," Clay drawled above me. "Elends played with you long enough. It'smy turn.”

| waited until Clay moved hisfoot to Cain'sthroat, then backed off. Antonio was standing to the
Sde.

"Trap?" | asked.

Antonio nodded. "Clay saw him lurking in the dley. We figured you'd come looking for us.”

"Soyou left atrail and circled that vacant lot waiting for meto take the bait, and Cain to take me



asbait."

"Something like that."

Clay hauled Cain to hisfeet. The redness and dark circles had vanished from Clay's eyes. He
was fully awake now. Thiswaswhat held been waiting for.

Cain towered agood six inches over Clay and outweighed him by at least seventy pounds. It was
afair fight.

The two stepped back and looked at each other. Then Cain took a step left toward Clay. Clay
mirrored the maneuver, but moving forward to the right. They repeated the dance steps, gazes locked,
each watching the other for the lunge. The pattern for the ritua wasingrained in our brains. Step, circle,
watch. Towin, you either had to lunge without warning or catch the other about to lunge and sidestep. It
went on for severa minutes. Then Cain logt patience and dove. Clay dodged out of the way, grabbed
him by the waistband, and flung him into thewall. Cain recovered in a heartbeat and dammed into Clay's
chest, knocking him to the ground.

| won't detail thefight, partly becauseit would be aboring recitation of hit, jab, grunt, sumble,
recover, and partly because | wasn't watching it that closdly. | wasn't not watching because | wasn't
interested, but because | was too interested. Standing back and seeing Clay get pummelled and kicked
and dammed into walls was abit more than | could bear. Not that | didn't occasionaly want to do the
sameto him mysdlf, but thiswas different. | would have felt the same about watching any of my Pack
brothersfight. It wasn't just Clay. Redlly.

Although | wasn't watching the fight, that didn't keep me from smellingit. | smelled Cain'sblood
firgt, but Clay'sfollowed shortly. When | looked up, blood was streaming from Clay's nose and mouith,
making him cough and sputter.

Antonio and | had to stand back and watch. This was how we fought. One-on-one, no weapons,
no tricks. It wasthewolf in usthat dictated the rules of battle; the human side would goad usinto winning
at al cogts. That wasn't to say we'd stand back and watch Clay get killed. If that seemed possible,

loyalty to one's Pack brother overrode all codes of conduct. Still, therewas alot of blood and broken



bones between life and death, and until that line was crossed, we couldn't interfere.

It finally ended with Cain sprawled facedown in the gravel. When he didn't get up, | thought he
was dead. Than | saw his back risng and faling as he breathed.

"Unconscious,”" Clay wheezed, wiping his shirt over hisbloody nose. "Y ou can look now."

"l waswatching,” | said. "l turned away because | thought | heard something down the dley.”

Clay grinned and blood gushed from his split upper lip.

"Don't gart,” Antonio said. "We need to get this mutt back to Stonehaven so Jeremy can
guestion him. Elena, could you go down the aley to the car? Make sure no one's around? Clay, take the
keys and open the trunk. I'll get thisone."

As'd thought, the alley ended in avacant |ot. Once there'd been road access to the north, but
now it was barricaded with Dumpsters, leaving the long trip down the south aley asthe only way inor
out. The blocking Dumpsters | eft enough room for someone to walk through, so | went and stood by
them to watch for passersby. Behind me, Antonio and Clay loaded Cain into the trunk. Then Clay
walked over to where| was standing watch.

"You okay?' he asked.

"Other than a scraped cheek, atwisted ankle, a possible concussion, soaked snegkers, and a
ruined shirt? I'm peachy. Fed freeto use mefor bat anytime.”

"Glad you fed that way."

"Watch it or you'll have more than abloody nose and split lip." | gave him aquick once-over. "Is
that it?'

"Maybe afew bruised ribs. Nothing permanent.”

He coughed and fresh blood spurted from his nose. He ripped off his shirt and wadded it up
agang theflow.

When we got back to the car, Antonio was closing the trunk. Cain's unconscious body took up

every square inch of space.

"No grocerieson thisrun, | assume,” | said.



"Doesn't look likeit," Antonio said. "I'll have to come back for them. Well grab asnack on the
way totideusover.”

| thought he was kidding. | should have known better. Before we left town, Antonio pulled into a
strip mal and went in to get submarines and salads, leaving Clay and me haf naked and bleeding in the
car and Cain unconscious in the trunk. No wonder | was anxious to get back to Toronto. Spend too
much time around these guys and you become allittle too nonchaant about blood-soaked clothes and
bodiesin the trunk.

—_—

At Stonehaven, Antonio and Nick loaded the still-unconscious Cain into the basement cage while
Jeremy ingpected Clay'sand my injuries. | got two aspirins for my head and iodine and sympathy for my
scrapes and bruises. Clay got aplaster for hislip, binding for hisribs, and afew stiff words on the
dangers of usng me asbait. In spite of what I'd said to Clay, | wasn't upset about the bait thing. Getting
Cain wasworth aripped shirt and a sore head. Clay knew | could handleit, and in away, | was glad of
that. I'd be more pissed off if he thought | wastoo fragile to play with the big boys. Of course, | didn't
forgive or defend him. Not out loud at least. If | had, Jeremy would have started worrying alot more
about that bump to my head.

After Cain was secured and Jeremy finished nursing, we had our snack. Then Nick and Antonio
went back to town for the groceries while Jeremy, Clay, and | talked about what information we wanted
from Cain. Around six o'clock, shouts and clangs from the basement told us that our prisoner was
awake. Jeremy and Clay went down to the cage.

| stayed upstairs. | was welcome to go down and help, but | knew what was coming, so | stayed
in the study, where | could hear what Cain said without seeing what made him say it. I'm squeamish
about torture. Maybe that seems silly, considering how much violence I'd witnessed and participated in
during my life. But there was something about being brutalized and unable to defend yoursdlf that sent
chillsdown my spine and nightmaresto my deep. Maybe it was vestiges of long-buried victim pathology

from my childhood. Y ears ago, | went to see Reservoir Dogs with Clay. When it cameto theinfamous



"Stuck inthe Middlewith Y ou" scene, | covered my eyes and Clay picked up pointers. While | didn't
think he'd tied anyone up and doused them with gasoline yet, hed done thingsjust as bad. | knew
because I'd been there. I'd seen him do it, and what frightened me the most wasthe look in his eyes.
They didn't burn with excitement or anticipation, like when he chased his prey. Insteed, they were blue
ice, frozen and impenetrable. When he tortured amuit, he was completely methodica, showing no
emotion a al. Of course, I'd be awholelot more worried if he gpproached hiswork with glee, but there
was something equdly chilling about someone who could do thingslike that with such single-minded
detachment. Most peopletorture for information. Clay did it for instruction. For every mutt heéd maimed
and let live, five more would see and take alesson from it. For every one held killed, a score heard the
story. Those who thought of attacking a Pack member only had to recall these storiesto change their
minds. Most werewolves weren't afraid of dying, but there were worse fates than death and Clay made
surethey knew it.

Asl sat inthe study and listened to the scene taking place below, | had to admit that there was
another advantage to Clay's methods. The more his reputation spread, the less he had to do to uphold it.
No bloodcurdling shrieks rent the air as Jeremy interrogated Cain. In the four long hours of questioning
that followed, | heard exactly three pained grunts as Clay presumably hit Cain when he wasn't
forthcoming with an answer. Just having Clay standing there and knowing what he could do was enough
to make Cain talk.

Of the three experienced muttsin Bear Valley, Zachary Cain wasthe worst choice for an
informant. Any plans Danid and Marsten had deigned to share with him had since become lost in the
empty wasteland of hisbrain. According to Cain, Jmmy Koenig was aso part of the"revolution,” but he
hadn't shown up yet.

Cain had joined them because he was seeking "release from tyranny," a phrase doubtless
assimilated through one too many viewings of Braveheart. As Cain so eoquently put it, hewas"sick of
having to watch my fucking back every time| pissthewrong way." Since the Pack has never taken any

interest in the urinary habits of mutts, | assumed he meant that he was fighting for hisright to kill humans



without fear of reprisal, something | was sure was covered under the werewolf subclauses of the
American condtitution. According to Cain, Koenig wanted the same thing—the extermination of the

Pack, much theway criminals dream of diminating the police. Somehow the two of them were convinced
that if the Pack was gone they'd be free to indulge their worst natures without fear of reprisal. Danid had
more grandiose plans, as aways. He wanted to wipe out the Pack and start his own, probably
envisoning some kind of werewolf Mafia. Cain wasn't clear on the details and wasn't interested in them.
Asfor Margten, Cain had no ideawhy hed joined the fight. Again, hedidn't redly care.

Daniel had masterminded the new-recruit plan. Hed done the research, found the subjects, and
played the psychopath's version of the Godfather—approaching them with an offer they couldn't refuse.
If they helped him diminate afew old enemies, held grant them the ultimate killer's body. None had
refused. From there, Danidl had assigned arecruit to each of hiscomrades. Daniel had bitten and trained
Thomas LeBlanc. Marsten had taken Scott Brandon. We hadn't met Cain's protege yet. Apparently, he
was aman named Victor Olson who'd been waiting in the car the day Cain led us on a chase through the
forest. Jeremy asked Cain what Olson had done in his human life. That was my question and | think
Jeremy only asked it to humor me. . . and because he knew | was listening. Cain wasn't clear on the
details, being as uninterested in Olson's past as he was in anything that didn't directly concern him. All he
knew wasthat Olson had been injail for "screwing around with acouple girls' and killing one of them.
That sounded like arapist moving up the ladder to a Thomas LeBlanc-type killer. Not exactly an
experienced murderer, but Danid must have seen some potentid in him, since hed sent Cain dl theway
to Arizonato break Olson out of jail.

So with Cain out of the way, we were down to two experienced and two new mutts. Right?|
wish. Asl said, Koenig hadn't arrived yet. His recruit was still recovering from being turned, but they'd
bein Bear Vdley soon. Fighting these guys was like battling aHydra. Each time we lopped off ahead, a
few more gppeared inits place. Clay tried to get more out of Cain, but didn't pushit. So far, Cain hadn't
tried to hold anything back, so it was unlikely he was starting now. His neck was on the line. Hed say

anything to save himself from torture, even if it meant condemning his coconspiratorsto deeth. The loyaty



of amutt was an ingpiring thing to behold.

It was past ten when Jeremy came upstairs. He stepped into the study where | was curled upin
hischar.

"Anything dse?" he asked.

| shook my head and he went back downgtairs. There was a shout, a muffled sound, half anger,
half pleading. Then silence. Seconds | ater, the basement door opened and | heard Jeremy's footsteps
headed to the back patio. | knew to leave him aone for awhile. When the door opened a second time, |
peeked out from the study. Clay was rubbing a hand over hisface. Specks of blood dotted his shirt. He
looked exhausted, asif held been beating on Cain for the past four hoursinstead of playing silent
enforcer. When he saw me, he managed awan smile.

"Hey."

"Done?’ | asked.

"Y eah. He's dead. WEII take him out tomorrow. He'sin the cubbyhole for now.” He rubbed the
back of hisneck. "Have you eaten?’

| shook my head. "Tonio made stew earlier. Do you want a bowl!?'

"Right now, | want ashower, but if you'll heat up some, I'll be down beforeit's ready. Jeremy
won't be hungry, so you'l be stuck with me. Okay?"

| nodded and he headed upstairs.

An hour later, Clay and | went into the study to find Jeremy aready there, leaning back in his
chair, eyes closed. He half opened one eye aswe waked in.

"Sorry," | sad. "Should we leave?'

He motioned usin with hisgood hand, then closed hiseyes again. | sat on the couch while Clay
fixed drinks. He laid one by Jeremy's elbow, but Jeremy made no moveto takeit.

"So we havefour intown," | said to Clay as he sat beside me. "Plus two more on theway. The

guestion is, what to do about it."



"Kill 'emadl."

"Good plan,” Jeremy murmured, not opening hiseyes. "Very succinct.”

"Hey, if you don't want to hear my ideas, don't be eavesdropping.”

"l was herefirg."

"We thought you were deeping,” | said.

Jeremy raised one eyebrow, then fell silent, eyes till closed. Clay reached across me for his
drink, took agp, then left hisarm behind my head, fingers dangling against my shoulder.

"We should take out Danidl first," he said. "He's the ringleader. No one el se knows shit about
organizing into apack. Rip out the center and the whole thing fals apart.”

"Right," | said. "That'll be easy. Danid's such a pushover. The only reason you havent killed him
before now isthat you still have a soft spot for your childhood playmate, right?”

Clay snorted.

"Exactly,” | said. "He's till dive because he knows how you operate and he's not about to walk
into atrap like Cain. | say we go after the two new onesfirst. They'rethe wild cards. Get rid of them and
we know exactly what were deding with."

"I'm not wasting my time on a couple of brand-new mutts.”

"Then 1 will. Without you."

"Ah, shit." He banged his head againgt the top of the sofa. " Jer, are you listening to this?"

"Now I'm adeep,” Jeremy sad.

Hewas silent for amoment. When we didn't resume our conversation, he sighed and opened his
eyes.

"Clay isright to target Danid," Jeremy said. "But killing him isn't thet easy. I'll settlefor talking to
him."

"Tdkingto him?' Clay said. "Why?'

"Because | know what he'slike and it might be easier to gppease him than to risk morelives

fighting him. With Danidl out of the picture, the otherswill breek gpart, asyou said. Then we strike



individualy and destroy any future threst. I've put up with alot from Daniel because he was Pack and his
father was a good man. No more. We make him happy this once, then we keep our eyeson him. If he so
much askillsahumanin Audrdia, hedies.

"What makes you think Danidl will bargain?' | said. "Cain seemed to think he wants the Pack
eiminated."

"Maybe 0, but more than that, he wants revenge,”" Jeremy said. "He wants us on our knees. By
offering to bargain with him, helll seethat he's succeeded. When he redlizes Zachary Cainis dead, hell
gart to worry. Jmmy Koenig hasn't shown up yet. All he hasisKarl Marsten.”

"And the two new mutts."

"They have no stake in thisbattle," Jeremy said, "They've been recruited for awar that doesn't
concern them. They're only fighting because they made aded with Daniel. They've got what they want
from him. Once they seethingsfdling apart, they'll leave. What motivation do they haveto stay? They
haven't had enough dedlings with the Pack to want revenge. They haven't been werewolveslong enough
to develop aneed for territory. Why would they fight?"

"For fun." | turned to Clay. "Y ou saw Brandon in that bar. Y ou saw how he killed that man, how
much pleasure he took in it. Have you ever seen awerewolf act like that?!

"I'm not dismissing them, darling,” Clay said. "Leblanc diesfor what he did to Logan and Jeremy.
| won't forget that.”

Clay'shand fell from the back of the sofa onto my shoulder and toyed with my hair. | leaned
againg him, feding the effects of atiff drink and deepless nights. When Jeremy closed hiseyesagain, |
did the same, letting my head fal on Clay's shoulder. He twisted toward me and reached his other hand
over torest on my leg. | could fed the warmth of it through my jeans. The smell of scotch wafted from his
breath. | was drifting off to deep when the door dammed open.

"What'sthis?' Nick sad. "Bedtime?"

No one answered him. | kept my eyes closed.

"Y ou look positively content, Clayton,” Nick continued, thumping down on the floor. "That



wouldn't have anything to do with the fact that Elenais cuddled up with you, would it?!

"It'scold in here," | murmured.

"Doesn't fed cold.”

"It'scold," Clay growled.

"l could start afire.”

"| could start one, too," Clay said. "With your clothes. Before you get them off."

"That'sahint, Nicky," Antonio said from the doorway. "Take t. | have no desire to spend my
waning yearsachildlessold man.”

| heard Antonio move across the room. Glasses clinked as he fixed two drinks. Then he settled
into the other chair. Nick stayed on the floor, stretching out and leaning back against our legs. After afew
minutes, quiet fell again, punctuated only by occasional murmurs of conversation. Soon the drowsiness
that affected me spread its soft tentacles across the others. V oices turned to murmurs, conversation
became sparse, then evaporated into silence. | spread my fingers across Clay's chest, fedling his

heartbest, and fell adeep.

Detour

When | awoke, | dimly remembered having falen adegp on the sofa and began to adjust myself
accordingly, putting my arms out and legs down to avoid diding to the floor as| got up. Then | redized
none of my limbswere where | expected them. My arms were folded under a pillow and my legswere
entwined in sheets. The powdery scent of fabric softener filled my nodtrils. | opened one eyeto seethe
slhouette of dancing tree branches against my bed canopy. Surprise and surprise again. Not only was| in
bed, but | wasin my own. Usudly if | fell adegp downsgtairs with Clay, he carted me off to hisroom like
acaveman dragging hismateto hislar. Waking in my own room was a surprise closeto ashock . . . until

| roused enough to fed an arm over my waist and hear soft snoring against my back. As| moved, the



snoring stopped and Clay shifted closer.

"Nice to see you remember how to make yoursdf at homein my bed,” | said.

"l was with you when you fdl adeep,” he murmured drowsly. "Didn't see that it made much
differenceto stay with you."

| glanced down at my naked body. "As| recal, | was till dressed when | fell adeep.”

"Just making sure you were comfortable.”

"And making yourself equaly comfortable, | see” | said, moving my legsand feding hisbare skin
agang mine.

"If you want to see, you need to turn over."

| snorted. "Not likely."

He snuggled againgt my back. His hand did from my hip to my stomach. | closed my eyesagain,
my brain ill adrift in the fog of near-deep. Clay waswarm againgt me, hisbody hest fighting off the chill
of early morning. The canopy kept the bed dark and invited lingering. Outs de the room, the house was
slent. There wasn't any reason to get up yet and no need to invent areason. It was comfortable here.
We needed the rest. The thought and fedl of Clay's naked body against mine sparked afew unbidden
images and ideas, but he wasn't doing anything to provoke the need to fight them. His breathing was dow
and deep, asif hewas drifting back to deep. His legs were entangled with mine, but they were staying
gtill, aswere hishands. After acouple minutes, he started to kissthe back of my neck. Still no cause for
aarm. The back of my neck was hardly an erogenous zone, dthough it did fed good. Redlly good,
actualy. Especidly when he moved hishand up to brush the hair from my shoulder and ran hisfingertips
acrossmy jawlineto my lips.

| parted my lips, flicking my tongue out to taste his finger, then ran my tongue acrossthe
roughness of hisfingernail. Asmy lips parted, he moved hisfingertip between my teeth. | nibbled at i,
teeth grazing over the ridges of skin. He moved hislips down the back of my neck. His breath tickled the
tiny hairsthere and sent ashiver through me. As| nibbled on hisfinger, hislipsand other hand moved

over my back, raising goosebumpsin their path. His hand dipped to the dip between my rib cage and



hipbone and stroked the curve there. When hisfingers did down to my stomach, | turned toward him. He
pulled me onto my side, facing him, then started to kiss me. The kisses were gentle and dow, their pace
matching his hands as they explored my body, gliding across my sides, my back, my arms, my shoulders,
along the back of my thighsand over my hips. | kept my eyes closed, floating between deep and waking.
Moving againg him, | luxuriated in the heet of his skin and the smooth planes and sinews of his body.
When | felt the hardness of him against my stomach, there was no question of what to do next. My body
responded without instructions, shifting my torso up, eesng my legsapartand . . .

"Didyou cal him yesterday?' Jeremy asked.

"Huh?" | was emptying the dishwasher. My mind was till in bed with Clay.

"Your ... friend called before you woke up. Y ou left your cdll phonein thefront hal."

My brain snapped out of the bedroom. "Y ou answered it?"

"Would you have rather | waited until Clay answered it? Y ou didn't call, did you?' He didn't wait
for an answer. "Don't worry, | didn't say anything, so whatever story you'retelling himis safe. It ssemshe
was expecting you back today."

“I'll handleit."

"Elena. . ."

"l said I'd handleit.”

| put away the last plate and headed for the door.

| hadn't called Philip because | forgot him. It sounded awful, but it wasthe plain truth. | loved this
man, | knew | did, and that only made it worse. At least if | could say | wasn'tin lovewith . . . Inlove?
Weasl| inlovewith Philip? Damn it, that was such atrite, overworked cop-out. | loved him. Therewas no
"inlove"Therewas"in lug," "infatuated,” and "in heet," three ultimately destructive emotionsthat had
nothing to do with red, lasting love. | forgot Philip because that was how | was coping with this mess,
splitting my lifeinto two compartments, human and Pack. Philip belonged in the human world and to even
think about him while | wasin the Pack world somehow tainted what we had. Or at |leadt, that was how |

explained the oversght to myself.



As| was about to get my cell phone from the front hall, Clay showed up. Naturdly, | couldn't
excuse mysdf and run upstairs with my phone. So | |eft the phone where it was and went for awalk with
Clay. | meant to call Philip when | got back. Hed left amessage on my cell phone, but aswe got in the
door, Jeremy reminded us that we needed to dispose of Cain's body. From there, things got

complicated, and in light of what happened that day, | think | could be forgiven if | forgot to cdl Philip . .
.again.

Back in the good ol' days of lawlessness and circuit judges, the Pack could dump bodies
wherever it pleased. Ashumans became more concerned with dead and missing people, the Pack had to
gart burying the muttsit killed. Today, with postmortems and computer-linked detective units, and DNA
testing, disposing of abody was afull-blown event requiring agood haf day of preparation and work.
Every member of the Pack had been drilled in the procedures until we could dispose of abody better
than the most forensics-savvy human killer.

We drove the Explorer an hour north, avoiding any dumping grounds used in the previous few
decades. Another hour was spent navigating down alogging road and 4X4'ing deeper into the foret,
then removing and dragging Cain's body to a suitable site where we stripped, washed, and examined it
for injuries. The only marks on the body were two splotches under Cain'sthroat, bruisesfrom Clay's
thumbs when held snapped Cain's neck. To be safe, Clay excised the bruiseswith a penknife. Findly, we
buried Cain. Then | replaced the sod while Clay rounded up two rocks too heavy to belifted by a
human, and placed them over the grave. We backtracked to the Explorer, covering our trail, then drove
to Ste number two.

Site two was chosen with as much caution as Site one, but it was over an hour away. Here we
dug apit, threw in Cain'sclothing, 1D, and the bags and cloths we'd used for transporting and cleaning his
body. These were doused with kerosene and burned, keeping the smoke to a minimum. Once everything
was reduced to ashes, Clay buried the remains and we declared the job complete. It wasn't fool proof,

but no onewould ever ook for Zachary Cain. Mutts didn't leave mourners.



**k*

We were |ess than twenty minutes from Stonehaven when blue lightsflashed in the rearview
mirror. | looked up and down the road, certain the lights were meant for someone else. | knew | wasn't
breaking any laws. The dumbest thing you could do after dumping abody isto bresk afew highway
traffic laws making your escape, which iswhy | was driving instead of Clay. The cruise control was set to
two miles over the speed limit—driving exactly on the speed limit dways struck me asjust as suspicious
as speeding. 1'd been traveling down a straight highway road for the past thirty miles, with no chance of
making anillegd turn or missing astop sign. | checked for other cars ahead and behind, but we were
alone on theroad. Clay glanced over his shoulder at the police car.

"Did the speed limit change here?" | asked.

"Speed limit?*

"Never mind. I'm pulling over."

"No big ded. Everything'sclean.”

| pulled onto the shoulder and hoped the cops would zoom past in pursuit of some emergency
ahead. Asthe police car eased onto the gravel behind me, | swore under my breath.

"Everything'sclean," Clay said. "Stop worrying.”

One of the officers walked over to the passenger side and tapped on the window. Clay waited
long enough to express annoyance, but not so long asto be disrespectful, then hit the button to roll down
the window.

"Clayton Danvers?' the officer said.

Clay looked at the man, but said nothing.

The young officer continued, "My partner recognized the vehicle. We were hoping you wereiniit.
Savesusatrip up to your place.”

Clay continued to stare at the man.

"Could you step out of the car please, Mr. Danvers?’

Again, Clay hesitated the longest acceptable length of time before opening the door. | took off



my seat belt and got out too, staying on my side. Panic nudged my memory for answers. Therear
compartment was clean, right? We'd scrubbed our hands and inspected our clothes, right? We'd
disposed of al the supplies, right? Check, check, and check. At least, asfar as| knew. What if we'd
missed something? Was there an overlooked scrap of fabric snagged in the back of the Explorer? Did
our clothes smdll as strongly of smoke to human noses asthey did to mine?

The other officer, asolidly built man in hislate thirties, wandered around the Explorer, looking in
the back window, then putting his face close to the tinted glass and shielding his eyes so he could see
indde

"L ots of storage space,” he said. "How much stuff can you fit in these things?*

"Stuff?" | blinked. "Oh, like baggage? Enough luggage for aweek's vacation, |'d guess.”

Helaughed. "If you pack like my wife, that's saying alot.” He squinted insgde. "Sureis niceand
clean. You folksdon't havekids, do you?' He laughed again and dropped to his knees, checking thetires
and the undercarriage. "Thisis one of those new suburban assault vehicles, isnt it? A four-by-four that's
not meant for four-by-four-ing."

"It1l go off-road," | said, struggling to stay calm as he continued to check under the Explorer.
"But it'stoo bulky for serious 4X4ing. Comesin handy in the middle of aNew Y ork winter, though."

"l bet it does." He looked over at Clay. "What's the towing capacity on one of these?"

"Noidea," Clay said. HEd been standing to the Side, |etting me handle the niceties. One of his
tricksfor kegping histemper under control. Avoid confrontation.

"Weve never towed withit," | said.

The older cop kept looking under the Explorer, maybe checking the suspension, maybe looking
for something else. | waited aslong as| could, then asked, "Was | speeding?'

"Wehad atip," the younger officer said. He turned to Clay. "An anonymoustip telling usyou
know something about Mike Braxton's murder. We need you to come to the station to answer some
questions.”

Clay'sjaw tensed. "Y ou expect me to drop whatever I'm doing—"



He stopped. | didn't say anything, but he knew what | was thinking. Antagonizing the cops wasn't
going to help. Taking the defensive might make them back off if they didn't have any reason to arrest him,
but it wastoo risky. Pissthem off and they might decide to search the Explorer and Clay himself.
Small-town cops have areputation for not ways following proper procedure. Legdly, they couldn't
force Clay to tak to them, but at least they weren't likely to uncover any evidence of our morning's
activitiesthrough smple conversation.

Clay dlowed that he'd spare them an hour. He went to the station in the back of the police car. |
followed in the Explorer. The anonymous caller had to be one of the mutts, making thisagood bet for a
trap. With mefollowing in a separate car, the mutts wouldn't dare try an ambush. Once we were a the
dation, we'd be safe. They wouldn't attack in abuilding full of armed humans.

The police station waiting room was smaller than my bedroom at Stonehaven and had probably
cost lessthan my slver vanity set to furnish. It was roughly ten feet square with one door and two
windows. Actudly, the south window was one-way glass|ooking into an even smaller room. The
one-way glassdidn't make much sense until you considered that the entire police station was origindly a
Depression-erahome. Most rooms had to serve double duty. In the unlikely event that the police needed
to watch asuspect or an important interview, they probably used the waiting area as an observation
room. Clay didn't warrant that treatment; he'd been ushered off to a private interview room as soon as
we'd arrived.

The second window was a barred opening into a cage where a twenty-something receptionist
covered the phone, the front desk, and the waiting room, while fielding nonstop requests from the officers
for typing, filing, and fresh coffee. Don't ask me why the window was barred. Maybe they were afraid
sheld escape. The three chairsin the waiting room were upholstered with moth-eaten harvest gold velour
and pedling duct tape. | picked the best one and sat down carefully, not letting any exposed skin touch
the fabric and reminding mysdlf to wash my clothes as soon as| got home. | sifted though the pile of

magazines on a pressed-wood table. Theword "Canada' on acopy of Time caught my eye. | picked it



up, realized the article was about the Quebec referendum and put the magazine back. Not only wasit a
subject guaranteed to cureinsomniain ninety percent of Canadians but, unless something drastic had
happened a home in the past week, it made the magazine over five yearsold. Very timely indeed.

| glanced up to see the receptionist watching me with the wary ook people normally reserve for
beggars and rabid dogs. Through the window, | could see the young officer who'd come out to
Stonehaven leaning over the counter, talking to the receptionist. Since they were both staring at me, |
assumed | was the topic of the conversation. Something told me they weren't discussing the disgraceful
condition of my scuffed and graying Reeboks. Doubtless, he was retelling the story of my escapadein the
forest. Just what | needed. Ten years of building a decent reputation in Bear Valey and I'd blownitdl in
aday, running around naked in the woods on a cold spring morning and having my clothing found
ghredded from some bizarre SM ritud. Townslike Bear Valey had aspecid spot for women like
me—as guest of honor at the annual summer picnic and bonfire.

As| was leafing through the magazines, the door to the waiting room opened. | looked up to see
Karl Marsten walk through, followed by Thomas LeBlanc. Marsten was wearing chinos, thousand-dollar
leather shoes, and adesigner golf shirt. | didn't notice what LeBlanc was wearing. Besde Margten, no
one would notice. Marsten sauntered in with the casud, unstudied air of aman who'd spent years
studying how to look that way. His hands were in his pockets, just enough to look relaxed, not enough to
make his pants pull or sag unbecomingly. The haf smile on hislips was the perfect mixture of interest,
boredom, and amusement. When he turned that smile on the receptionist, she sat up straighter, hands
sraightening her blouse. He murmured afew words to her. She blushed and squirmed in her seet.
Marsten leaned into the bars and said something more. Then he turned to me and rolled his eyes. | shook
my head. Karl Marsten's sole redeeming feature was that he knew exactly how much of afake hewas.

"Elena," he said, taking the seat beside me. He kept his voice low, not whispering, but quiet
enough that the receptionist couldn't eavesdrop from her cage across the room. ™Y ou're looking good."

"Don' practice on me, Karl."

He laughed. "I meant that you look surprisingly good for someone who had arun-in with Zachary



Cain. I'm assuming that's where you got the scrape on your cheek. I'm aso assuming he's no longer in the
game”

"Something like that."

Marsten leaned back and crossed his ankles, obvioudy very concerned about his partner's
passing. "I haven't seen you in awhile. What's it been, two years? Too long. Don't give methat look. I'm
not practicing on you and I'm not hitting on you. God gave me afew ounces of brain. | smply meant that
I've missed talking to you. If nothing else, you're dways intriguing company.”

LeBlanc had taken aseat on my other side. | wasignoring him. Given the choice, I'd much rather
speak to Marsten than the man who had killed Logan.

"| read a couple magazine articles you wrote," Marsten continued. "Very well done. Y ou've got
quite a successful career, it would seem.”

"Not as successful assome,” | said, eyeing his Rolex. "Bought or stolen?”

Hiseyesglittered. "Guess."

| thought about it. "Bought. It would be easier—and chegper—to sted it but you wouldn't wear
someone esesjewdry. Though you wouldn't object to buying it with the money you made stedling
someone elsgsjewdry.”

"Dead on, asdways."

"Busness must be good.”

Marsten laughed again. "1 do well enough, thank you, considering I'm damned useless at
everything e'se. And on that topic, | picked up something afew months ago that made methink of you. A
platinum necklace with awolf's head pendant. Gorgeous craftsmanship. The head is actudly woven
platinum filigree with emerdd chipsfor eyes. Very degant. | thought of sending it to you, but | figured it
would end up in the nearest trash can.”

"Excdlent foresight.”

"I haven't given it up, though. If you want it, it'syours. No strings attached. It would suit you, a

nicetwist of irony I'm sure you'd appreciate.”



"Y ou know, I'm surprised you'reinvolved inthis™ | said. "1 thought you didn't like Danid.”

Marsten Sghed theetricdly. "Must we tak shop?'

"l just never pictured you asthe anarchist type.”

"Anarchist?' Helaughed. "Hardly. The others have their reasons for wanting the Pack dead, most
of which haveto do with alowing them to indulge some rather nasty, antisocid habits. The Pack has
never given me any trouble. Of course, they've never done anything for me either. So, in agesture of
reciprocity, | don't care what happens to the Pack oneway or the other. | only want my territory."

"If you had that, you'd back out of the fight?*

"And abandon my fellow anarchists? That would be the act of a despicable, unconscionable
rogue, someone completely absorbed in furthering his own fortunes at the expense of others. Does that
sound like me?'

LeBlanc made anoise of impatience beside me. Before | could resume the conversation with
Marsten, he waved his hand at the other man.

"This one wanted to meet you," Marsten said. "When we saw you following the police into town,
he decided he wanted to speak to you. | came aong to provide the introduction. If he startsto bore you,
scream. I'll be reading amagazine." Marsten pulled one from the pile. "Hunter's Digest. Hmmm. Maybe
| can pick up afew tips."

Marsten settled into his chair and opened the magazine. LeBlanc shot him alook of pure
contempt. He'd obvioudy decided before now that Marsten was a third-rate werewolf, barely deserving
of the name. He waswrong. If | had to pick the most dangerous muitt in the country, it would be a
toss-up between Marsten and Danidl. How did Marsten gain that reputation? By killing more humans
than anyone else? By tormenting the Pack or causing trouble for us? No and no. Marsten was one of the
few muttswho didn't kill humans. Like so many things, that was beneath him. Asfor the Pack, when he
met us, hewas as civil and personable as hed been to meright now. Y et we kept acloser eye on him
than on any mutt besides Danid. Why? Because he possessed asingle-minded strength of purpose that

rivaled Clay's. When Marsten moved into anew town, he met with any werewolvesin the area, took



them out to an expensive dinner, chatted them up, gave them one warning to clear out of town, then killed
them if they weren't gone by midnight. What Marsten wanted, Marsten took. . . with no compunction and
no rancor. What he wanted now wasterritory. For severa years, held been making noises about settling
in one place, joking that he was hitting retirement age. The Pack had ignored him. Now Marsten was
tired of waiting. Today held st beside me, compliment me on my writing, and offer mejewelry.
Tomorrow, if 1 got in hisway, he'd take me out of the game. Nothing persond, that was just the way it

worked.

Impressions

For at least ten minutes, LeBlanc studied me like an entomologist examining some new kind of
insect. | wanted to leave. Maybe that was the plan. Let this scumbag gawk at me long enough and I'd
bolt to the bathroom to scrub my hands, where he and Marsten could corner me. | tried only to
remember that LeBlanc had killed Logan and attacked Jeremy, but | couldn't. | kept thinking of the
women he'd killed, the details I'd read in his scrapbook. For Logan, | wanted to kill him. For the others,
| wanted him dead, but didn't want to do it mysalf, since that would require physical contact.

| forced mysdlf to forget these things and concentrate on Sizing him up. Life hadn't been good to
Thomas LeBlanc in the past few years. Hed falen along way from the well-groomed man in hisarrest
photo. That wasn't to say he was greasy or unshaven, any of the things the average person expects of a
sevid killer psychopath. He looked like a thirty-something |aborer wearing no-name jeans, afaded
T-shirt, and sneakers from Wa-Mart. Hed put on weight since his photo. Unfortunately, it was muscle,
not fat.

"Y ou wanted to talk to me?" | said findly.

"I was wondering what al the fusswas about,” he said, giving me alook that said he was lill

wondering.



Hefdl into slent bug-gazing mode again. It took al my strength to stay beside him. | fought to
keep thingsin perspective: he was anew werewolf; | was an experienced werewolf. No swegt. But my
frame of reference kept shifting. He preyed on women; | was awoman. No matter how much |
rationalized, no matter how tough | tried to be, this man scared me. Scared me degp in my gut, where
logic and reason couldn't intrude.

After afew minutes, ashadow of movement passed the one-way glass. Anxiousfor the
distraction, | got up and walked over. Clay wasin the other room. Alone. He sat at the table and leaned
back in his chair, tipping the front legs off the ground. He wasn't cuffed or guarded or bruised and
battered. Good. So far.

"That'shim?" LeBlanc said from behind me. "The infamous Clayton Danvers? Say it isn't s0."

| kept watching Clay.

"Jesus fucking Chrigt," LeBlanc muttered. "Where the hdll did the Pack find you two? At abeach
volleyball tournament? Gresat tan. Love those curls.”" LeBlanc shook hishead. "He'snot even ashig as|
am. He'swhat, six foot nothing? Two hundred pounds in stedl-toed boots? Christ. I'm expecting some
ugly bruiser bigger than Cain and what do | find? The next Baywatch star. Looks like his1Q would be
low enough. Can he chew gum and tie his shoes a the same time?”

Clay stopped playing with his chair and turned to face the mirror. He got up, crossed the room,
and stood in front of me. | wasleaning forward, one hand pressed againgt the glass. Clay touched his
fingertipsto mine and smiled. LeBlanc jumped back.

"Fuck," hesaid. "I thought that was one-way glass."

"Itis"

Clay turned his head toward LeBlanc and mouthed three words. Then the door to hisroom
opened and one of the officers called him out. Clay grinned a me, then sauntered out with the officer. As
he |eft, asurge of renewed confidence ran through me.

"What did he say?" LeBlanc asked.

"Wait for me."'



mWhat?

"Itsachdlenge” Marsten murmured from across the room. He didn't [ook up from his magazine.
"He'sinviting you to stick around and get to know him better.”

"Areyou going to?' LeBlanc said.

Margen'slipscurved inasmile. "Hedidnt inviteme."

LeBlanc snorted. "For abunch of killer mongters, the wholelot of you are nothing but hot air. All
your rules and challenges and fase bravado.” He waved ahand at me. "Like you. Standing there so
nonchaantly, pretending you aren't the least bit concerned about having the two of usin the room.”

"I'mnot.”

"Y ou should be. Do you know how fast | could kill you?Y ou're standing two feet away from
me. If | had agun or knife in my pocket, you'd be dead before you had time to scream.”

"Redly?Huh."

LeBlanc's cheek twitched. ™Y ou don't believe me, do you? How do you know I'm not packing a
gun? Theré's no meta detector at the door. | could pull one out now, kill you, and escapein thirty
seconds.”

"Then doit. | know, you don't like our little games, but humor me. If you have agun or aknife,
pull it out. If not, pretend to. Prove you could do it.”

"| don't need to prove anything. Certainly not to a smart-mouthed—"

He whipped his hand up in mid-sentence. | grabbed it and snapped hiswrist. The sound cracked
through the room. The receptionist glanced over, but LeBlanc had hisback to her. | smiled at her and she
turned away.

"Y ou—fucking—hitch," LeBlanc gasped, cradling hisarm. ™Y ou broke my wrig."

"Solwin."

Hisface purpled. "Y ou smug—"

"Nobody likesasoreloser,” | said. "Grit your teeth and bear it. Ther€'s no crying in werewolf

games. Didn't Danidl teach you that?"



"| think you've outworn your welcome,” Marsten said, getting to hisfeet and tossing the magazine
back on the stack.

When LeBlanc didn't move, Marsten stepped toward him and reached for hisarm. LeBlanc
sidestepped before Marsten could touch him, glared once a me, then strode from the room.

"Thejoysof babystting,” Marsten said. "I'll be off then. Say hello to Clayton for me." Marsten

| stood there, heart pounding. I'd pulled it off, hidden my fear with fase bravado and LeBlanc
hadn't noticed the difference. Piece of cake. | could besat this mutt no problem. So why was my heart il
jumping around like arabbit in atrap?

Twenty minutes later, | was gill in the waiting room, trying very hard to find something to read. A
aurvey in Cosmo caught my eye. It was entitled: " Congtructive Arguing: Are'Y ou Strengthening Y our
Rdationship with Y our Lover or Driving Him Away." Intriguing, especidly the part about driving him
away, but | forced mysdf to put the magazine down. Cosmo never speaksto my life. Its surveys dways
ask questions like How would you react if your lover announced he wastaking ajob in Alaska? and
jumping for joy is never one of the options. Moveto Alaska? Hell, my lover was thirty-seven and hadn't
moved away from home yet. Where were the questions relevant to my life? What about How would you
react if your lover's hair and footprints were found beside a dead man? Show methat in Cosmo and you
have a subscriber.

| was searching for something el se to read when Clay walked into the room. Again the
receptionist perked up. She smiled and murmured something | couldn't catch. All she got in return wasa
level stare and adismissive twist of thelip. As she deflated back into her typing, | dmost felt sorry for
her. Clay could be such acharmer.

"Death pendty?' | asked as he walked over to me.

"Inyour dreams. It was bullshit, darling. Pure bullshit and | missed lunch because of it."

"Y ou should sue."



"I might do that." He walked back to the door and held it open for me. "So you had visitors?

"Marsten and LeBlanc."
"What did Marsten want?"
"He offered me anecklace."
"Inreturnfor?'

"Nothing. Just Karl being Karl. As personable as ever, totdly disregarding the small matter of

being on opposite sides of abloody battle to the death. Speaking of death, L eBlanc boasted he could kill

me in the waiting room. | broke hiswrist. He wasn't impressed.”

"Good. What did hetag dong for?"

"To gtareat me, | think. Didn't seem too impressed with what he saw, ether.”
Clay snorted and we headed into the parking lot.

—_—

We parked in the drive at Stonehaven. Jeremy met us at the front door.

"Y ou missed lunch,”" he said. "Did something go wrong?”'

"Nah," Clay said. "I got hauled down to the police station for questioning.”

"After wetook careof Cain," | said, before Jeremy experienced any mgjor chest pains. "I'd

have called from the station, but the phone was too public. The police pulled us over on the way back

from dumping the body. Looks like Danid tipped them off that Clay might know something about Mike

Braxton's death. Seems he hoped they'd catch us before we disposed of Cain's body. No such luck,

though."

"How much did the police seem to know?"
"Not much,” Clay said. "The questions were pretty general. A fishing expedition.”
"Did they search the car?'

"Hard to say," | said. "One of them took areally good look through the windows and checked

out the undercarriage. He acted like he was only interested in the Explorer in general, how much can it

store, how doesit do off-road, stuff like that. On the other hand, it may have been hisway of doing a



subtle plain-view search.”

"Wonderful," Jeremy said, shaking his head. "Comeinside and egt quickly. We need to leave.”

"Have you figured out how to get amessageto Daniel ?" | asked.

Jeremy waved his hand. "That wasn't aproblem. I've dready conveyed my message.”

"Did hereply?'

"Yes, but it doesn't concern what we're doing right now. Hurry up. We haven't much time.”

"Whererewe going?' Clay asked, but Jeremy was dready in the house.

—_—

Lessthan an hour later, the five of uswerein the Explorer. It was the first time the Pack didn't
need to take multiple vehiclesto travel together. There were only five of usleft. Of course, I'd noticed
that before, but | hadn't actualy realized it until we were driving down the highway in one car. Five léft.
Four men and one woman who wasn't sure she even counted hersalf as part of the group. If | I€eft, would
there be a Pack? Could two fathers and two sons be considered a Pack? | shook off the thought. With
or without me, the Pack would survive. It dways had. Besides, there was no urgent need for meto
declare my independence now or even in the near future. | planned to return to Toronto when thiswas
over, but as Jeremy had said, there was no need to make a hasty decision on my Pack status.

We were going to the airport to meet Jmmy Koenig. Cal it a surprise welcoming committee.
Jeremy had found out that Koenig was arriving in New Y ork City today on the 7:10 p.m. flight from
Sedttle. Don't ask me how he knew. | guessed the information came as the result of severa phonecals, a
few lies, and ahegp of good manners. That was Jeremy's usua method. It was amazing what you could
learn from airline clerks, motel reservation staff, credit card phone reps, and other customer service
employees smply by telling agood story and being exceedingly polite doing it. Likel said, | assumed this
waswhat Jeremy did. He didn't mention the how when parlaying the information. He never did. If it was
anyone ese, 1'd suspect him of showing off, like amagician pulling the rabbit from the hat without

revealing the trick. With Jeremy, | knew he had no such motive. Hed consider it showing off to give an



explanation, asif expecting usto be wowed by his cleverness.

The plan wasto meet Koenig at the gate, help him with hisluggage, and escort him back to Bear
Vadley in high style after getting reacquainted over afew drinksat 21. Redlly.

Okay. That wasn't the plan.

The plan was to terminate the sorry muitt before he got hisfirst look at the Empire State Building.

Thetimefor carefully exploring the problem was over. At last, we were taking action.

Vengeance

Theflight from Sesttle was forty minutes late, which was agood thing, consdering that we didn't
get there until twenty minutes after the plane was dueto arrive. A jackknifed tractor trailer on the
highway put us nearly an hour behind schedule. Antonio squedled into the airport a seven-thirty, weaved
through traffic like aNew Y ork cabbie, and dropped us off at the front doors a couple minutes later. By
the time he found a parking spot and joined usin the termind, Koenig's flight was touching down. Wed
made it, but barely. | wasn't sure whether to interpret that as agood omen or bad.

We stood well back from the crowd of welcoming friends and relatives, and watched the
passengers disembark. JImmy Koenig was easy to spot. He wastdl and scrawny with aface that could
be mistaken for Keith Richards on abad day. He looked every day of his sixty-two years, his body's
revenge for fifty years of being subjected to every stresstest known to man. Too much booze, too many
drugs, and way too many mornings waking up in strange hotel rooms beside even stranger women. The
people who script Just Say No campaign ads should hire guyslike Iimmy Koenig. Flash hisface on
televison and any kid with an ounce of vanity would swear off booze and dopefor life. Trust me.

Koenig wasn't traveling alone. He got off the plane with aguy who looked like hisFBI
escort—thirty-something, clean-shaven, and well-groomed, wearing adark suit and dark sunglasses.

Though his eyeswere hidden behind the shades, his head turned from sdeto sde asif congtantly



scanning his surroundings. | dmost expected to see handcuffs linking him to Koenig. When they got to
the bottom of the Jetway, they stopped. The two exchanged abrief flurry of words. FBI guy looked
pissed, but Koenig wasn't backing down. After afew minutes, FBI guy stalked off toward the baggage
clam area. Koenig headed for the waiting room and plopped into the nearest chair.

"Clay, Elena, take Koenig," Jeremy said. "Tonio and I'll go after hisfriend. Nick?"

"I'll gick with Clay," Nick said.

Jeremy nodded and he and Antonio started for the baggage area. After Clay and | discussed
tactics, Clay and Nick headed off into the crowd. | waited until they were out of sight, then looped
around aloud family reunion and walked behind Koenig. When | got to his seet, | stood in back of his
chair and waited. It took acouple of minutes before his head jerked up. He sniffed the air, then dowly
turned.

"Boo," | said.

He reacted as all mutts react when | confront them. He leapt from his chair and dove for the
nearest exit, shaking in terror. In my dreams. He glanced at me and started looking for Clay. It never
falled. Mutts only quaked when | gppeared because it usualy meant Clayton wasn't far behind. | was
nothing but a harbinger of doom.

"Whereishe?' Koenig asked, narrowing his eyes and surveying the crowds.

"It'sonly me" | said.

"Y egh, right.”

| circled around the row of chairs and sat down beside Koenig. There was only the barest whiff
of scotch on his breath, meaning hed only imbibed asingle drink on the plane. Again, | wasn't sureif this
was agood sign or not. When sober, hewaslike atoothless lion, nasty but with little bite. It aso mearnt,
though, that his brain and reflexes were in perfect working order.

"Clay's goneto take care of your buddy with the shades,” | said.

"Budd—" Koenig stopped and grunted.

"Hefigured | could handle you on my own."



Koenig's dark eyes snapped, obvioudy insulted. He muttered something. | was about to ask him
to repeat himself when | saw Nick approaching from the other side. | watched him and swore under my
breath. Koenig jerked his head around to look. When he saw Nick, hisfirst reaction wasrdief. He
started to relax, then tensed again. Nick might not be as bad as Clay but, asfar as Koenig was
concerned, he was definitely more cause for concern than me.

"Son-of-a-bitch,” | muttered. "He wasn't supposed to interfere.”

Nick grinned, not afriendly smile, but the predatory grin of a hunter scenting prey. His strides
lengthened as he walked toward us. His gaze was fixed on Koenig.

"Nicholas. .." | warned beneath my breath as| got to my feet.

Koenig fell for it. Thinking | was preoccupied getting ready to confront Nick, he bolted. Nick
flashed avictory grin a me and wetook off in pursuit. Although Koenig was running, he wasn't getting
very far. It was like racing through a dense forest. He kept weaving to circumvent people and chairs and
only succeeded in avoiding oneto crash into the next. Nick and | pursued at aquick walk. Not only was
it eesier to dodge obstacles, but it wouldn't look as if we were chasing Koenig. Considering Koenig's
appearance, no one seemed to think it was odd that he was tearing through the airport running from
invisible pursuers. People probably figured he was drunk, stoned, or having one hell of asixties
flashback. They cursed when he mowed them down, but no one got involved.

Nick and | kept on opposite sides of Koenig. It was the same technique we'd used with the deer.
Keep him running and steer him toward the finish line. And guesswho waswaiting at thefinishline? | was
amogt surprised that Koenig fdl for it. | say "dmost,” because | knew better than to be completely
shocked that held fal for such an old ruse. Mutts didn't hunt deer. The pattern for the trick may have
been in Koenig's brain, but he'd never bothered to use it so he didn't recognize it when it was being
played on him.

| followed Clay's scent and we herded Koenig out of the crowded lobby, down a deserted hall,
and behind anarrow stairwell. Clay jumped out from the stairwell, grabbed K oenig by the throat, and

broke hisneck. Anticlimactic, redly, but we couldn't afford the risk of questioning him in abusy airport.



Jeremy said to kill him, so that waswhat Clay did, with absolute efficiency. Before Koenig's body even
went limp, Clay was stuffing him into the shadows under the stairwell.

"Areweleaving him here?' | asked.

"Nah. Theré's an exit door over there. | saw dumpsters outside. If you guys stand guard, I'll
movehim."

"Do you need both of us?" | asked. "Tonio and Jeremy might need help.”

"Good idea. Go on then. Nick can handle guard duty."

| took off.

By thetime | got to the baggage clam area, most of the people from Koenig's flight had come
and gone. All that was left were the inevitable stragglers standing by the conveyer belt, staring at it,
transfixed. With each pile of luggage that passed, they perked up and checked it over, hoping againgt
hope that their baggage was somehow there, hidden from sight, refusing to believe it had been devoured
by the demon god of lost luggage. FBI guy was not amongst the believers. Nor were Jeremy and
Antonio. | took one last ook around, then headed back the way 1'd come.

By the washrooms, | caught sight of FBI guy. | tried to pick up the werewolf scent, but it was
lost amidst the stink of strangers. | dso didn't smell Jeremy or Antonio, but that wasn't surprising. Firdt,
with al the human traffic that went up and down that hal every hour, | waslucky | could pick out any
scent at al. Second, Jeremy was probably gpproaching from another angle, being far lessinclined to
childish stunts like walking up to histarget and saying boo.

| followed the new werewolf'strail, staying well enough back that | wouldn't bump into him and
screw up Jeremy's plan—whatever that was. | expected the mutt to walk back into the termina where
Koenig had been waiting. He didn't. Instead, he went out aside exit. | followed him onto some kind of
laneway that |ooked like aloading zone. From there, he headed toward the parking lot.

Again hisroute didn't meet my expectations. Instead of going into the parking lot, he turned down

another lane. As| started down it, a high-pitched bleating shattered the sillence and | jerked around to



see aforklift motoring up behind me. | jJumped out of the way. Asthe machine scooted past, the driver
stabbed afinger toward the parking lot, but didn't dow down, obvioudy too busy to worry about tourists
wandering into what was probably arestricted area. After that, | kept close to the wall, ready to hightail
it to ahiding spot if someone else appeared.

| raced to the end of the dley, but the mutt had vanished. | searched for his scent. It was till log,
now hidden by the smells of machinery and exhaust. | began to suspect that Jeremy and Antonio were
nowhere nearby. The air was dense with oil and diesdl fumes. They'd probably given up long ago. | was
about to turn back when | rounded a corner and saw the muitt |ess than twenty feet away. | quickly
stepped back out of sight, stopped, listened, and considered my options. If | was so certain Jeremy and
Antonio weren't around, | should back off. Jeremy would tear astrip out of my hideif | went after the
mutt alone, eveniif | succeeded in bringing him down. | knew this, but the temptation was too grest.
Tdling mysdf | only wanted a better look, | crept forward.

When | got around the corner again, the mutt was gone. Keeping close to the building on my left,
| dipped aong the roadway and found him. We walked another fifteen or twenty feet. Then he stopped
and looked around, asif getting hisbearings. | flattened mysdf against thewall and waited. When he
resumed waking, | stayed in my hiding place, letting him get farther ahead. | was so busy concentrating
onmy prey that | didn't hear footsteps behind me. Too late, | turned. An arm grabbed me by the throat
and shoved me againgt the wall.

"Elena," LeBlanc said. "Fancy meeting you here.”

| jerked my head to look down the dley, expecting FBI guy to be circling back. He was gone.

"Friend of yours?' LeBlanc asked.

"Y ours, not mine."

LeBlanc's eyebrows went up, then helaughed. "Ah, | see. Y ou were tracking him because you
saw him talking to Koenig, so you figured he was one of us. Faulty deduction, girlie. Very faulty.
Koenig's protege didn't makeit. Couldn't handle the Change. Died yesterday. Too bad, so sad. Daniel

sent meto pick the old coot up. | saw your bunch lurking around, so | stood back and took in the show.



Then | saw you take off and thought, huh, maybe this errand could be fun after al.”

Ashe spoke, | tensed for attack, but before | could strike, he pulled something from his pocket.
A gun. LeBlanc lifted the pistol and rested it against the middle of my forehead. The ground swayed
beneath me, my kneesthreatening to give way. Stopit, | told mysdlf. He's playing agame. Not the sort of
game you're used to, but agame nonetheless. Sure, there was agun at my forehead, but 1'd find away
out of this. Mutts were predictable beasts. LeBlanc wouldn't kill me because | was a prize too valuable
to waste on afew seconds of murderous pleasure. | was the only female werewolf. He might try to rape
me or kidnap me or rough me up abit, but he wouldn't kill me.

| swallowed my fear. False bravado had worked last time. Stick with the tried-and-true.

"Werewolves don't useguns,” | said. "Wegpons are for wimps. Y ou guysredize that, right?’

"Shut up,”" LeBlanc sad, tilting hisgun up.

"Guess you wereright about us not being too bright,” | said. "If | was smart, I'd have broken
your right wrist. How isit anyway? Giving you any trouble?"

"Shut up.”

"Jugt making amd| talk."

"If you want to talk," LeBlanc said, "'I'd suggest you start with an apology.”

"For what?'

Hisface went deep red, eyes suffusing with an emotion it took me amoment to recognize. Hate.
Pure hate, ten times stronger than what 1'd seen at the police station that morning. Was he that angry with
me for breaking hiswrist? The thought came as something of a shock. Of course, most people would get
abit pissed about stuff like that, but mutts didn't normally make abig ded of it, especidly if | wasthe one
doing the damage. In fact, they usualy laughed it off, asif in some perverse way they were pleased with
mefor having the gutsto do it. Years ago, I'd bit off one of Daniel's ears. He didn't hold agrudge. If
anything, he was proud of that missing ear, and would tell any mutt who asked exactly how held cometo
loseit, asif it proved we had some kind of close, persond relationship. Nothing sayslovin' like

permanent mutilation.



"Isit thewrigt?" | asked. "Y ou're the one who wanted to prove you could knife me. | was only
proving | could defend mysdlf."

"Bullshit. Y ou thought it was funny. Humiliate the new guy. We got back to the house, what do
you think Marsten does? Tells Danidl and Olson. Gave them agood laugh." He cocked the gun. "I want
an apology.”

| thought about this. Apologizing wasn't abig deal. Of course, | wasn't sorry 1'd doneit, but he
didn't need to know that. The words stuck in my craw, though. Why should | gpologize? Well, stupid,
because the guy has agun to your head. But if | was sure he wasn't going to useit. . . . It didn't matter.
There was no sense escal ating the matter.

"I'msorry,” | said. "'l didn't mean to embarrassyou.”

"On your knees™"

What?"

"Apologize on your knees."

"Thehdl I—"

LeBlanc rammed the gun into my mouth. | clamped down involuntarily. Needles of pain ran
though my jaw as my teeth hit metal. | tried to jerk away, but he had me backed against thewall.
LeBlanc shoved the gun in until | gagged.

The taste of metal was sharp and foul. | tried to pull my tongue back, but the barrel wasin too
far. My heart wastripping, but | wasn't panicking. Whatever LeBlanc said, | knew he wouldn't kill me.
He expected that the threat of death would be enough to make me do whatever he wanted. He'd redlize
his mistake soon enough. Assoon as| figured out how to get his gun out of my mouth. Even as| thought
this, | realized the answer wassmple. | hated to do it, but it was the easiest way.

| lifted one leg, making amotion to show that | wasready to kned. LeBlanc'slipstwisted in an
ugly smile and he pulled the gun from my mouth.

"Good girl," LeBlanc said. "Werewolf or not, | see you're ill awoman. When push comesto

shove, you know your place.”



| gritted my teeth and kept my eyes down, which he seemed to take as proof that I'd been
properly cowed.

"Wel?' hesad.

| tilted my head forward, letting my hair fdl in acurtain around my face. Then | garted to sniffle.

LeBlanc laughed. "Not nearly so cocky now, areyou?"

Triumph rang from hisvoice. | sniffled some more and lifted a hand to wipe a my eyes. Through
the blindfold of my hair, | could only see LeBlanc'slower hdf. It was enough. After acouple seconds of
my crying, hisarm dropped, letting the gun fall to hisside. | lifted both handsto my face, covering it.
Then, | pulled my hands down again, wrapped my |eft hand over my right fist and brought both hands
damming upward into LeBlanc's crotch. As he sscumbled back, | lunged. | knocked him down and started
running. Halfway down the dley, | heard thefirgt shot. Indinctively, | flung mysdf forward to the ground.
Something stung my left shoulder. | hit the pavement in an awkward half flip, managed to get back to my
feet, and kept going. Two shots rang out in quick succession, but | was aready rounding the corner.

Asl ran, blood trickled down my shoulder, but the pain was minimal, no more than anasty
scrape. Left shoulder, | thought. And six inches or so below the left shoulder, my heart. HEd been aiming
for my heart. | shook the thought and impending panic from my head. Behind me, | could hear hisrunning
footfalls. | took thefirst corner, then the next and the next, keeping my straight-out runs short so he
wouldn't have a chance a another shot. It worked for about five minutes, then | ended upinalong dley
with no exit except a the end. | leaned forward and sprinted like hell. It wasn't fast enough. LeBlanc
rounded the corner before | got to the end of the alley. Another shot. Another dive. Thistime either the
shot wasn't accurate or I'd moved faster. The bullet whammed into the Side of a Dumpster. | veered | eft
and made a headlong dash forward. A car wasdirectly in front of me, and another one besideiit, and
another and another. Parking lot. A spark of joy zinged through me. A public place. Sefety.

| raced around the corner, getting out of shooting range. As| ran, | tried to find the largest
concentration of human activity. That wasthe key. Get near enough people that LeBlanc would be

forced to hide hisgun. If hedidn't, I'd attract attention by screaming—afeminine ploy dmost as



universdly effective as crying. In my first glimpse around, | didn't see anyone, but it was hard to teke a
good look while running full out. | sverved down aline of cars and dowed behind the shield of aminivan.
| looked around. There was no one on the east side of the parking lot. | peeked over the passenger door
and squinted through the window to check the west side. There was no one around. Absolutely no one. |
was either in an employee parking lot or in long-term parking.

LeBlanc's scent floated over on the breeze.

| dropped to my hands and knees. Taking a deep breath, | controlled the returning panic and
lowered my head to survey thelot from ground level. About fifty feet to my right were apair of sneskers.
LeBlanc. I rolled under the minivan and craned my neck to get a better look around. The rows of tires
seemed to dretch to infinity in every direction. After amoment, | decided that the line of tiresto my right
seemed the shortest. Creeping on my stomach, | moved to the front of the minivan, stuck my head out
and looked |€eft. Beyond the parking lot, | couldn't see anything. As| watched, acar went by the end of
the row. Then another. Some kind of road. Maybe only a service route, but where there were moving
carsthere had to be people. | eased out from under the minivan and started forward, staying doubled
over behind the cars.

"Come out, come out, wherever you are," LeBlanc chanted.

A brief pause, then: "1 don't like games, Elena. Y ou make melook for you and you'll regret it. |
can make you regret it. Y ou took my scrapbook. Y ou know what | can do.”

| moved along the rear of a sedan and peered around the other side, checking before | dashed
across an empty parking spot. A flash of motion caught my eye and | yanked my head back. Looking
under the car, | saw LeBlanc's shoes. | froze and checked the wind direction. Southeast. | was upwind. |
stopped breathing, but knew it wouldn't matter if | didn't make any noise. HEd smell me. Hehad to. The
sneakers passed the other end of the sedan and kept moving. LeBlanc didn't even pause. | closed my
eyes and exhaled dowly. He wasn't using his nose. One less concern. | waited until his shoes vanished,
then kept moving down the narrow passage between the two rows of parked cars. Each time | cameto

an empty space, | checked before crossing it. More than once there wasn't room to pass between the



cars, the driver having pulled up within inches of the car in the opposite row. Thiswastrickier than
dashing across the empty spaces. | could go over or under. Thefirst time, | tried to go over and set the
car rocking. | spent afew breathless minutes standing there before | was sure LeBlanc hadn't noticed.
After that, when cars abutted each other, | went under. Slower but safer.

I'd gone pat fifteen cars and estimated another ten to go when | heard footsteps to my |eft. |
dropped down, stopped moving, and listened. | knew LeBlanc wasto my left, but at |ast check, hewas
left and rear. These footsteps came from left and front. They didn't sound like sneakers either.
Hard-soled footsteps clacked across the pavement moving fast and coming amost traight for me. | fell
to my stomach and looked out under the row of cars. Brown pumps were moving fast down the row
immediately to my left. A woman hurrying to her car. | thought about standing up, waving my arms,
cdling attention to myself. Would one witness be enough to keep LeBlanc from firing?

"Aha" LeBlanc sang out.

My head jolted up and hit the undercarriage of the car with athunderous bang. LeBlanc cursed
and started running. | looked about wildly, trying to see hisfeet to figure out which way to escape. The
woman. | had to take the chance and bolt toward her. But | couldn't hear her footsteps anymore. Was
shedready in her car?

"Fuck!" LeBlanc shouted. "I don't fucking believeit. Elenal”

| stopped moving. Why was he calling me? He knew where | was, didn't he? Even if he hadn't
been cdlling out to me, he must have heard my head strike the car's underside. The sound had been so
loud it had reverberated through the parking lot. LeBlanc was till cursing. | followed the sound and saw
LeBlanc's sneakers about twenty feet away. And beside his shoes, the body of awoman, lying on the
pavement, open eyes staring at me benegath abloody crater in the middle of her forehead. When LeBlanc
had shouted, it wasn't because held seen me. The bang I'd heard hadn't been my head hitting the car.
He'd seen amotion, awoman moving fast, caught aglimpse of light-colored hair and fired. As| sared a
the dead woman | started to shake. | told mysdlf that my horror was for her, an innocent, gunned down

inaparking lot. It wasn't true. The tightnessin my throat and the pounding in my chest wasn't for her. It



wasfor me. | looked at her body, staring Sightlessinto eternity, and | saw mysdlf lying there. It was
supposed to be me. Killed in a second. One brief second. Alive and running. Then dead. Over.
Everything. Would | have heard the shot? Would | havefdt it?1 could have died here, today, in this
parking lot. | could till die. Thismorning could have been my last time waking up. Lunch my last med.
Thirty minutes ago in the airport, the last time | saw Antonio, Nick, Jeremy . . . Clay. The shaking got
worse. | could die. Redlly die. Despite al my battles, I'd never thought of that before. Never redly
contemplated what it meant. The end could comein one impossbly short second. Now, thinking of it, |
was afraid. More afraid than I'd ever been.

| felt stabs of painin my clenched figts. | unclenched them and the pain lessened into atretching,
apulsating asif something was moving under the skin. | ignored it. | had more important things to think
about. Y et the sensation didn't go away. It got worse. | glanced down and saw my fingersretracting into
my hands, hair sprouting from the backs. | hadn't done anything to precipitate a Change, hadn't even
thought about it. I shook my hands sharply and flexed them, willing the transformation to stop. Asl
moved my fingers, fresh pain shot down my arms. Then my feet started to tingle. | closed my eyesand
ordered my body to stop. My back arched. My shirt started to rip. No! my brain shouted. Not now!
Stop! It didn't stop. My legs jerked and spasmed, wanting to pull under my body, but there wasn't room.
| was jammed under anew VW Bestle with barely inchesto spare. | couldn't get up on dl fours. |
couldn't move my legs and armsinto position. | clenched my eyes shut and concentrated. Nothing
happened. Thefirst licks of darm darted through me. Asthey came, the Change sped up, my clothing
tearing and my body intent on moving itself into impossible contortions. Thefear was doing it. Fear of
being trapped in this parking lot with akiller had started the Change and now the fear of being trapped
under the car was making it worse. | knew what | had to do. | had to get out. A fresh spark of fear made
my torso jerk up, crashing my back into the underside of the car. Thistime | knew the resulting bang was
red. Dimly | heard LeBlanc's shoes squeak againgt the pavement. Heard him say something. Heard him
laugh. ..

| vaulted from under the Beetle. My nails scraped againgt the pavement. Halfway out my legs



seized up and | fell facefirst to the ground. Every musclein my arms and legs seemed to spasm at once.
A howl of agony broke from my throat. | clamped my jaw shut. My eyes bugged out with the pain. It
wastoo late to reverse the Change. I'd passed the midway mark; going back would take longer than
going forward. | focused my energy on finishing, feeding it with fear. At lagt, thefind phase hit witha
shuddering wave of agony o blinding that | passed out. | cameto as soon as my muzzle hit the
pavement, then lay on my stomach, panting and gulping air. | didn't want to move. | could hear footsteps
getting closer. HEd heard me. He knew approximately where | was and was narrowing his search,
closing in. For amoment, | wastoo exhausted to care. Then | turned my head and saw the dead woman.
Heaving myself to my feet, | started to run.

Any thoughts of a cautious, stedthy escape had fled from my brain, overpowered by the need to
get away as quickly aspossble. | tore out from between the cars, got onto the laneway and ran full-out. |
didn't listen for sounds of pursuit. | couldn't waste the energy. | poured everything | had into running. A
shout rang out behind me. Then ashat. It whizzed over my head. | didn't dow or veer from my course. |
blocked out everything and kept going. Finaly therow of cars cameto an end. | was on athrough road.
A horn blared. A gust of air from apassing truck diced through my fur. Still, I didn't dow down. On the
other side of the road were two buildings. | ran toward them, no longer knowing where | was going, just
that | had to get away.

As| was emerging from between the buildings, | heard ashout. Someone caling my name. The
sound came from beside me. | hunkered down and ran faster. A brick wall suddenly popped up in my
path. | tried to stop, but it wastoo late. My legs did out from under me and | skidded into the wall with a
bone-jarring thud. Behind me, LeBlanc was il running, shouting my name. | got to my feet and twisted
around to see the shape of my pursuer at my back. There wasn't time to escape. Even as| was il
turning, | launched mysdlf at him. As| flew through the air, hisarm went up, blocking histhroat. | hit him
full in the chest and we toppled over backward. | curled my lips. As| dashed down, the red fog of panic
that blinded me cleared and | saw who lay beneath me. Not LeBlanc. Clay.

| yanked my head back just in time. The momentum of the sudden changein direction sent me



tumbling sdeways. When | tried scrambling up, Clay grabbed me and held me still. He whispered
something, but | couldn't makeit out. Not seeing any comprehension in my eyes, he waited a second,
then spoke again, enunciating dowly.

"He'sgone," he said. "Don't worry. HE's gone."

| hesitated and |ooked back between the two buildings, certain LeBlanc would appear at any
moment, gun in hand. Clay shook his head.

"He's gone, darling. When you crossed the road, he backed off. Too public.”

| till waited, shaking. Clay buried hishandsin my fur and tried to pull me againgt him, but |
ressted. We had to be ready to run. He started saying something when footsteps echoed from
somewhere nearby. | leapt to my feet, but Clay restrained me. Jeremy, Antonio, and Nick emerged from
around the building. | stood there amoment, legs trembling, sniffing the air to make sure my eyesweren't
betraying me. Y es, they were here. They weredl here. | was safe. | paused for a second, then sank to

the ground.

Promise

Clay sat beside me on the way back to Stonehaven. | was still shaky, maybe even in shock, but
he didn't try to pull me against him or comfort me. He knew better. Instead, he held my hand and glanced
over from timeto time, checking whether | wanted to talk about it. | didntt.

We were amost home when Clay broke the silence, leaning forward to catch Jeremy's attention
in the front passenger seat. "Y ou didn't tell uswhat Danid demanded,” he said. "It was Elena, wasn't it?"

"Yes" Jeremy said softly, not turning.

Antonio turned off the highway. "It'slike an airplane hijacker asking for ten billion dollars. He
knows we wouldn't consider it, so it's another way of saying he's not dealing.”

"It'snot just that," Clay said. "He's giving usawarning. He knows wewould never give Elenaup.



Héstdling us his next move. HE's going to take her."

Jeremy nodded. "' should have realized that. We could have saved ourselves avery closecall. |
thought as Tonio did—that by asking for Elena, Daniel was saying he wouldn't bargain.”

Nick asked, "So that mutt at the airport was trying to kidnap Elena?’

"No," | sad. "Hewastryingtokill me."

"A mutt wouldn't do that, Elena," Jeremy began. "Y ou're too valuable to them dive. It may have
seemed—"

"Y ou weren't there. A woman was hurrying through the parking lot. LeBlanc mistook her for me
and blew a hole through her head. That's not an incapacitating shot. That's an execution.”

Clay's hand tightened around mine. Jeremy pulled back into his seat. No one spoke for at least
fiveminutes.

"Why would he do that?' Nick asked. "If Danid wantsyou, hed want you dive."

"LeBlanc doesn't give adamn what Daniel wants," | said. "Maybe it's because he'snew or
because he's been killing on his own for so long, but he doesn't seem to have theingtinct to obey a
stronger werewolf."

"But why kill you at dl?' Nick said. "Like Jeremy says, these new mutts have no sakein this
fight, other than some promise to Danidl. If Daniel doesn't want you dead, why go through dl that trouble
trying tokill you?'

"Thomas LeBlanc preys on women. He tortures them and rapes them and killsthem. Men like
that hate women and they're easily threatened by them. | forgot that. After al my talk about not treating
these men like other muitts, | did exactly that. | humiliated him at the police Sation, taunted him, insulted
him, and broke hiswrigt in front of Marsten. Now he wants to overpower me. He needsto.”

Clay's thumb rubbed against my wrist, but he said nothing. Neither did anyone else.

—_—

When we got to Stonehaven, | went up to my room. As| climbed the stairs, | could hear Clay

behind me, but | didn't say anything. | walked into my room, leaving the door open. He closed it behind



him. | got partway to my bed and stopped. | stood there, Clay ill silent behind me. A cold worm of fear
wound up through my body and | started to shake. | gulped air and closed my eyes. | was okay. | was
home and | was safe. And I'd amost been killed. The fear shot through me, mingling with anger and
outrage, melding into something white-hot. | wanted to dive into my bed and hide under the covers. |
wanted to throw something againgt the wall and watch it shatter. | wanted to storm back to those mutts
and scream "How dare you!”

When | looked at Clay, | saw my emotions mirrored in hisface, the anger and the outrage and
something so rare | barely recognized it, a haunted look half hidden behind his eyes. Fear. He reached
out and pulled meto him. | turned my faceto his, found hislipsand kissed him. Hislips parted against
mine. | kissed him harder, closing my eyes and pressng myself into him. Some spark of life penetrated
the dead shock in my brain. | chased it, kissing him harder till, degper, moving my body againgt his. The
spark fanned into aflame, and al my sensesjumped to life again. Theworld shrank and al | could
experience, dl |1 wanted to experience was him. | tasted him, smelled him, saw him, heard him, felt him,
and reveled in the sensations like someone rising from acoma

Moving backward toward the bed, our feet tangled and we tumbled onto the carpet. Once on
thefloor, | grabbed Clay's shirt and yanked it up, but his arms were till around me and | couldn't bear to
make him pull back, asif that one second of broken contact would send me diding back into fear and
shock. | wrapped my fistsin the back of his shirt and tore. Asthe materid ripped, | stopped pulling. It
was too much bother, too much wasted time. | moved my handsto hisjeans, tore open the fly, and
shoved them down over his hips. Still kissng me, he kicked them off, then fumbled with mine. | pushed
his hands away and took off my pants mysdlf. As| was pushing them down, Clay ripped my underwear
and threw it aside. His hand moved from my rear to my inner thigh. He did hisfingersinsde me.

"No," | sad, twisting away from his hand.

| reached down and pulled him inside me. His eyeswidened. | moved againgt him. When he
drew back and thrugt, | grabbed hishipsand held him till.

"Don't,” | panted. "Let me."



He shifted up and held himsalf motionless over me. | arched my hipsto his and rubbed againgt
him. Above me, Clay gasped. A shudder ran through him and | pushed his shoulders up off meso | could
watch him. As| moved, he kept his eyes on mine, thetip of histongue showing between histeeth ashe
fought to keep ill. | thrust up againgt him and held mysdlf there, relishing the control, the feding of taking
control after I'd lost it so completely afew hours ago. | moved one hand to his chest and held it against
hisheart. | could fed life there, tripping under my fingers.

"Okay," | whigpered.

Clay buried himsdlf in me and moaned. | arched up to meet him. We moved together. When
climax threstened, | pulled back, not willing to give him up yet.

"Wait," | gasped. "Just wait."

| cdlosed my eyesand inhded. The smell of him was overwheming, amost enough initsdf to
make me peak. | pressed my face againgt the hollow of his collarbone and inhded greedily. Asl
breathed him in, the world seemed to stop and the jumble of sensations came gpart, |etting me experience
each one untainted by the others. | could fed it dl: the twitching of Clay's biceps under my handsas he
held himsdlf over me, the sweet trickling from his chest to mine, the scratchy pressure of his sock resting
againg my caf, the throbbing of him insde me. | wanted to hold everything right there until I'd committed
it to memory. Thiswaswhat it felt like to be dive.

| tightened mysalf around him, heard his answering groan, and felt my own response shudder
through me. The perfection of the moment faded in a sudden need to attain another kind of perfection,
another perfect image of life.

"Now," | said. "Please.”

Clay bent hisface to mine and kissed me hard ashe moved insgde me. | fdt the waves of climax
building, tagted it in hiskiss. | wrgpped mysdf around him, legstwisting with his, arms pulling him against
me. Just as | was about to lose mysdlf in him, he broke the kiss and reached up, entwining hishandsin
my hair. He didn't pull his head back, but kept his face above mine, eyes so close | could see nothing but

blue



"Don't ever scare melikethat again,” herasped. "If | lost you. . . | can't lose you.”

I moved my handsto his hair and kissed him. Again he siopped in mid-kiss.

"Promise" he sad. "Promise meyoull never tekearisk likethat agan.”

| promised and he bent hisface to mine aswe let dl remaining vestiges of control dide away.

Jeremy rapped on the door before dawn penetrated the trees outside my window. Clay opened
his eyes, but made no move to get up or even respond.

"I need you two downgtairs," Jeremy said through the closed door.

| glanced over at Clay and waited for him to answer. He didn't.

"Now," Jeremy said.

Clay was quiet for another thirty seconds, then grunted "Why?" in atone I'd never heard him use
with Jeremy. It threw Jeremy off balance too, and for afew long seconds, he didn't answer.

"Downdairs" hesadfindly. "Now."

Jeremy's footsteps receded down the hall.

"I'msick of it," Clay sad, throwing the covers off and shoving them aside. "We're not getting
anywhere. All weve done so far is chase our tails. Chase, run away, chase, run away. And where hasit
gotten us? It'skilled Logan, killed Peter, it dmost killed Jeremy, and amogt killed you. Now you'rein
danger and held better be planning to do something about it."

"I am," Jeremy'svoice floated up from the stairway. "That's why I'm asking you to come
downdairs."

Spots of red flared in Clay's cheeks. HEd forgotten Jeremy could hear him aswell from the
bottom of the stairs as from the bedroom door. He mumbled something that sounded apologetic and got
out of bed.

—_—

Antonio and Nick were dready in the study, grazing from aplate of cold meats and cheeses. As

we waked in the door, Jeremy was laying out coffees by the sofafor us.



"I know you're worried about Elena, Clayton,” Jeremy said aswe settled in. "Wedl are. That's
why I'm sending her away. Today."

"What?' | sat up sharply. "Wait aminute. Just because last night gave me abit of ascare, it
doesn't mean—"

"Y ou weren't the only one given ascare last night, Elena. Daniel hastargeted you and now it
seemsthis LeBlanc has done the same. One wants to capture you. The other wantsto kill you. Do you
honestly think 1'm going to sit back and wait to see which one succeeds? I'velost Logan and I've lost
Peter. | won't take the remotest chance of losing anyone else. | made amistake yesterday in letting you
go with us after | knew Daniel wanted you. I'm not making another mistake by |etting you stay one day
longer.”

| glanced at Clay, expecting him to protest aswell, but he was holding his mug of coffee hafway
to hislips, staring into its dark depths like afortuneteller searching for answersin the bottom of ateacup.
After amoment, he put the mug down, untasted. Even Jeremy looked over at him and paused, waiting
for an argument that didn't come.

"Gredt," | said. "One panic attack and I'm aliagbility to be stashed away for safekeeping. Do | get
to know where you're going to hide me? Or can't | be trusted with the information?

Jeremy continued in the same even tone. ™Y ou're going to the last place the mutts would expect
to find you. Back to Toronto.”

"And what the hell am | supposed to do there? Hole up someplace by mysdlf while the men fight
the battle?"

"Y ou won't be by yoursdf. Clay's going with you."

"Whoa!" | legpt to my feet. "Yourekidding, right?" | turned to Clay. He hadn't moved. "Didn't
you hear that? Say something, damniit.”

Clay sad nothing.

"What are we supposed to do in Toronto?" | asked. "Hidein ahote room?"

"No, you'l do exactly what you normally do. Y ou'll go back to your apartment, resume your job



if you like, pick up the old routines. That'swhat will keep you safe. Familiarity. Y ou know your
gpartment building, the routes you walk, the restaurants and stores you frequent. Y ou'll be better able to
spot potentia danger than you would in an unfamiliar setting. And you'll be comfortable.”

"Comfortable?' | sputtered. "I can't take Clay back to my apartment. Y ou damn well know |
cant.”

Clay's head jerked up, asif snapped out of a deep deep. "Why can't you?'

Asl met hiseyes, | redized he didn't know | wasliving with Philip. | opened my mouth to say
something, but the look on his face froze the wordsin my throet.

"Youll haveto get rid of him," Jeremy said. "Cal him and tel himto leave.”

"Get rid of who? Call—" Clay stopped. A sick look passed over hisface. He stared at mefor
one long moment. Then he got to hisfeet and walked from the room.

—_—

Now, Jeremy had more talents than any person | knew and he was better at each of them than
any person | knew. He could speak and trandate in over adozen languages, he could splint a broken
bone so it healed as good as new, he could paint scenes | couldn't even imagine, and he could stop a
two-hundred-pound charging wolf with alook. But he didn't know shit about romantic relationships.

"Thank you," | said after Nicholas and Antonio dipped out. "Thank you very much."”

"He knows about thisman,” Jeremy said. "1 assumed he knew about your living arrangement.”

"And in case he didn't?'Y ou decided to humiliate him in front of Nick and Tonio?"

"l sad, | thought he knew."

"Well, he does now, and you'l haveto deal with it. HE's not coming to Toronto with me, if | go at
dl"

"You areand heis. Asfor thisman, he moved in with you, didn't he? 1t was your gpartment first."

| didn't ask how Jeremy knew this. Nor did | answer.

"Then you can ask himto leave," Jeremy said.

"Just pick up the phone, cal him and tdll him I'll be home later today and | want him gone by



then?'

"l don't seewhy not."

| gave aharsh laugh. Y ou don't dump someone you've been living with by phone. Y ou don't
sever al tiesat amoment's notice. Y ou don't give him afew hoursto clear out of the apartment, not
without damn good reason.”

"Y ou have agood reason.”

"That's not—" | stopped and shook my head. "L et me put thisin away you'll understand. If | call
him and tdl himit's over, he won't leave. Hell want an explanation, and hell stay until he's satisfied with
it. In other words, hell causetrouble. Isthat agood enough reason?”

"Then don't break up with him. Move back in."

"With Clay? Not in thislifetime. If you have to send a babysitter, send Nick. Hell behave
himsdf."

"Clay knows Toronto. And nothing will distract him from protecting you." Jeremy walked toward
the door. "I have you booked on an early afternoon flight.”

I'm not—

Jeremy was aready gone.

Clay was next in lineto argue with Jeremy. | didn't eavesdrop, but | would have had to leave the
house not to hear them. And since the conversation concerned my future, | didn't see any point in trying
not to ligen. Clay didn't like this arrangement any morethan | did. His strongest ingtinct wasto protect
his Alphaand he couldn't do that from hundreds of miles away. Unfortunately, the ingtinct to obey Jeremy
was amost equdly strong. As| listened to them battle it out—Clay protesting loudly enough to drown
out Jeremy's quiet ingstence—I prayed Clay would win and we'd be allowed to stay. Jeremy stood firm.
| was going and, since Clay had been responsible for bringing meinto thislife, he was responsible for

enauring | survivedit.

*k*



| stood in the study and fumed. Then | made up my mind. | wasn't going back to Toronto and |
wasn't taking Clay anywhere with me. No one could make medo it.

| walked into the empty hall, grabbed my keys and wallet from the hall table, and headed out the
garage door. | started walking to my car, then stopped. Where was | going? Where could | go? If | left, |
couldn't go back to Toronto and | couldn't come back to Stonehaven. Instead of choosing between two
lives, I'd be abandoning both. My fingers clenched around my keys, digging the metal into my pam hard
enough to draw blood. | inhaled and closed my eyes. | couldn't leave, but if | stayed, I'd have to obey
Jeremy. No one could have that kind of power over me. | wouldn't et them.

As| walked around the car, | heard the squeak of shoe rubber on concrete and looked up to see
Jeremy standing at the passenger door, holding the handle.

"Where arewe going?' he asked camly.

"I'mleaving.”

"So | see. Asl asked, where are we going?'

"We're not—" | stopped and glanced around the garage.

"Clay'scar isright there," Jeremy said, hisvoice still even and unruffled. "Y ou have the keys, but
not the darm remote. The Explorer's outside. No darm, but it's about fifty feet away. The Mercedesis
closer, but you don't have the keys. Shall we race to the Explorer? Or would you rather bolt down the
drive and seeif you can outrun me?"

"You can't—"

"Yes, | can. Yourenot leaving. The cageisdowndairs. | won't hesitate to useit."

"Thisignt—"

"Yes, it'sterribly unfair. I know. No onewould do thisto you in the human world, would they?
They'd understand that you have aright to kill yoursdf.”

"I'm not—"

"If you leave here done, you're committing suicide. | won't let you do that. Either you go to

Toronto with Clay or I'll lock you up here until you agree."



| whipped the keys to the cement floor and turned my back on Jeremy. After aminute of silence,
| said, "Don't make me take him. Y ou know how hard I've worked to create alife there. Y ou've always
said you'd support that, even if you don't agree with it. Send me someplace else or send someone else
with me. Don't make metake Clay. Hell destroy everything.”

"No, | won't."

Clay's voice was as soft as Jeremy's, so much so that | hesitated, thinking 1'd mistaken Jeremy
for Clay. The door to the house clicked shut as Jeremy went inside. | didn't turnto look at Clay.

"Protecting you isthe most important thing to me right now," Clay said. "No matter how angry |
am, that doesn't change. | am capable of fitting in out there, Elena. Just because | don't do it, doesn't
mean | cant. I've studied and practiced fitting in since | was eight years old. For fifteen years, | did
nothing but study human behavior. Oncel figured it out and knew | could fit in, | stopped trying. Why?
Becauseit's not necessary. So long as | can modify my behavior in public enough that | don't haveto
worry about being attacked by mobswith silver bullets, that's good enough for Jeremy and the rest of the
Peack. If | did more, I'd be betraying myself. | won't do that without reason. But protecting you is reason
enough. Thisman may not think I'm the most pleasant person in the world, but helll have no reason to
think anything worse of me. | won't destroy anything."

"l don't want you there.”

"And | don't want to be there. But neither of us has much say in the matter, do we?"

Again, the door clicked. When | turned, Clay was gone. Jeremy was back, holding the door
open for me. | glared a him, then averted my gaze and walked into the house without another word.

That afternoon, Clay and | were on aplaneto Toronto.

Descent

Thiswas going to be a catastrophe.



Asthe plane gained atitude, my mood plummeted. Why had | et Jeremy do thisto me? Did he
know he was about to ruin my life? Did he care? How could | bring Clay to the apartment | shared with
Philip? | was about to bring the man I'd been deeping with into the home of the man I'd made a
commitment to. | could never believe stories | heard about people sneaking their lover into their homes as
ahousekeeper, ananny, agardener. Anyone who did something like that was morally bankrupt
bottom-feeding trash . . . which was a pretty good description of what | thought about mysalf right then.

I'd called Philip that morning and told him | was bringing aguest home. I'd explained that Clay
was my cousin, Jeremy's brother, and he was interested in moving to Toronto, so |'d agreed to put him
up for aweek or so while he looked for work. Philip was perfectly gracious about the whole thing,
though when held said held like to meet my cousins, | suspected he meant inviting them to dinner, not
sharing our tiny gpartment.

And what about Clay? Jeremy had to know how much thiswould hurt him. Again, didn't he
care? How were Clay and | supposed to get along under these circumstances? We had to live together in
aone-bedroom apartment with none of the Pack to act as abuffer. So far, we hadn't spoken aword to
each other since Clay came out to the garage that morning. Thirty minutes from Toronto and we were
stting side by sdelike strangers.

"Wheredo you live?' Clay sad.

| jumped at the sound of hisvoice. | glanced over, but he wasooking straight ahead, asif talking
to the headrest in front of him.

"Wheredo you live?' he repeated.

"Uh—near thelake," | said. "South of Front Street.”

"Andwork?'

"Bay-Bloor digrict.”

It sounded likeidle conversation, but | knew it wasn't. Behind Clay's eyes, hisbrain ticked,
working out the geography and distances.

"Security?" he asked.



"Pretty good. The gpartment building has a secured entrance. Nothing fancy. Just keysand a
buzz-in system. Dead bolt and chain on my door."

Clay snorted. If amutt could get past the front door, al the locksin the world wouldn't keep him
out of my apartment. |'d once mentioned a security system to Philip, but he thought the only reliable home
protection was agood insurance policy. | couldn't tell him | was worried about being attacked. That
hardly fit the persona of awoman who took solitary walksat 2 am.

"At work theresafirst-floor security guard,” | said. "Y ou need an ID card to get into my office.
Plusit'sabusy place. If | stick to regular working hours, no one's going to target me there. | don't even
have to go back towork, redly . . ."

"Stick to regular routines, like Jeremy said.” Clay looked out the window. "Sowho am |
supposed to be?’

"My second cousin. Intown looking for work."

"Isthat necessary?'

"It sounded good. If you're my cousin, then I'd be obligated to put you up—"

"I meant the looking for work part. I'm not going to be looking for work, Elena, and | don't want
some elaborate script to follow. Say I'min town doing work at the university—my normal work. I'll
contact afew people there, stop by the department, maybe do a bit of research. Keep it red.”

"Sure, but it would seem easier just to say—"

"I'm not playing arole, Elena. Not any morethan | haveto."

He faced the window and didn't say anything else for the rest of the flight.

No matter how much I'd brooded during the flight, the full impact of what we were doing didn't
hit me until we werein the airport. Wed picked up our luggage and were heading to the taxi stand when
| realized | was about to take Clay to the apartment | shared with Philip. My chest congtricted, my heart
pounded, and by the time we were at the entrance, | wasin the middle of afull-blown panic attack.

Clay was afull pace ahead of me. | reached forward and grabbed hisarm.



"You don't haveto dothis" | said.

Hedidn't look at me. "It'swhat Jeremy wants."

"But that doesn't mean you have to do it. He wants me safe, right? There's got to be another
way."

Clay kept hisback to me. "'l said I'd stay with you. That'swhat I'm going to do."

"Y ou can do that without going to my apartment.”

He stopped and turned just enough so | could see his quarter profile. "How am | supposed to do
that? Seepin thedley outsde your building?”

"No, | mean we don't have to go to my apartment. Well go someplace else. A hotel room or
something.”

"And youll gowith me?"

"Sure. Of course."

"And youll say with me?"

"Exactly. Whatever you want.”

| could hear the desperation in my voice and despised it, but | couldn't stop mysdlf. My hands
were shaking so badly that people around us were starting to stare.

"Whatever you want," | repeated. " Jeremy won't know. He said he won't contact us by phone,
30 hewon't know whether we're staying at the apartment. I'll be safe and you'll be with me. That'swhat's
important, right?"

For nearly aminute, Clay didn't move. Then he dowly turned toward me. Ashedid, | caught a
glint of something like hopein hiseyes, but it vanished as soon as he saw my expression. Hisjaw
tightened and he locked my gaze.

"Fing" hesad. "Anything | want?' He wheeled toward a bank of pay phones and grabbed the
nearest recaiver. "Call him."

"He said we can't cal him. No phone contact.”

"Not Jeremy. Thisman. Call him and tdl himit'sover. The gpartment'shis. Y ou'l pick up your



Suff later."

"Thet'snot—"

"Not what you meant, right? | didn't think so. What's the plan then? Y ou run back and forth
between us until you've made up your mind?"

"I've made up my mind. Anything that happened at Stonehaven was amigtake, likeit'saways
been amistake. | never mided you. Y ou knew there was someone e se. It was the same damned thing
that happens every time | go back to that place. | get caught upinit. | lose mysdlf.”

"Inwhat? The house? A pile of bricks and mortar?”'

"Inthat place" | said, gritting my teeth, "That world and everything about it, including you. | don't
want it, but when I'm there, | can't resist. It takes over.”

He gave aharsh laugh. "Bullshit. Thereis nothing in thisworld or that world or any world that you
couldn't fight, Elena. Do you know what magical spell 'that place’ has you under? It makes you happy.
But you won't admit that because, to you, the only acceptable happiness comesin the 'normal’ world,
with 'normd’ friends and a'normal’ man. Y ou're bound and determined to make yoursalf happy with that
kind of life, evenif it killsyou."

Peaple were openly staring now. Alarm bells should have been going off in my heed, telling me |
was acting improperly for the human world. But they werent. | didn't give adamn. | turned on my hedl
and glared at two e derly women tut-tutting behind me. They fell back, eyeswidening. | strode toward
the exit.

"When'sthelast timeyou cdled him?' Clay called after me.

| stopped.

Clay waked up behind me and lowered his voice so no one else could hear. "Not counting this
morning when you called to tell him we were coming. When did you last call?

| said nothing.

"Sunday," hesaid. "Three daysago,”

"I've been busy,” | said.



"Bullshit. Y ou forgot him. Y ou think he makes you happy? Y ou think this life makes you happy?
Well, then here's your chance. Take me there. Show me how happy it makesyou. Proveit."

"Screw you," | snarled and strode to the door.

Clay came after me, but he wastoo late. | was out of the airport and in a cab before he caught
up. | dammed the cab door, narrowly missing Clay's fingers, then gave the driver my address. Aswe
pulled away, | alowed mysdf the smal satisfaction of looking in the side mirror and seeing Clay standing
on the sdewalk.

Too bad | hadn't been more specific when | told him wherel lived. "Near" the lake covered alot
of red edtate. . . with alot of gpartment buildings.

When | got to my building, | buzzed up to my gpartment. Philip answered, sounding surprised
when | announced mysdif. | hadn't lost my key. Don't ask why | buzzed to belet in. | only hoped Philip
wouldn't ask ether.

When | got upstairs, Philip wasin the hall outside the eevator. He reached out and embraced
me. | indtinctively stiffened, then hugged him back.

"Y ou should have cdled from the airport,” he said. "1 was waiting to pick you up." He looked
over my shoulder. "Wheré€'s our guest?”

"Dedayed. Maybe indefinitely.”

"Hesnot coming.”

| shrugged and feigned ayawn. "Rough flight. Lots of turbulence. Y ou have no ideahow glad |
am to behome."

"Not asglad as| am to have you home, hon." Philip escorted me into the gpartment. "Go St
down. | picked up roast chicken at the deli for dinner. I'll rehesat it."

"Thanks"

| didn't even have my shoes off when someone pounded at the door. | thought of ignoring it, but

it wouldn't do any good. Philip may not have had my sense of hearing, but he wasn't deaf.



| yanked open the door. Clay stood there holding our luggage.

"How did you—" | started.

He held up my overnight bag. Dangling from the handle was the tag with my name and address
neetly printed onit.

"Pizzaddivery kid held open the front door for me," he said. "' Great security.”

Hewalked in and threw our luggage by the coat rack. Behind me, the kitchen door opened. |
tensed and listened to Philip's footsteps as he gpproached. The introduction jammed in my throat. What if
Clay didn't go dong with it? Wasit too late to change my story? Wasit too late to shove him out the
door?

"Y ou must be Elenas cousin,” Philip said, walking up and extending ahand.

"Clay," | managed to get out. "Clayton.”

Philip smiled. "Nice to meet you. Which do you prefer? Clayton or Clay?

Clay sad nothing. He didn't even glance at Philip, hadn't looked at him since he'd entered the
room. Instead, he kept his eyes on mine. | could see the anger smmering there with the outrage and the
humiliation. | braced for the outburst. It didn't come. Instead, he settled for unconscionable rudeness,
ignoring Philip, his gregting, his question, and his outstretched hand, and striding into the living room.

Philip's smilefatered only a second, then he turned to Clay, who stood at the window with his
back to us. "The sofa bed'sright there," he said, waving at the couch, where held left apile of bedding. I
hope it's not too uncomfortable. It's never been used, hasit, hon?”

Clay'sjaw tightened, but he kept looking out the window.

"No," | said. | struggled to think of something to add, some eaboration or change of subject, but
nothing came.

"We're supposed to have alake view," Philip said with aforced chuckle. "1 think if you stand
three pacesto the left of the window between one and two in the afternoon, turn right, and squint a
certain way, you can see adiver of Lake Ontario. At leadt, that's the theory.”

Still Clay said nothing. Neither did I. Silence deadened the room, asif Philip weretakinginto a



vacuum, hiswords leaving no echo or impression.

Philip continued, "The other side of the building has a better view of Toronto. It'sagrest city,
redly. World-class amenities with adecent cost of living, low crimerate, clean streets. Maybe | can get
off work afew hours early tomorrow and take you for adriving tour before Elena gets home."

"Not necessary,” Clay said. The words came out so tightly clipped that his accent waslost,
making him sound like astranger.

"Clay used to livein Toronto," | said. "For awhile. A—uh—few years ago."

"How'd you likeit?" Philip asked. When Clay didn't answer, he forced another chuckle. "Y ou
came back, so | guessit wasn't atotally bad experience.”

Clay turned and looked a me. "It has good memories.”

He held my gaze for amoment, then broke eye contact and stalked into the bathroom. Within
seconds, | heard the shower running.

"Just help yoursdlf to the shower,” | muttered, rolling my eyes. "Mr. Congenidity, en?'

Philip smiled. "So it'snot jet lag?”

"l wish. | should have warned you. Undiagnosed antisocia personality disorder. Don't take that
crap from him while he's here. Either ignore him or tdl him whereto shoveit.”

Philip's eyebrows went up. At first | thought it was because of my description of Clay, but as
Philip stared a me, | replayed what 1'd said and heard the sarcasm and bite. Not the Elena Philip was
used to. Damn Clay.

"Just kidding," | said. "It was along flight with him. By thetime we got to the airport, | lost my
temper and we had abit of afdling out."

"Lost your temper?' Philip said, walking over to kissmy forehead. "1 didn't think you had one.”

"Clayton brings out the worst in me. With any luck, he won't be herelong. He's family, though, so
| haveto put up with it until then." | turned toward the kitchen and made ashow of sniffing theair.
"Smdlslikethet chicken'sdone”

"Should we wait for your cousin?'



"Hewouldn't wait for us" | said and headed to the kitchen.

The only good thing | can say about that evening wasthat it was short. Clay came out of the
shower (dressed, thankfully), walked into the living room, and pulled one of my books from the shelf. We
were il eating. | went into the living room and told him so. He grunted that he'd eat later and | [eft it at
that. By the time we'd eaten and cleaned up, it waslate enough for meto claim exhaustion and head off
to bed. Philip followed and | quickly redlized I'd forgotten one smdl thing about the living arrangement.
Sex.

| was putting on my nightgown when Philip walked in. Now, | wasn't big on nighttime fashion,
having dept in my underwear Sncel left my last foster family, but when Philip moved in and | noticed he
wore pagjama bottomsto bed, | figured maybe | was expected to wear something, too. | tried lingerie, dl
those sexy, skimpy things the women's magazines rave over. But the damned lace itched in places|'d
never itched before and the e astic pinched and the shoulder strapstwisted, and | decided maybe such
nightwear was only meant to be worn before sex and discarded for something more comfortable
afterward. Since Philip didn't get excited by black lace and red satin, anyway, 1'd pitched the stuff and
settled for oversized T-shirts. Then, for Christmas, Philip had bought me awhite knee-length nightgown.
It was very feminine and old-fashioned and atad too virgina for my taste, but Philip liked it, 0 | woreit.

Philip waited until | started brushing my hair, then walked up behind me, leaned over, and kissed
the sde of my neck.

"I missed you," he murmured againgt my skin. "'l didn't want to complain, but it was alonger
separation than | expected. A few days more and you'd have had aguest in New Y ork."

| covered achoking fit with an awkward wheezing laugh. Philipin Bear Valley. That wasa
scenario even more hellish than the one | was enduring now.

Philip'slips moved to the back of my neck. He pressed againgt me. One hand dipped under my
nightgown and pushed it up to my hip. | stiffened. Without thinking | glanced at the bedroom door.

Philip's gaze followed mine through the mirror.



"Ah," he said with achuckle. "I forgot about our guest. We could keep it quiet, but if you'd rather
wait for amore private moment. . ."

| nodded. Philip kissed my neck again, gave amock sigh, and headed for the bed. | knew |
should curl up in bed with him, cuddle, talk. But | couldn't.

| just couldnt.

Thiswas going to be a catastrophe.

Settling

The next morning, | awoke to the smell of French toast and bacon. | checked the clock. Nearly
nine. Philip was normaly gone by seven. He must have stayed late to make breakfast. A very pleasant
urprise.

| padded out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. Clay stood at the stove, ramming a spatula
under amountain of bacon. Heturned as | walked in. His eyes traveled over my nightgown.

"What the hell isthat?" he asked.

"A nightgown."

"Youdegpinit?'

"If | didn't, it would be a day-gown, wouldn't it?" | snapped.

Clay'slipsquivered asif choking back alaugh. "It'svery . . . swest, darling. It lookslike
something Jeremy would buy you. Oh, by the way. He sent flowers.”

"Jeremy?"

Clay shook his head. "They're by the front door."

| walked into the hall to find a dozen red rosesin asilver-plated vase. The card read: " Thought
I'd let you deep in. Welcome home. Missed you. Philip.”

See? Nothing had changed. Philip was as thoughtful asever. Smiling, | picked up thevase and



looked for aplaceto put it. Theliving room table? No, the flowersweretoo tall. Leaveit on the hal
table? Too crowded. The kitchen? | opened the door. No room.

"Bedroom," | murmured and backed ot.

"Water," Clay cdled after me.

mWhat?

"They need weter."

"l knew that."

"And sunlight," he added.

| didn't answer. I'd have remembered water and sun.. . . eventudly. | must admit, I'd never quite
understood the custom of sending flowers. Sure, they looked nice, but they didn't do anything. That's not
to say | didn't appreciate them. | did. Jeremy adways cut fresh flowers from the garden and put themin
my room and | enjoyed them. Of course, if he didn't place them in the sunlight and keep them watered, |
wouldn't have enjoyed them for long. | wasfar better at killing things than keeping them dive. Good thing
| never planned to have children.

After watering and placing the roses, | went back into the kitchen. Clay put two pieces of French
toast on my plate and lifted athird.

"That'sgood,” | said, pulling my plate back.

He arched both eyebrows.

"I mean, that's good for now," | said. "Of course, I'll have more after | finish these."

"Isthat dl you eat when he's here? I'm surprised you make it to work without fainting. Y ou can't
edt like that, Elena Y our metabolism needs—"

| pushed my chair back. Clay stopped talking and dished out my bacon, then fixed his own plate
and sat down.

"What time do you start work?" he asked.

"| called last night and said I'd be there by ten-thirty."

"Wed better move then. How long awak isit? Thirty minutes?'



"| take the subway.”

"Subway?Y ou hate the subway. All those people stuffed in that tiny car, getting jostled around
by strangers, and the smell—"

"I've gotten used to it."

"Why bother? It's an easy walk, over to Bloor and straight up.”

"People don't walk towork," | said. "They bicycle, they Rollerblade, they jog. | don't own abike
or bladesand | can'tjoginaskirt."

"Y ou wear skirtsto work? Y ou hate skirts."

| shoved my plate aside and |ft the table.

| tried to convince Clay that he could walk to my office and let me take the subway done. He
wouldn't haveit. For the sake of my safety and in accordance with the express will of hisleader, he
would suffer through the torture of the underground train. | must admit | took abit too much pleasurein
watching him squirm throughout the excruciating seven-minute ride. Not that heliterally squirmed.
Anyone watching him would have seen aman stlanding in the crowded car, impatiently tracking our
progress on the overhead map. But deep in hisgaze, | could see the look of acaged animal,
claustrophobiatinged with equa parts revulsion and impending panic. Every time someone brushed
againg him, he clenched the pole a bit tighter. He breathed through his mouth and kept hiseyeson the
map, looking away only to check the name of each station asthe train dowed to a stop. Once he glanced
at me. | smiled and made ashow of relaxing in my seat. With aglare, he turned away and ignored mefor
therest of thetrip.

| had lunch with coworkers. Aswe werereturning, | saw afamiliar figure stting on abench
outside my office building. I made some excuse for not going insde and circled back to Clay.

"What'swrong?' | asked as| came up behind him.

Heturned and smiled. "Hey, darling. Good lunch?"



"What are you doing here?'

"Guarding you, remember?"

| paused. "Please don't tell me you've been Stting here al morning.”

"'Course. | didn't figure I'd be welcome in your office."

"You can'tjust St here”

"Why not? Oh, let me guess. Normal people don't Sit on street benches. Don't worry, darling. If |
see any cops, I'll switch to the bench across the road.”

| glanced toward the building, making sure no one | knew was coming out. "I don't work in my
officeal day, you know. I'm covering araly at Queen's Park this afternoon.”

"So I'll come dong. At asafe distance, making sure you don't have to endure the horror of
publicly associaing with me."

"Y ou mean youll gak me."

Clay grinned. "A Kill that can dways use improvement.”

"You can'tjust St here”

"Back aroundwego. . ."

"At least do something. Read a book, a newspaper, amagazine."

"Sure, and let some mutt sneak past while I'm doing the daily crossword.”

| threw up my hands and stalked into the building. Five minutes later, | returned to his bench.

"Missme dready?' he asked.

| dropped amagazine over his shoulder and onto his lap. He picked it up, glanced at the cover,
and frowned.

"Rod World?"

"It'sabout cars. A good guy kindamagazine. At least pretend to read it.”

He flipped through the pages, stopping on a photo of a bikini-clad redhead sprawled over the
hood of a Corvette Stingray. He scanned the text, then examined the picture.

"What's the woman doing there?' he asked.



"Covering a scratch on the hood. She was cheaper than anew paint job."

He flipped through afew more pages of barely dressed women and classic cars. "Nick used to
have magazines like this when we were kids. But without the cars." He rotated a photo sdeways. "Or the
bathing suits."

"Just pretend you're reading it, okay?' | said, turning back toward the doors. "Y ou never know.
Maybe I'll get lucky and you'll find something you like."

"| thought you liked my car."

| started walking away. "1 wasn't talking about the cars."

After dinner, Clay and | hung out at the gpartment and played cards. By the time Philip got home,
| was ahead thirty dollars and fifty cents. I'd just won my fourth game in arow and was most immeaturely
crowing over it when Philip walked in. As soon as Philip asked to join us, Clay decided it was shower
time again. At thisrate, he was going to be the cleanest guy in Toronto. Philip and | played afew rounds
together, but it wasn't the same. Philip didn't play for money. Worse yet, he expected me to abide by the
rules.

—_—

That night, Jeremy contacted meto see if we were okay. Although he'd forbidden phone cdls,
that didn't mean we were out of touch. As|'ve said before, Jeremy had his own way of contacting us
through a sort of nighttime psychic connection. All werewolves have some degree of psychic power.
Mogt of themignoreit, finding it far too mystical for creatures accustomed to communicating with fists
andfangs.

Clay and | shared atype of mental bond, maybe because he bit me. Not that we could read each
other's minds or anything so earth-shattering. It was more like the heightened awareness of each other
that twins often claim to experience, little things like feding atwinge when he wasinjured or knowing
when hewas nearby even if | couldn't see, hear, or smell him. The whole thing made me uncomfortable,

though, so it wasn't askill | cultivated or even admitted to.



Jeremy's ability was different. He could communicate with us while we were deeping. It wasn't
like hearing voicesin my head or anything so dramatic. 1'd be deeping and I'd have a dream about talking
to him, but I'd subconscioudly senseit was more than adream, and | could listen and respond rationally.
Quite coal, actualy, though I'd never say so to Jeremy.

| awoke to the smell of pancakes. Thistime, | knew exactly who was making breakfast and |
didn't mind. Food was food. For me, nothing beat a ready-made breakfast. | couldn't cook in the
morning. By thetime| got up, | was too hungry to mess with stoves and frying pans—sometimes even
the toaster took too long. Even better than having someone cook breakfast for me was being ableto
crawl out of bed and go straight to the table, skipping shower, clothes, hair and teeth brushing, dl those
things necessary to make me a suitable eating companion. With Clay, it didn't matter. Hed seen worse. |
buried myself under the covers. When breskfast was ready, Clay would bring me a coffee. All | had to
do waswait.

"Thisisredlly great. We don't get pancakes very often. Elena's not much of a breakfast person.
Cold cered and toast usudly. I'm not sure shelll et this, but | know | will."

| bolted upright. That was not Clay's voice.

"What do they call these in the South?" Philip continued. " Fapjacks? Johnnycakes? | can never
keep it Sraight. That iswhere you're from, right? Origindly, | mean. With that accent, I'm guessing
Georgia, maybe Tennessee."

Clay grunted. | legpt out of bed and ran for the door. Then | caught aglimpse of my nightgown in
the mirror. A housecoat. | needed a housecoat.

"Y our brother Jeremy doesn't have an accent,” Philip said. "At least, | didn't noticeit when |
spoke to him on the phone.”

Shit! I rummaged through the closet. Where was that housecoat? Did | own ahousecoat?

"My stepbrother,” Clay said.

"Oh? Oh, | see. That makes sense."



| grabbed clothing and yanked it on, whedling out of the bedroom and through the kitchen door. |
skidded to a halt between Clay and Philip.

"Hungry?' Clay asked, 4ill facing the stove.

Philip leaned over, kissed my cheek, and tried to smooth my tangled hair. "Make sure you call
Mom this morning, hon. She didn't want to go ahead with Betsy's shower planswithout you." He looked
over a Clay. "My family iscrazy about Elena. If | don't marry her soon, they're liable to adopt her.”

His gaze lingered on Clay. Clay flipped three pancakes onto a growing stack, turned, and carried
them to the table, face expressionless. A frown flickered across Philip's lips. Probably tired of making
small talk and not getting any response.

"The butter'sin the—" Philip started, but Clay already had the fridge open. "Oh, and the syrup is
over the stove in the cup—"

Clay pulled from the refrigerator afancy glass bottle of maple syrup, the kind sold in tourist shops
for the price of liquid gold.

"That'snew," | said, smiling over a Philip. "When did you pick it up?'

"|l—uh—didn't."

| glanced a Clay.

"Grabbed it yesterday,” he said.

"Oh, I'm not sure Elenalikes—" Philip stopped, eyes going from meto Clay and back again.
"Yes, well, that wasvery nice"

The phone rang, rescuing me from a fruitless struggle for something to say.

"Il getit,” Philip said, and vanished into theliving room.

"Thank you," | hissed at Clay, keeping my voicelow. "Y ou just had to do that, didn't you? First
breakfast, then the syrup. Make abig dedl out of knowing what | like and embarrass him."

"Make abig dea?| didn't say aword. Y ou brought up the syrup.”

"Y ou wouldn't have?'

"'Course not. Why would 1? I'm not competing here, Elena. | noticed when | made French toast



yesterday that you didn't have red syrup. | know how you complain about the fake stuff, so | figured you
were out and bought you some.”

"And breskfagt? Tell me you weren't saying something by making me breakfast."

"Sure, | was saying something. | was saying that 1'm concerned you're not eating right and
wanted to make sure you got at least one decent meal. Asyour guest, I'm sure he only thinks | wastrying
to be helpful . | made enough for him."

"Y ou made enough for the whole build—" | stopped, looking around and redizing there was only
enough food out to feed three normal people.

"Therestisintheoven,” Clay said. "I hid it when | heard him wake up. I'll pack it for you to take
to work. If anyone comments, you can say you missed breskfast.”

| struggled for something to say and, again, was saved by an interruption, thistime by Philip
coming back into the kitchen.

"Work," he said, pulling aface. "What €lse? Plan to come in late one morning and they call
looking for me. Don't worry, hon. | said I'm having breskfast with you and I'll bein afterward." He pulled
out achair, sat down, and turned to Clay. " So, how's that job search going?'

—_—

I'd agreed to meet Clay for lunch. He bought a picnic box from anearby deli and we went to the
university groundsto eat. Going to the university wasn't my choice. | didn't even redlize that was where
we were headed until we got there. Although | worked only afew blocks away fromthe U of T, | hadn't
visited the campusin dl the months I'd been at the magazine. Nor had | gonetherein al thetimes|'d
visited Toronto in the past ten years. The university was where I'd met Clay, whereI'd faleninlove. It
was a0 the place where I'd been deceived, lied to, and ultimately betrayed. When | realized where Clay
was headed for lunch that day, | balked. | thought up a dozen excuses and a dozen dternate placesto
eat. But none of them reached my mouth. Remembering what held said about Stonehaven, | wastoo
embarrassed to admit | didn't want to go to the university. It was only aplace, a"pile of bricks and

mortar." Maybe there was more to it than embarrassment, though. Maybe | didn't want to admit how



much emotiona resonance that particular brick and mortar pile held for me. Maybe | didn't want him to
know how much | remembered and how much | cared. So | said nothing.

We sat on benches beside University College. Exams were finishing up and only ahandful of
students sauntered around King's College Circle, the rush of classes afading memory. A group of young
men played touch football insde the circle, spring jackets and knapsacks abandoned in a heap near the
godpost. Aswe ate, Clay talked about his paper on jaguar cultsin South Americaand my mind floated
backward, remembering past conversations under these trees, between these buildings. | could picture
Clay dl those years before, sitting at a picnic table across the road in Queen's Park, eating lunch and
talking, hisfocus so completely on the two of usthat Frisbees could whiz over his head and hed never
notice. He always sat in the same pose, legs stretched out until his feet hooked behind mine benesth the
table, hands moving congtantly, flexing and emphasizing, asif some part of him dways had to be moving.
His voice sounded the same, now so familiar that | could follow the beat in my head, predicting each
change of tone, each note of accentuation.

Even back then, hed wanted to know my thoughts and opinions on everything. No flitting of my
young mind wastoo trivid or boring for him. Intime, I'd told him about my past, my aspirations, my
fears, my hopes, and my insecurities, dl the things I'd never imagined sharing with anyone. I'd dways
been afraid of opening up to anyone. I'd wanted to be a strong, independent woman, not some damaged
waif with abackground siraight out of the worst Dickensian melodrama. | hid my background or, if
someone found out, pretended it hadn't made a difference, hadn't affected me. With Clay, dl that had
changed. I'd wanted him to know everything about me, so | could be sure he knew what | was and that
he loved me anyway. Hed listened and he'd stayed. More than that, he'd reciprocated. Hed told me
about his childhood, losing his parentsin some trauma he couldn't remember, being adopted, not fitting in
a school, being ridiculed and shunned, getting into trouble and being expelled so often he seemed to go
through schools the way 1'd gone through foster parents. Held told me so much that I'd been sure | knew
him completely. Then I'd found out how wrong I'd been. Sometimes that deception hurt worse than being

hitten.



Turbulence

When Philip returned from work, it was past midnight. Clay and | were watching alate movie. |
was stretched out on the couch. Clay was on the recliner, hogging the popcorn. Philip walked in, stood
behind the sofa, and watched the screen for afew minutes.

"Horror?' hesaid. "You know, | haven't seen ahorror flick sincel wasin university.” He waked
around the couch and sat besde me. "What's this one?

"Evil Dead I1." | said, reaching for the remote. "I'm sure there's something else on.”

"No, no. Leaveit." Helooked a Clay. "Y ou like horror films?"

Clay was dlent amoment, then grunted something noncommitta.

"Clay's not keen on horror," | said. "Too much violence. HE's very squeamish. | have to switch
channdsif things get gory.”

Clay snorted.

"Thisone's pure camp,” | said to Philip. "It'sasequel. Horror sequels suck.”

"Scream 2," Clay said.

"That's an exception only because the writers knew that sequels suck and played it up.”

"Uh-uh," Clay said. "Theidea—" He stopped, glanced at Philip who was following our
conversation like a Ping-Pong tournament, and stuffed ahandful of popcorn into his mouth.

"Passit over," | sad.

"I bought it."

"And cooked it in my microwave. Passit."

"There'stwo more bagsin the kitchen."

"l want that one. Passit over.”

He tossed the bowl onto the table and booted it toward me with hisfoot.



"ltsempty!" | said.

Philip laughed. "I can tell you two knew each other askids."

Silenceticked by. Then Clay heaved himsdf to hisfest.

"Il bein the shower," he said.

The next day was Saturday. Philip went golfing, leaving before | woke up. Golf was one sport |
avoided. It demanded too little of me physically and too much behaviordly. Last fall, I'd agreed to try i,
so Philip gave me two lists of course rules. One was on how to play the sport. The other was on how to
dress and behave while playing the sport. Now, | was well aware that certain sports required certain
modes of dressfor protection, but | failed to see how wearing adeeveless blouse on the course qudified
asasafety hazard. God forbid the Sght of my bare shoulders should send mae golfersinto atizzy,
knocking balls everywhere. | had enough to worry about in life without measuring the length of my shorts
to seeif they complied to course standards. Besides, after a couple roundswith Philip, | discovered golf
redlly wasn't my thing. Whacking the hell out of aball was gresat for working off aggression, but
apparently it wasn't the point of the game. So Philip golfed. | didn't.

After galf, the three of uswent out for lunch, undoubtedly marking thefirst timein ten yearsthat |
haven't enjoyed amed. For twenty excruciating minutes, Philip tried to engage Clay in conversation.
He'd have had better luck addressing hissalad. To save him, | started arunning monologue, which | then
had to sustain until the bill arrived, thirty-eight minutes and twenty seconds later. At that point, Clay
miraculoudly regained his voice, suggesting that we walk back to the apartment, knowing full well that
we'd brought Philip's car, which meant Philip would have to drive back alone. Before | could argue,
Philip suddenly remembered he had some work to do &t the office, so if we didn't mind walking back,
he'd drive straight there. This agreed, both men bolted for the exit like escaping convicts, leaving meto
scrounge up thetip.

*k*

Sunday morning, while Philip golfed, Clay and | did the boring weekly choreslike cleaning,



laundry, and grocery shopping. When we returned from getting groceries, there was amessage from
Philip on the machine. | called him back.

"How was your game?' | asked when he answered.

"Not good. | was caling about dinner.”

"Y ou're not going to make it?*

"Actudly, | wanted to ask you out for dinner. Something nice," He paused. "Just the two of us."

"Gred."

"That's not a problem?”

"Not at al. Clay can fend for himself. He hates fancy meals. Besides, he didn't bring any dress-up
clothes"

"What does he wear for interviews?'

Whoops. "It'sacademic,” | said. "Very laid-back."

"Good." Another pause. "After dinner | thought we could take in ashow. Maybe find haf-price
same-day ticketsto something.”

"Might not be easy on aholiday weekend, but we can manage something."

"| thought weld—" throat clear—"go done. The two of us."

"That'swhat | figured. Do you want me to make reservations? Get the tickets?"

"No, I'll handleit. I should be there by six. Y ou might want to tell Clayton well belate getting in
tonight. Dinner, ashow, drinks or coffee afterward.”

"Sounds great.”

Philip was silent amoment, asif expecting meto say more. When | didn't he said good-bye and
we signed off.

Dinner was another nightmare medl. Not that anything went wrong. | dmost wished it had. If our
reservations had been given away or if our food had arrived cold, at least we'd have had something to

talk about. Instead, we sat for over an hour acting like two people on afirst date after it became clear



there wouldn't be a second. We didn't seem to know what to say to each other. Oh, we talked. Philip
told me about the lakeside condo campaign he was working on. | told an amusing little story about a
gaffe the premier had made at the latest scrum. We discussed Toronto's ideas for rejuvenating the harbor
front. We complained about the latest talk of TTC fare increases. We discussed the Jays early chances
for the pennant race. In short, we talked about everything two near-strangers would discuss over dinner.
Worse yet, we discussed these topics with the desperation of near-strangersterrified of dead silence. By
dessert, we'd run out of subjects. Behind us, three men barely past acne were trumpeting their success
with dot-com stocks loud enough that people on the street would know about their good fortune. | was
about to make some eye-rolling comment to Philip, then stopped myself. | wasn't sure how he'd react.
Would my remark sound overly negative? Snide? It was the sort of observation Clay would appreciate.
But Philip? | wasn't sure, so | kept quiet.

Asthe server refilled our coffees, Philip cleared histhroat.

"S0," he said. "How much longer do you expect your cousin will be with us?*

"A few days probably. Isthat a problem? | know he can be ajerk—"

"No, no. That'snot it." He managed awan amile. "I must say, he's not the most pleasant
company, but I'll survive. It'sjust been . . . strange.”

"Strange?

Philip shrugged. "I guessit's because you two have known each other solong. Thereésared. . . |
don't know. | sense. . ." Heshook hishead. "It'sjust me, hon. I'm fegling abit left out. Not the most
mature responsein theworld. | don't know . . ." Hetapped hisfingers againg his coffee cup, then met
my eyes. "Wasthere something . . . 7' Hetrailed off.

What?"

"Never mind." A sp of coffee. "Ishe having any luck finding work?"

"He's setting some thingsin motion a U of T. Oncethat'sago, helll move out.”

"So hesstaying in Toronto?"

"For awhile"



Philip opened his mouth, hesitated, then took another swig of coffee,

"S0," hesaid. "Did you hear Mayor Md's latest pronouncement?”

We hadn't been able to get last-minute tickets for any decent shows, so we ended up seeing a
movie instead, then going to ajazz bar for drinks. By the time we returned to the apartment, it was amost
two. Clay wasn't there. While Philip went into the bedroom to get his cell phone and retrieve messages,
Clay whedled in the door, cheeks flushed.

"Hey," he said, gaze darting past meto look for Philip.

"He'sin the bedroom,” | said. "Did you go for arun?

"Without you?'

Clay waked into the kitchen. Seconds later he returned with a bottle of water, uncapped it,
gulped half, and held the rest out to me. | shook my head.

"Please tell meyou were exercisng downdarsinthegym,” | said.

Clay took another drink of water.

"Damnyou,” | muttered, dropping onto the sofa. ™Y ou promised you wouldn't follow me tonight.”

"No, you told me not to follow you. | didn't answer. My job hereisto protect you. That's what
I'm gonnado, darling.”

"l don't need—"

Philip reappeared from the bedroom. "Bad news." He looked from Clay to me. "Oh, am |
interrupting something?'

Clay guzzled hiswater and headed for the kitchen.

"What's the bad news?" | asked.

"Emergency meeting tomorrow.” Hesghed. "Yes, it'sVictoriaDay. | know. I'm redly sorry,
hon. But | called Blake and bumped our golf game up to eight o'clock, so I'll havetimeto play and take
you out to lunch before the mesting. I'd redlly hoped to spend more time with you this weekend.”

| shrugged. "No big dedl. Clay and | can keep ourselves amused.”



Philip hesitated, seemed ready to say something, then glanced toward the kitchen and shut his
mouth.

At noon Monday, as| waited for Philip to pick me up, he called to say there'd been amix-up at
the golf course and his party had been over an hour late teeing off. They'd just finished their game. So, no
lunch dete.

After Philip called, Clay and | decided to hike to Chinatown for lunch. We spent the rest of the
day dacking off, discovering unexplored neighborhoods, looping down residentia streets, then jogging
aong the beach before returning to the apartment with supplies for a steek dinner. Around seven
someone buzzed the gpartment, | wasin the washroom, so | yelled for Clay to get it. When | came out,
he was holding another vase of flowers, thistime amix of irisesin an earthenware jar.

"He's sorry for missing lunch,” Clay said. ™Y ou want them in the bedroom with the others?!

| stopped, watching him hold the flowers and waiting.

"Sayit," | sad.

"Say what?"

| snatched the flowers from hishand. "I know what you're thinking. If he redlly regretted it, hedd
have cut hisgolf game short.”

"l wasn't going to say that.”

"Youwerethinkingiit."

"No, you were. You said it."

| marched toward the bedroom.

"Water," he caled after me.

With agrowl, | veered into the bathroom. | doshed water into the pot, didodging abunch of
green marbles. Three plinked into the sink, more onto the floor. | scooped the ones from the sink, gave a
cursory look for the others and decided to leave them for cleaning day.

"Unlike some people,” | said as| strode back into the hall, "Philip doesn't fed the necessity for a



coupleto lead their livesjoined a the hip. That'sfinewith me. At least he sendsflowers.”

Silence returned from the living room. | plunked the vase on my night-stand, beside the roses,
and stalked back to Clay. He was perched on the sofa back, reading the rough notes I'd brought home
from work Friday.

"Say it," | said.

He glanced up from the notes. " Say what?'

"Y ou've been waiting al week to tell me what you think of Philip. Go ahead. Get it out."

"My honest opinion?”

| gritted my teeth. "Yes."

"You sure?!

| ground my teeth. "Yes"

"| think he's a decent guy.”

My teeth were garting to hurt, "What's that supposed to mean?’

"Exactly what | said, darling. | think he's adecent guy. Not perfect, but who is? He obvioudy
caresfor you. Hetriesto be considerate. He's very patient. If | were him, I'd have kicked my ass out of
here days ago. He's been nothing but polite. A nice guy.”

"But what?'

"But it'snot going to work." He held up ahand against my protest. "Come on, Elena. Y ou do
know why you've picked this guy, right? | don't mean because you're looking for ahome and afamily
and dl that. Y ou think | don't know that's what you want? | do. And I'd tell you it's right under your
nose, but you wouldn't listen. The question is: why have you picked this particular guy to fulfill those
fantases? Y ou do know, don't you, darling?"

"Because hesagood man. Hes—"

"Good and patient and caring. Doesn't that remind you of someone?"

"Not you."

Clay did off the couch back, laughing. "Definitely not me." Helaid my portfolio on the table and



studied my face. "Y ou redly don't get it, do you, darling? Well, when you do, you'll know why it can't
work. You can carefor thisguy, but it'll never be what we have. It can't be. Asdecent asheis, you've
picked him for dl the wrong reasons.”

"You'rewrong."

He shrugged. "Always afirst time. How about those steaks? The barbeque should be ready.
Pass them to me and you can get the veggies cooking.”

Wewent for along walk after dinner. When we got back to the apartment, Philip had stopped
by and |eft a note on the table saying the partners had invited him to ameeting in Montred the next
morning. He'd stopped by to pack an overnight bag and was aready on atrain to Quebec.

"So hélll be gonedl night?' Clay asked, leaning over my shoulder to read the note.

"Looksthat way."

"Damn shame. Guess well have to find something elseto do." He walked over to the caendar.
"Let'ssee. Six days since you Changed. Eight for me. Y ou know what that means.”

Timefor arun.

Fireworks

We debated whether to drive or walk to the ravine. Although it was along hike, neither of us
minded walking there—it was walking back after an exhausting run that wasn't nearly so gppeding. Wed
amost agreed to drive when | made the mistake of mentioning that the car belonged to Philip, and Clay
decided it was such abeautiful night it would be a crime not to walk. | didn't argue. Taking Philip's car
was often more bother than it was worth. Finding an overnight parking spot near the ravine was tough
and | was awaysworried I'd get ticketed or towed and would have to explain to Philip what | was doing

inthat part of town inthe middle of the night.



It was midnight when we got to the ravine. We split up. | found athicket and undressed. Asl
crouched to start my Change, | was struck by something I'd never felt before, at least not in Toronto. |
was getting ready for my Changewith dl the mental preparation that 1'd use brushing my teeth. While my
brain was occupied with other thoughts, my body was moving into position asif what | was doing was
the mogt naturd thing in the world. Now after ten years the routine should've become pretty automeatic
anditdid...when| waswith the Pack or at Stonehaven. Not that it hurt any less, but mentdly, the
trangtion was smooth. One minute | was human, the next | was awolf. No big deal—I'm awerewolf,
right?'Y et Changing here in Toronto was another matter. Ninety-five percent of thetimel lived like any
norma human. | got up, went to work, took the subway home, ate dinner, spent the evening with my
boyfriend, and went to bed. A perfectly normal routine interrupted by the occasiona need to change into
awolf, run through the woods, hunt down arabhbit, and bay at the moon. The juxtaposition was so jarring
that | often got to the ravine, took off my clothes, and stood naked thinking I'm supposed to be doing
what? | haf expected to get down on my knees, concentrate on Changing, and have nothing happen . . .
except maybe to wake up wearing a straitjacket with anice doctor telling mefor the millionth time that
people cannot change into wolves.

When | started getting into position that night, it felt perfectly natura. That probably had alot to
do with Clay being there. He was like a bridge between the worlds. If he wasthere, | couldn't forget
what | was. Not that thiswas abig surprise. The shock wasthat | didn't mind, even that | felt good about
it. For so long, 1'd been trying to suppressthat side of my nature, certain that | had to become someone
esetofit into the human world. Now | was seeing the possibility of another option. Maybe Clay was
right. Maybe | wastrying too hard, making things more difficult for mysdf than necessary. With Clay
around, it was nearly impossible to maintain the "human’ Elena personafor long. I'd been my usud
self—snappish, willful, argumentative. And the earth hadn't crashed and burned around me. Maybe |
didn't haveto bethe"good" Elena, nice and demure and quiet. Not that | should gtart flying into arage
when Philip |eft the toilet seat up or sucker punching strangers who stepped on my feet in the subway, but

maybe | didn't have to back down every time a confrontation threatened. If | let some aspects of my



norma persondity dip into my "human" persona, living in the human world might be easier, might even
cometo fed natural. Perhapsthat was the key.

The bushes rustled, snapping me back to redlity. | caught aglimpse of Clay'sfur passng by the
thicket. He gave alow growl of impatience. | laughed and dropped back into position to start my
Change, thinking how odd it was that the person who most |oathed the human world might be the one
who most helped meliveinit. Clay growled again and poked his muzzle into the clearing.

"Holdon," | said.

| shook my head, clearing it, then prepared for the Change.

After our run, we Changed back and lay in agrassy clearing, resting and talking. It wasthe
darkest and quietest part of the night, long after evening had passed and ill long before dawn arrived.
Despite the chill inthe air, neither of us had dressed. The run had pumped our blood so hot we could
probably liein asnowdrift until sunrise and not notice. | lay on my back, luxuriating in the sensation of the
cool wind against my skin. Overhead, the trees blocked out the stars and moon. Only enough light
filtered in to keep total darknessat bay.

"Got something for you," Clay said after wed rested awhile. He reached behind him into the
darkness, pulled two long wire rods from his discarded jacket and flourished them over his head.

| sat up. "Y ou brought sparklers?’

"Thisisafireworks weekend up here, isn't it? Did you think I'd forget your sparklers?’

| loved sparklers. Okay, | was probably the only thirty-year-old in the world who got giddy over
sulphur-coated sticks, but | didn't care. At least, | didn't care when Clay was around. He didn't know
that grown people didn't normaly play with sparklersand | didn't care to enlighten him. One of my few
memories of my parents was of a Canada Day party. | only knew that it was Canada Day because, in my
memory, | could see a cakein the shape of the flag. | dso saw fireworks, lots of fireworks. | heard music
and laughter. | smelled sulfur and old camp blankets. | remembered my father handing me asparkler, my

firs. | remembered my mother and me dancing barefoot on wet grass, waving the sparklerslike magic



wands, giggling and spinning around, watching thetrail of fairy light we left behind.

Clay pulled abook of matches from hisjacket and lit thefirst sparkler. | scrambled to my feet
and took it. Sparks of orange shot out in agtar, Szzling and sputtering. Lifting it, | drew an experimenta
linethrough the air. Too dow. | did it quicker and the image stayed for afew seconds, aline of firein the
darkness. | spunitin acircle, watching the sparks flash and spin. | wrote my namein the sky, thefirst E
vanishing before | finished the A. | tried it again, faster. Thistime my name hung there for an eye-blink.

"Almost done," Clay cdled after me. "Throw it and makeawish."

"That's birthday candles" | said. "Only you blow them out, you don't throw them."

"Y ou threw them once. Cakeand dl."

"| threw them at you. And the only wish | made can't be repeated.”

Clay laughed. "Wdll, you dways throw the sparklers, so you might aswell make awish. A new
werewolf superdtition.”

As| drew my arm back, the sparkler winked out. Clay lit the other one and handed it to me. |
lifted it over my head and spun afigure eight, then brought my arm down and twirled around so fast |
nearly tripped over Clay. Helaughed and put a hand on the back of my caf to steady me. When |
recovered, he didn't take hishand away. | looked down at him, lying on his back beneath me.

"I loveyou," hesad.

| blinked and froze.

"Bad timing?' he said with asmal smile. Hetook hishand off my leg. "Better?"

"|—" | started, then stopped. | didn't know what 1'd been going to say, didn't know what |
wanted to say.

"I'm not trying to seduce you, Elena. The run, the sparklers, they're not leading up to anything.
Thelast few days, I've been trying to keep things easy for you. No tricks. No pressure. | want you to see
things clearly. When you do, you'll be able to make your choice. Theright choice.”

"Which would beyou."

Hewaved ahand at my sparkler. "Better hurry up. It'salmost gone. That'sthe last one until next



fireworksday."

| looked down to see that the glow had almost reached the end of the sparkler. | looked up into
the trees above, then pulled back my arm, and threw it high. The glowing ember shot into the sky, arced,
then came tumbling down, end over end like afaling gar. | glanced down at Clay. He was watching the
gparkler and grinning with as much childlike joy as 1'd fdt, dancing around the grove with my fairy wand.
| looked back up at the light, closed my eyes, and made my wish.

| wished | knew what | wanted.

Possibilities

We dept in the forest until dawn, then dressed and headed out before morning hikers and joggers
intruded on our domain. We found atiny bistro near Y onge and had breakfast on the front patio.
Businesswas brisk, but it was dl takeout, commuters stopping to grab a double espresso and biscotti on
the way to the office. No one had time to stop and Sit. We had the patio to ourselves and the staff [eft us
aone even when we'd been there more than an hour. | was leaning back in my chair, eyes closed, fingers
againgt my warm coffee cup, listening to Clay's running commentary on the morning traffic of carsand
people rushing by.

"You look happy,” he said suddenly.

"l am," | said, not opening my eyes. | tilted my head back and felt the heat of the sun on my face.
"Y ou know, | couldn't imagine living somewhere without seasons.”

"Yeeh?'

"Redl seasons, | mean. 1'd missthe changes, the variety. Especidly spring. | couldn't live without
spring. Days like today are worth every snowstorm and dush puddle. By March, it seems like winter will
never end. All that snow and ice that seemed so wonderful in December isdriving you crazy. But you

know spring's coming. Every year, you wait for that first warm day, then the next and the next, each



better than the last. Y ou can't help but be happy. Y ou forget winter and get the chance to Sart over.
Fresh possibilities”

"A fresh gart.”

"Exadtly.”

Clay hestated, then leaned forward asif to say something, but then stopped, pulled back, and
sad nothing.

We got back to the apartment after nine. | was late for work, but | was in too good amood to
care. | could awayswork through lunch or stay late. No big dedl.

Aswe headed up the eevator, Clay told me how some street punks had tried to steal hiscar on
atripto New York City last winter. By thetime | got to the apartment, | was laughing so hard | nearly
fdl insde aswe waked into the apartment.

"Serioudy?' | said as| closed the door.

Clay didn't answer. When | glanced at him, he wasn't laughing. He wasn't even looking a me.
His gaze was trained somewhere over my shoulder. | turned to see Philip Sitting on the recliner, ams
crossed, looking like aparent who'd been waiting up al night for an errant child. | opened my mouth, but
nothing came out. My brain raced, wondering how long he'd been home, what excuse would be
appropriate. Had he come back that morning? If so, | could say we'd gone out for breskfast. Aswe
stepped farther insde, Philip stood.

"I'dliketotak to Elena," he said.

Clay headed for the bathroom. Philip stepped in his path. Clay hdted, shoulderstightening. He
garted turning his gaze toward Philip, then stopped, looking somewhere past him. Hetried stepping
around, asif he didn't see anyonethere.

"l said, | want to talk to Elena," Philip said. "I'd like you to leave."

Clay turned and headed for the sofa. Again, Philip stepped in front of him and again Clay tensed.

His hands clenched once at his sides, then relaxed. Philip was challenging him and it cost every ounce of



self-control to ignoreit. | was about to step in when Clay turned and |ooked at me.

"Please" | sad.

He nodded and headed for the door, murmuring, "I'll be downstairs," as he passed me. When the
door closed, | turned to Philip.

"When did you get back?" | asked.

"l didn't go."

"Soyou—"

"l washeredl night."

| stalled as| struggled to think up an excuse. "The meeting was canceled?”

"Therewas no mesting.”

| looked up sharply.

"Yes, | lied, Eleng," hesaid. "I had to prove to mysdf that my suspicionswere wrong.”

"Youthink Clay and | are—"

"No. | wondered, but you wouldn't have needed to |leave the apartment for that. Something's
going on, it'sjust not the obvious." Philip paused. "Y ou know he'sin love with you, don't you?'

As| opened my mouth, he held up his hand.

"Don't," he continued. "It doesn't matter whether you know or not, or agree or not. Heis. It's
there for anyoneto see, every time helooks at you, the way hetalksto you. | don't know how you fed
about him. | can't tell. Whenever | walk into the room, you two are arguing or laughing or doing both at
the sametime. | don't understand it. | don't understand alot of things since you got back.”

"Hell be leaving soon.”

"Not soon. Now. Today."

He turned and waked into the bedroom. As | debated going after him, he returned with a handful
of papers. He handed them to me. | looked at the top one. It was areal estate listing sheet for ahousein
Mississauga. | leafed through the papers and found three more listings for housesin the suburbs.

"l didn't go golfing Sunday," he said. "I waslooking at houses. For us."



"Y ou want to move into a house?"

"No, I—Yes, | do want to move into a house but—" He paused, crossed, then uncrossed his
arms. "l mean that | want to get married. That's what ahouse meansto me. Commitment, marriage,
children someday. Thewhole nineyards. That'swhat | want."

| stared at him. Philip stepped toward me, then stopped, crossing and uncrossing hisarms again,
asif he couldn't figure out what to do with them.

"Isit such asurprise?' he asked softly.

| shook my head. "It'sjust. . . sudden. Clay and | weredrinking last night and I'm il abit. . . I'm
notsurel can..."

"Dont answer, then. Give metimeto buy aring and do thingsright.”

He shoved his handsin his pockets and stood there looking, despite hiswords, asif he il
expected areply. | said nothing.

"Gotowork," hesaid. "Think about it."

We stood there for another awkward moment, then | broke away. | headed for the door, then
hesitated, went back and embraced Philip. He hugged me back, holding on for asecond or two after | let
go. | kissed him, mumbled something about being home by seven, and made my getaway.

| went to work in asuch adaze | was amazed | got off the subway at theright stop. | was Sitting
a my desk when | remembered Clay. He hadn't been outside the apartment when I'd left and | hadn't
looked for him. It wouldn't take long before he figured out 1'd gone to work and followed. What would |
do when he showed up? What would | say? | shook the questions from my head. | didn't want to think
about Clay now.

Philip had proposed.

Marriage.

The thought resuscitated hopes and dreams | thought had died ten years ago. | knew | couldn't

get married, but the point had been moot for so long that 1'd forgotten how much I'd wanted it. Did | till



want it? The achein my chest answered my question. | told myself | was being silly, old-fashioned.
Marriage was for women who wanted someone to take care of them. | didn't need that. | didn't want it.
But therewere things| did want. Stability. Normacy. Family. A permanent place in the human world.
Marriage could give me that. Philip could give methat. But | couldn't get married. Or could 1?1'd lived
thislong with Philip. Wasit possbleto sustain it forever? A smdl voicein my head asked if | wanted to
be with Philip forever, but | stifledit. | loved Philip. Right now, the question wasn't whether | wanted to
marry him, but whether it was apossihility.

Weasit possible?

Perhaps.

| could adapt better if we had ahouse. | could make sure we bought one near aforest or maybe
aplacein the country with some acreage. | could work from home and Change during the day so I'd
never need to disappear from our bed in the middie of the night. The voice surfaced again, thistime
asking if | could imagine alife Changing by daylight, sneaking out and hurrying through it, not daring to
run or hunt or anything else that would be too dangerousin the day. Again, | sllenced the voice. | was
congdering my options, not making decisions.

Maybe | could continue hiding my secret from Phillip, but would | want to? While I'd never felt
the urge to tdl him the truth before, maybe someday the deception would weigh so heavily on methat |
couldn't bear it any longer. | remembered Clay when we were dating, painstakingly revisng hishigory, in
hindsight so obvioudy uncomfortable with it. How would | have reacted if Clay had told methe truth? |
would have accepted it. I'd loved him enough that | wouldn't have cared. Philip said heloved me, but did
he love me that much? Even if he accepted what | was, would he resent al the lies between us? | jumped
to my own defense, inssting that there had been no other way. Asmuch as| cared for Philip, it would
have been impossbleto tell him the truth. Then why did | till blame Clay for hislies? | pushed past that
guestion. Thiswas about Philip, not Clay. It wasn't the same. I'd never bite Phillip. The thought was
unfathomable. But what if he wanted that, wanted to join me? A cold shiver went through me. No.

Never. Not even if hewanted it. That was apart of my lifel'd never bring Philip into.



My desk phonerang. As| lifted the receiver, | knew who was on the other end. | knew and |
answered it anyway.

"Whereareyou?' Clay said in greeting.

"At work."

Pause. "Dumb question, right?1f | call you at work and you answer, it should be pretty apparent
whereyou are. I'm surprised you didn't pick up on that one.”

| said nothing.

"What'swrong?' he asked.

"Nothing."

"Darling, anytime you miss achanceto dam me, theré's something wrong.”

"It'snothing."

Another pause. "It's those papers. For the houses. | saw them on the table when | went up
looking for you. I'd hoped . . . That'sit, isn't it?"

| didn't answer. Clay pulled the phone away from his mouth and swore. Theline hissed and
twittered asif the receiver was being jerked. | heard athump and crackle. Then silence. | started to hang
up when Clay's voice came back, muffled, then clear.

"Okay," he said. "Okay." Heinhaed, the sound echoing down theline. "We need to talk. I'll be
right thereand well talk.”

Again, | didn't answer.

"Weneed to tak," he repeated. "No tricks. | promised and I'm sticking to it, Elena. No tricks. |
don't want to win that way anymore. Well go someplace public, wherever you're comfortable, and well
talk. Hear me out, then you can leave whenever you want.”

"Okay."

"I meanit. | know—" He stopped. "Okay?"

"That'swhat | said."

He hesitated, then hurried on. "Give me ten minutes, fifteen tops. I'll take the subway and meet



you infront of your office.

He hung up without waiting for areply.

Assoon as| got off the phone, | went downgtairs. | wondered what | was doing. Why had |
agreed to meet Clay? What did | expect him to say: "Philip asked you to marry him?—that's gredt,
darling, I'm so0 happy for you'? Still, I didn't turn around and go back insde. It wouldn't do any good. |
couldn't hide. I didn't want to hide. | shouldn't need to hide.

My stomach began to churn. Anxiety. | closed my eyes and tried to relax, but the nausea got
worse. The ground beneath me grew rubbery, unstable. | ssumbled to one side, then righted mysdif,
glancing around to make sure no one had noticed. My body jerked up, suddenly tense, darmed. |
looked around, but saw nothing out of the ordinary. As| turned to look behind me, | felt abrief moment
of light-headedness. Everything went black.

A middle-aged man grabbed meas| fell. At least, that'swhat | assume. One second | was
gtanding on the sdewalk fedling light-headed, the next | was reclining backward looking up into the
worried face of astranger. My rescuer and hiswife led me to abench and sat me down. | mumbled
something about skipping breakfast. They made sure | was okay, secured my promise to est something
and get out of the sun, then reluctantly moved on.

| went into the building, stood inside the doors, and checked my watch. Fifteen minutes had
passed since Clay had caled. He should be here any moment. My stomach was till churning. It was
definitely anxiety, but | couldn't pin it down to a cause. Sure, my mind was pinning after Philip's proposal
and | didn't really want to talk to Clay, yet for some reason the anxiety didn't seem linked to either of
these stressors. It floated there, oddly disconnected and distant.

| focused back on Clay. He'd promised not to trick me. That vow would last only aslong ashe
got hisway. If | decided to marry Philip or even to stay with him, Clay would go baligtic, al bets off, all
promises forgotten. | knew that but, to my surprise, | wasn't afraid of what he/d do. After al these years,

| knew histricks so well that they were no longer tricks. Whatever hetried, | could anticipateit. | would



be ready for it. Hed said last night that | needed to make a choice. He wasright. | needed to make that
choice. | wasn't going to let him do it for me.
A clock somewhere sounded eleven chimes. | double-checked my watch. Yes, it was eleven.
Clay had cdled a ten thirty-five. The anxiety pushed to the surface. Don't be silly, | told myself.
Twenty-five minutes wasn't unreasonable. Maybe he couldn't face the subway after al and had decided
to walk. Something's wrong, the voice from earlier whispered insde me. No, | told it. Nothing's wrong.
| waited ten minutes longer. The anxiety was worse, my stomach roiling now. | had to go. Back

to the apartment.

Discovery

As| swung open the apartment door, it struck something and bounced back toward me. |
pushed it again. It opened afew inches, then stopped. | pushed harder. Whatever wasin the way was
heavy, but it moved, making a swishing sound against the carpet. Looking down, | saw aleg stretched
acrossthe floor. | squeezed through the narrow opening, nearly tripping over theleg in my haste to get
insde

It was Philip. He was sprawled behind the door. As| looked at him, my brain refused to register
what | was seeing. | stood there, staring down, perversdly thinking not, Oh, my God but, How did he get
there. Even as| saw the blood pooled at his side, dripping from his mouth, smeared in abloody trail
across the carpet, my brain would only accept smple and ridicul ous explanations. Had he passed out?
Fainted? Heart attack? Stroke? Seizure? Still numb, | dropped to his side and started going through the
motionsfor basic first aid. Conscious? No. Breathing? Y es. Pulse? Neither strong nor wesak. | lifted his
eyelids, but didn't know what | was checking for. As| pulled back his shirt, my fingers grazed across his

sde and dipped into a gaping wound. | pulled my hand back and stared at my bloodied fingers.

Clay.



| gagged, yanking back from Philip asif afraid of soiling him, and vomited athin string of bile onto
the carpet. The shock passed in asecond and | started to shake, alternating between fear and rage. Clay
did this. No, he couldn't have. Y es, he could have, but he wouldn't. Wouldn't he? Why wouldn't he?
What would stop him? | hadn't been here to stop him. But no, he wouldn't do something like this. Why
not? Because he'd been sweet and even-tempered for afew days? Had | forgotten what he was capable
of?Not this. Never this. Clay didn't attack humans. Unlessthey were athregt. But Philip didn't know
what we were, so he wasn't dangerous, wasn't athreat to the Pack, to our way of life. Maybe not to the
Pack'sway of life, but to Clay's. . . ?

Philip stirred. | jJumped to my feet, suddenly remembering the most basic first aid response. | ran
to the phone, lifted it, and dialed 911. It took afew secondsto realize | wasn't hearing anything on the
other end. | jammed the plunger up and down and dialed again. Still nothing. | looked down. The phone
cord snaked around the table leg. The end lay afoot away, colored wires sticking out. Cut. Someone
had deliberately cut the phone cord. | knew then that Clay hadn't done thisto Philip. Hewouldn't leave
him alive, bleeding to degth, then cut off the phone. Whatever else Clay was, he wasn't asadist.

| raced to the hall closet and flung it open. Philip's briefcase was on its usua hook and his cell
phonewasinsideits usud spot. | punched in 911, then told the operator that my boyfriend was wounded
and unconscious, that I'd come hometo find him like that and had no idea how badly he was hurt or how
it had happened. | didn't know if she believed me and | didn't care. She took the address and promised
an ambulance. That was good enough.

After turning off the phone, | ran to the closet, grabbed a sheet, and ripped it into strips. As|
bound Philip'sside, | bent close enough to smell who had touched him, who'd done thisto him. The scent
that wafted up from his clotheswasn't Clay's, but it was someone | knew, someone whose smell
registered without amoment of surprise. Thomas LeBlanc. In the back of my brain, I wondered how
he'd found me, where he was now, whether held return, but | didn't waste time pondering the questions.
Firg priority was Philip. Second priority wasfinding Clay and warning him.

| checked Philip's breathing and pulse again. Still the same. | leaned over him, braced his neck



with one hand, and lifted him to check for any hidden wounds. As| shifted mysdlf upward to kned, |
caught aglimpse of something under the hall table. A hypodermic needle. Fresh darm surged through me.
Had LeBlanc injected Philip with something? Poisoned him? Easing Philip down, | scrambled to the
table. | was about to bend over to pick up the needle when | saw the ring on the tabletop. A gold band
so familiar that | knew what it was without acloser look. Clay's wedding band. Benegth it was a sheet of
torn paper with a scribbled note. For a brief second, | thought Clay had taken off hisring, that he'd come
up here before LeBlanc had arrived, removed the ring, written the note, then left—left me. Some emotion
surged through me, but before | could andlyzeit, | redized the writing wasn't Clay's. My hands Sarted to
shake. | lifted the note. Thering dipped off and fell, tumbling toward the carpet. | lunged to grab it, my

hand closing around the cool metal before it struck the floor. | turned back to the note.

Elena,
Big Bear Motor Lodge. Rm. 211. Tomorrow. 10 A.M.

—D.

A sck feding settled in my gut. Even as| bent to pick up the syringe, | knew what 1'd smdll onit.
Danid's scent on the plunger. Clay's on the needle.

"No," | whispered.

| yanked out the plunger and sniffed ingde. A strong medicinal smell clung to the empty casing,
but | couldn't placeit. Not poison, | told myself. Danie wouldn't use poison. LeBlanc might, but not
Danid. If it was poison, they would have left Clay, not just hisring. The ring and note were asign. Clay
was il dive. Still dive? The thought went through me like anicy knife, not that he was dive but that |
would even need to congder the dternétive.

"Oh, God," | whigpered and swayed, grabbing the table to steady mysdlf.

Get agrip, | told mysdlf. Clay was okay. Daniel gave him something to knock him out. That's

why I'd fainted earlier, a manifestation of the sympathetic bond between us. Danid drugged Clay and



took him away but he was okay. I'd know if he wasn't. Oh, God, | hoped I'd know. | looked at the note
again. A meeting. Danid had Clay and he wanted me to meet him tomorrow at tenin Bear Vdley. And if
| didn'tshow up. ..

| dropped the paper and turned to run out the door. Philip's body was still blocking the way.

"I'm sorry,” | whispered. "Very, very sorry."

| bent to move him out of the way. As| touched him, his eyesflew open and his hand clasped
around my wrigt.

"Elena?' he said, looking around in confusion, eyes not focusing.

"Youreokay," | said. "I've cdled an ambulance.”

"Therewasaman ... Twomen. . ."

"I know. Y ou're hurt but you'll be okay. An ambulance is coming.”

"Asking whereyou were. . . Didn't tell them . .. Then Clayton . . . Fighting . . ."

"I know." Panic was edging into my voice. | had to go. Now. "Wait here. I'm going down to wait
for the ambulance.”

"No. .. Could ill bethere. .. Lookingforyou..."

"I'll be careful.”

| tried to pry Philip'sfingersfrom my wrist but he tightened his grip. Asgently aspossible, |
wriggled free, then got to my feet. Helifted himself acoupleinches and fell back again, blocking the
door. He put ahand on my leg.

"No," hesaid again. "Y ou can't go."

"l haveto."

"No!"

His eyes blazed with fever and pain. A pang of anguish went through me. I'd donethis. I'd
brought thisto him. | had to stay and help. If he got upset, he might make himsalf worse. A few more
minutes wouldn't make any difference. My hands clenched at my sides. Clay'sring jabbed into my pam

and | jerked upright.



Ten o'clock. | had to be there by ten o'clock.

Philip said something, but | didn't hear it. Panic flooded through me.

| had to leave. | had to leave now.

| tried to reason with mysdf, cam myself down, but it wastoo late. My body was dready
responding to thefear. A sudden jolt of agony doubled mein half. | was dimly aware of Clay'sring faling
to thefloor, of Philip saying something. My head shot down, pulling back into my chest. A walil split the
air, leaving my throat raw. | gasped, choking, sputtering for air. As| toppled forward, my armswent out
to break my fdl. | tried to pull into mysdf, keeping my head down, but my legs spasmed and my head
jerked back. Through thefog of pain| saw Philip'sfacein front of mine, saw his eyes, saw therevulson
and horror there. | fell to dl fours, hunching into mysdf. My back went up. My shirt split. | wailed again,
thistime an unearthly howl. The Change was coming so fast and so strong | couldn't even think of
stopping it. My brain went blank, filled with nothing but fear and agony. My body convulsed once, then
again, seizures so powerful that | felt I'd be ripped in half and | didn't care, aware only that it would stop
the pain. Then it ended.

| lifted my head and knew that | was awolf. There was one moment of total exhaustion that
vanished as quickly asit came. Panic and terror instantly took its place. | looked up. Philip lay onthe
floor afew feet away. All | could see were his eyes, saring a mein helpless horror.

| turned, ran across the room, closed my eyes, and plunged through the balcony doors. The glass
exploded. Shards of glass diced through my fur and skin, but | barely felt them. Without pausing or even
thinking, | vaulted up and over therailing. For amoment, | was airborne. Then | hit the grass four stories
below. My Ieft front paw twisted. Pain shot through my leg. Someone shouted. | ran.

| tore around the building and into the underground parking garage. Ducking behind thefirst car,
| listened for following footsteps. When none came, | shook myself and tried to relax and concentrate.
Even if no one came after me, | was stuck. So long as | was anxious and panicked, | couldn't Change
back. Evenif | did, I'd be naked in a parking garage. | might be able to find clothes, but then what? My

wallet, with money, credit cards, and ID, was in the gpartment. Without them, | couldn't get out of



Toronto. Not only would | need to find clothing, but 1'd need to go back up to the apartment. | couldn't
do that. Philip has seen me and the ambulance would be here any minute. Maybeif | waited . . . For how
long? When, if ever, would it be safe to go back? Danid's note flashed in my brain. Ten am. tomorrow.
The deadline. Anxiety surged again, shoving al rationa thought from my brain.

Go.

Go now.

| hesitated only amoment, then obeyed.

—_—

| took the back alleyswhere | could and side roads where | couldn't. People saw me. | didn't
care. | kept running. When | got out of Toronto, | raced acrossfields and forests and open pastures.
Logicadly, my flight made no sense. | would have been better off waiting in the parking garage, snegking
back up to the apartment after an hour or so, and catching aplane. Y et this never occurred to me. Every
fiber in merebelled at the thought of waiting. My gut told meto act and | did.

My brain shut off as| ran, letting ingtinct control my muscles. Hours later | arrived at an obstacle
that my instincts alone couldn't handle: the Niagara Falls border crossing. | spent nearly an hour pacing
behind awarehouse, my thoughts dipping and diding likeacar onice, whirring usdesdy. Findly, |
regained enough control to contemplate the problem and come up with a solution. Therewas ahugeline
of trucks backed up across the bridge, dowed down in customs by some new U.S. entry regulation.
Thanksto bureaucratic red tape, | had time to pick out atruck with a canvas-covered trailer and sneak
on board. Thankfully the cargo wasn't checked at the border and the truck continued unhindered from
NiagaraFalls, Ontario, to NiagaraFalls, New Y ork. The truck |eft the city and headed south toward
Buffalo. My gut screamed, Wrong Way! and | found mysdlf flying off the back of the truck before my
brain had timeto protest. | hit the curb hard and rolled into aditch. As| got to my feet, the paw that I'd
hurt legping from the bal cony buckled under me. My stomach growled, reminding me I'd missed lunch
and dinner. | thought of dowing down, finding a patch of woods and hunting for dinner, but the panic

switch in my head went on, shutting down dl higher reasoning. Run, it said. So | did.



By nightfall I was moving on pure fear and momentum. No matter how hungry | was, | was
certainthat if | sopped, I'd never get started again. Ten o'clock, my gut screamed each time | thought of
pausing to rest or eat. Ten o'clock. Stop even for a second and you'll never makeit. And if you don't
makeit. . . | refused to think of that. It was easier to keep running.

It must have been nearly midnight when athunderous roar in my head sent me pitching forward
into the grass. As| got back up, the boom came again. | whined, lowered my head and shook it,
scratching at my right ear with my forepaw. Got to run. Can't stop. | lurched forward.

"Elenal" The boom in my head took on avoice and words. Jeremy. Hisvoice roared again,
gplitting my skull withitsintengty. "Elenal Whereareyou?"

| lowered my head again and whimpered. Go away, Jeremy. Go away. Y ou're making me stop. |
can't stop.

"Where areyou, Elena?| can't contact Clay! Where the hell areyou?'

| tried to answer, if only to shut him up, but my brain wouldn't form words, only images. Jeremy
went slent and | stood there, dazed and wondering if I'd heard him at all. Was| hallucinating? | was
awake, wasn't 1? Jeremy couldn't contact us when we were awvake. Was | deeping or losing my mind? It
didn't matter. Ten o'clock, ten o'clock, ten o'clock. Y ou'll never makeit. Run.

| sumbled forward and ran. Soon | started blacking out. | was still moving, but everything kept
fading in and out. My legs were numb. | could smell the blood trailing from my torn pads. One minute the
ground was like a bed of nails beneath my paws, the next it was like cotton and | wasfloating abovet,
racing fagter than the wind. It was suddenly day, then night again. | was running through atown. No, |
was running through Toronto, the CN Tower beckoning in the distance. | heard voices. A shout. A laugh.
Clay'slaugh. | strained to see through the night. Fog had rolled in from Lake Ontario, but | could hear
him laughing. The concrete turned to grass. The fog wasn't from the lake, but from apond. Our pond. |
was at Stonehaven, bounding through the back acres. Clay was running ahead of me. | could see
snatches of gold fur bobbing through the trees. | dug my clawsin and ran faster. Suddenly, the ground

ended. | was running through the air. Then | wasfalling. | scrambled for afoothold, but there was nothing



around me but inky blackness. Then therewas nothing &t all.

Caged

| awoke to the sensation of cold. As| shivered, | felt wet grass beneath my bare skin. | opened
oneeye. Trees. Long grass. A meadow. | tried lifting my head but couldn't. Clay. That was my first
thought, but | didn't know why. Had | been running with him?1 couldn't smell him. Why couldn't | raise
my head? There was nothing holding me down. My musclesjust refused to respond. Was | dead? Dead.
Clay. | remembered and my head shot up. Blinding pain pierced my skull.

Something warm and soft fell around my shoulders. | jerked up, crying out in pain as| moved. A
jacket lay over my baretorso, the smdl of it so familiar, yet soimpossible. Was| dreaming?
Hallucinaing? | felt hands dipping under meto lift me up, the touch asfamiliar as the scent on the codt.

"Eleng?

A face bent over mine. Jeremy, dark hair faling over hisforehead, shoved back with an impatient
hand. Not possible. Not here. | closed my eyes.

"Elena?" Sharper now, worried.

| tried to move, but it hurt too much. Deciding to abandon mysdlf to the hallucination, | lifted one

eydid.
"H—" | croaked, wanting to ask how hed got there. "H—" Nothing more would come.
"Donttry totak," hesaid. "And don't try to move. I'm going to carry you to the truck. It'sright
over there."

"c—C—"
"They have him, don't they?' Hisarmstightened around me.

"T—ten—ao'clock,” | managed to get out, then everything went dark again.

*k*



Thistime | woketo warmth, artificia heat blowing acrossmy face. | heard the humming of a
motor, felt the vibration and small bumps of a car moving over asmooth road. | smelled old leather and
shifted beneath the jacket dung around me. | stretched my legs, but the pain made me whimper and pull
back.

"Isthat too hot?' Nick'svoice. | felt hisarm move over me and reach for the vent. Hetilted it
away from my face,

"Is she awake?' Jeremy somewhere nearby. In front of me. The front seet.

"I'm not sure,” Nick said. "Her eyes are closed. Y ou can probably turn down the heat. She's got
her color back."

Theclick of adia. The harsh blowing fell to aquiet drone. | opened one eye, then the other. |
was propped haf-reclining in the back seat of the Explorer, my head resting near the side window, legs
curled beside me on the seat. Scenery and cars sped past. Antonio wasin front of me, in the driver's
seat. His eyesflickered toward me through the rearview mirror.

"She'sawake," hesaid.

A seat belt clicked open. Then the whir of denim on the cloth seats. Nick bent over me.

"Isit warm enough?' he asked. "Can | get you anything?'

T

"Don't tak, Elena," Jeremy said. "Grab the water bottle from the cooler, Nick. She's dehydrated.
Let her spit, but not too much.”

Nick rummaged around in the cooler. Then acold plastic straw touched my lips. | pulled back
and gave asmdl shake of my head that sent lightning bolts through my skull.

"Ti—" | croaked. "Ti—me, Wha—ti—me."

"What time?' Nick lowered hisfaceto mine. "What timeisit?'

| nodded, sending a shower of burning sparks through my head thistime.

Nick still looked confused, but he checked his watch.

"Eleven-twenty . . . dmost eeven-thirty.”



"No!" | shot upright. "No!"

Nick jerked back. The Explorer siwerved and Antonio swore, then yanked the steering wheel
back on track. | fought to get out from under Jeremy'sjacket.

"Elena." Jeremy's voice came from the front seat, cdm and firm. "It's okay, Elena. Cam her
down, Nick, before she gives your father a heart attack.”

"Shejust surprised me," Antonio said. "Nicky, make sure—"

| didn't hear therest. | struggled free of the jacket and flung it aside, then fumbled to undo the
seat belt. Every movement ripped through me. My hands were bruised and torn. | didn't care. | was late.
| had to go. | had to get there. Now.

Nick grabbed the seat belt fastener away from me, but | aready had it open and was squirming
out of the restraining strap, Nick grabbed my shoulders.

"No!" | shouted and flung his hands off.

He grabbed me again, harder thistime. | fought, baring my teeth and scratching any part of him |
could reach.

"Stop the car," | shouted.

The Explorer dowed to half speed, but no more, asif Antonio was deciding what to do.

"Kegp going,” Jeremy said. "She'sdelirious. Keep going.”

Nick struggled to keep mein my segt, hisface hardening with resolve. | heard asound in the
front. Over Nick's shoulder, | saw Jeremy getting up from his seat, reaching back to restrain me. |
gathered dl my strength and control, drew back my fist, and punched Jeremy in the somach. Hiseyes
went wide and he doubled over. Some deep part of mewas horrified, but | didn't care. Thefever in my
brain incinerated any pangs of conscience. | had to get out. | was late. Nothing else mattered.

| shoved Nick away and flung myself past him toward the opposite door. Grabbing the handle, |
thrust it open and looked down. Gravel flew by in agray blur. Nick shouted. The brakes squealed. The
Explorer veered right. | tensed to jump. Two sets of hands grabbed me, one by the back, the other by

the shoulders, and yanked meinside. | felt Jeremy's hands go around my neck, then pressure on the side



of my throat, then blackness again.

| awokein amemory. Every part of my body ached. I'd Changed last night. The recollection was
dim, amontage of images—pain, fear, rage, dishdief. Yet | hadn't been running through New Y ork
State. I'd Changed ina8' X 6' cdll, manacled hand and foot. My seventh Change. Seven weekssincel'd
cometo thisplace. | had no ideawhat day it was, but | knew how many timesI'd gone through hell and
marked the time by that. When | awoke, | was till in the cage. I'd been in it for five weeks now, five
Changes since the man gave up trying to keep mein abedroom upgtairs. | knew his name: Jeremy, but |
never used it, not to hisface, not even when | thought of him. To hisface, | caled him nothing. | refused
to gpeak to him. In my mind, he was smply "he" or "the man," a designation devoid of thought and
emotion.

| awoke fedling the scratchy fabric of a mattress beneath me. There had been sheets once, soft
flannel sheets and acomforter. Then he caught me tearing them into strips and thought | was planning to
hang mysdif. | wasn't. | wouldn't give him the satisfaction of seeing me dead. 1'd torn up the sheetsfor the
same reason |'d destroyed the magazines and clothing he'd brought for me, and the pretty pictureshe'd
affixed to the stone cage wdlls. | wanted nothing from him. | would accept nothing meant to makethis
cage seem like anything other than the hellhole it was. The only offering | accepted wasfood and | ate
that only because | had to keep my strength up for when | escaped. That was what kept me going, the
thought of escape. Soon | would get away, back to the city, to people who could help me, heal me.

| opened my eyesto see afigure on the chair outside the cage. At first | thought it washim. He
sat there most of the day, watching me and talking to me, trying to brainwash me with the insanity that
gpilled from hislips. When my eyes focused, the figure became clearer, bent over, elbows on knees, gold
curlsshining inthe artificia light. The one person | hated more than the man. Quickly, | closed my eyes
and feigned deep, but it wastoo late. Hed seen me. He got to hisfeet and started to talk. | wanted to
stop up my ears, but it would do no good. | could hear too well now. Eveniif | could block hiswords, |

knew what heéld be saying. He said the same things every time he came, sneaking in when the man was



out. Hetried to explain what he'd done, why he'd done it. He apologized. He pleaded with me to obey
the man so that | could get out of the cage. He wanted meto talk to the man, to ask that his banishment
be revoked so he could come back and help me. But there was only one way he could help me. Each
time he came, each time he swore held do anything to make it up to me, | told him the samething. The
only words I'd speak to him. Fix me. Undo what you did.

"Clay.”

The sound of my voice woke me from my memories. | was on my back, staring up a anaked
lightbulb on awhitewashed cement ceiling. | turned my head and saw solid sonewalls. No windows. No
ornaments. Beneath me, | felt the scratchy twin-size mattress. The cage.

"No," | whigpered. "No."

| turned my head and saw the bars. Beyond them, someone was sitting on the chair. My heart
legpt. Then thefigure stood, black eyes meeting mine.

"No," | whispered again, Stting up. "Damn you, no."

"l had to, Elena," Jeremy said. "l was afraid you'd hurt yoursalf. Now, if you're fedling better—"

| threw mysdf at the bars. Jeremy stepped out of arm's reach, cautious but not surprised.

"Let meout of here!" | shouted.

"Elena, if youd—"

"Y ou don't understand!"

"Yes, | do. Daniel has Clay. Hetook himin Toronto. He wanted you to show up at the hotel at
ten today. Y ou were talking in your deep on the way back."

"You—" | stopped and swallowed. "Y ou know?'

"Yes |—"

"Y ou know and you're keeping me in here? How could you?" | grabbed the bars and strained
againg them. "Y ou knew Clay'slife wasin danger and you put mein here?"

"What do you think Danidl planned to do, Elena? Take you and let Clay go? Of course not. If

you went there, weld lose you both.”



"l don't carel”

Jeremy rubbed a hand over hisface. ™Y ou do care, Elena. Y ou're just too upset to think about
thislogicaly—"

"Logicaly?Logicaly? Areyou redly that cold? Y ou raised him. Y ou mean the world to him.
He's spent hislife protecting you. He'srisked hislife protecting you, risksit constantly for you. You'd Sit
back, logically assess the Stuation and decide it's not worth the gamble to save him?"

o

"If he'sdeed, it'syour fault."

"Hleng”

"It'smy fault. If he's dead because | didn't get there on time—"

Jeremy grabbed my arm through the bars, fingers cutting to the bone. "Stop it, Elenal He's not
dead. | know you're upset, but if you'd calm down—"

"Cam down? Areyou saying I'm hystericd ?"

"—cam down and think about it, you'll know Clay isn't dead. Think about it. Daniel knows how
important Clayton isto the Pack. To you. To me. He'stoo vauable as a hostage.”

"But Daniel doesn't know why | didn't show up. Maybe he thinks we don't care, that weve
abandoned Clay, given him up for dead.”

"Danid would know better. To be sure, I've sent him anote. Last week he gave me apost office
box to contact him through. Antonio and Nick dropped off aletter saying that we weren't letting you
make that gppointment, but that I'm willing to negotiate so long as Clay's not harmed. I'm sure Daniel
aready knowsthat, but | wanted to makeit clear. I'm not taking any chanceswith Clay'slife, Elena"

On someleve | knew Jeremy wasright. It didn't help. | kept thinking, What if he'swrong? What
if Clay had never even made it back to New Y ork? What if hed woken up and they'd fought and he was
lying inaDumpgter in Toronto? What if Danid couldn't resist the opportunity to destroy hislifelong
enemy while he was drugged and powerless? Even if Daniel managed to keep it together, what about

LeBlanc? Hed aready proven hedidn't give adamn what Danid wanted. If Clay angered LeBlanc, he'd



kill him. Evenif Clay didn't do anything to LeBlanc, he might kill him just because he could. Asdl the

possihilities ran through my mind, my aching legs surrendered and | dumped to the floor, till clutching the

bars.

"Youdidntwarn me" | said.

Jeremy crouched down, putting one hand over mine. "1 didn't warn you about what, sweetheart?"
he asked softly.

"| didn't think. | should have known."

"Known what?'

"That he wasin danger, too. He waslooking after me. But | wasn't looking after him."

| dropped my head to my knees and felt the first prick of tears behind my eyes.

Jeremy |eft mein the cage overnight. Asmuch as | wanted to believe otherwise, | knew he wasn't
being heartless or unfeding. After my crying jag, one might have expected meto give up thefight and
meekly accept Jeremy'swill. At least, anyone who didn't know me very well might expect that. Jeremy
knew me better. When | was sobbing on the floor, held reached through the bars to comfort me, but
didn't unlock the door. After I'd had agood cry and wiped away thetears, | flew into arage. | broke the
bed, it being the only breakable thing in the cell. | kicked thetoilet, but that didn't break anything except
maybe a couple of my toes. | flung my dinner on thefloor. | cursed Jeremy at the top of my lungs. And
onceit wasdl over, | should have fdt better, right? | didn't. | felt stupid. | fdt like I'd had afit of hysterics

and made afool of mysdlf. | needed to get a grip and take control. Throwing tantrums wouldn't help
Clay.

Of course, just because | was ready to leave the cage didn't mean Jeremy was prepared to let
me out. Heleft mein there dl morning, stopping by periodicaly to make sure | hadn't resumed my
Exorcist imitation. When he came down with my lunch, he brought aletter-sze manilaenvelope. Before

giving methefood tray, he wordlesdy passed me the envelope.



Inside was a Polaroid shot of Clay. He was sitting on the floor, knees pulled up, feet bound
together, and arms behind him. His hands were out of sight, but judging by his position they must have
been tied or manacled. His eyeswere haf closed and so clouded by drugs they looked gray instead of
blue. Though | couldn't see any sign of bars, | knew he wasin acage. No werewolf would capture Clay
without making damn sure he couldn't Change and break out. Keeping him secure would mean drugs,
bindings, and/or acage. Danid would use dl three. Hed fought Clay before and he wouldn't take any
chance on an accidenta rematch.

| looked at the picture again. Bruises covered Clay's arms and bare torso, an ugly dice bisected
his left cheek, hislips were swollen and split, and he had one blackened eye. Despite his condition, he
gtared into the camerawith alook of bored annoyance, like a supermodd who's had one too many
photographersin her face that day. Showing defiance would have only set Danid off. Clay knew better.

| reached indde the envel ope again and found it empty. | looked up at Jeremy. For thefirst time
since he'd brought me back, | really looked at him. His eyes were underscored with purple and his bangs
fell lankly againgt hisforehead, asif he hadn't dept or showered in days. Tiny lines had appeared around
his eyes and mouth. He dmost looked his age.

"Wheresthe letter?' | asked, more gently than I'd intended. "I know Daniel must have sent a
letter. Can | seeit?!

"It saysthey have Clay, which isobvious, and that he's not in great shape, but he's dive, both
equdly obvious. If you check the background of the photo, you'll see anewspaper hanging on thewall.
It'stoday's New York Times, presumably to prove the picture was taken today."

"Whét does Danidl want?"

"Clay'sin no immediate danger.”

"Areyou going to give me adirect answer to any of my questions?”'

"I've sent a note back. I'm demanding daily pictures while we negotiate.”

| scowled and stomped to the other side of the cdll, reminding mysdlf that | had to play nice.

Anather tantrum wouldn't get me out of the cage anytime soon.



"I know | lost it yesterday,” | said. "But I'm fine now. | want to help. Can | come out?"
"Eat your lunch. I'll be back in awhileto seeif you're till hungry.”
Jeremy dipped the tray through the dot near the floor and went upgtairs. | bit my tongue to keep

from caling him anything | might regret. . . at least until he was out of earshot.

Plans

Jeremy let me out later that afternoon. Before we were even up the stairs, | asked about his
plans. He made me wait until after dinner, probably testing how far he could stretch my patience before |
snapped. I'll admit, by medltime | was getting close, but | managed to hold it together. While Antonio and
Nick cleaned up the dinner mess, Jeremy took meinto the study for our talk. The Reader's Digest
condensed version of our hour-long talk wasthis: Jeremy had a plan for getting Clay back and | wasn't
allowed to know anything about it or alowed to help him carry it out. As one might expect, | accepted
this newswith grace and understanding.

"That isthe stupidest idea |'ve ever heard!" | snarled for the dozenth time that hour. "1 won't just
gt here and do nothing.”

"Would you prefer to St in the cage and do nothing?”

"Don' thresten me."

"Then don't thresten me.”

Something in Jeremy's voice made me clamp my mouth shut and settle for pacing.

"I can help,” | said, keeping my voicelow and, | hoped, calm. "Please, Jer, don't shut me ouit.
Maybe you blame me for what happened in Toronto, but don't punish melikethis."

"Y ou didn't do anything wrong in Toronto. If it'sanyonesfault, it'smine. | thought Toronto was
sdfe. | didnt redlize Danid was gone until Tuesday morning, when he was dready there. I'm not going to

tell you how | plan to get Clay back because then you'll want to help and if | don't let you, you'll go



ahead and try anyway."

"BUE"

Heleaned forward. "'I'm being honest with you, Elena. More honest than I'd dare be with anyone
else. Everything isfaling apart. | wasn't prepared to handle this. If I've been agood Alphadl these years
it's because I've never been tested. Not likethis. | started dow, feding things out, gathering information.
Peter and Logan got killed. | changed course and took off again, going after IJmmy Koenig. Y ou almost
got killed. | sent you two away where | thought you'd be safe. Less than aweek later, Danid found you.
Now hehasClay."

"BUE"

Jeremy stood and smiled down at me, a crooked half smile, and brushed alock of hair off my
shoulder. "I'm sorry, sweetheart. | redly am. But thisishow it hasto be."

Before | could respond, he was gone.

Despite Jeremy's orders, | had no intention of sitting on my hands and doing nothing. After dl, he
hadn't specifically forbidden meto do anything. So | started to plan.

Step one: find an dly. Thiswas easy. Well, there wasn't alot of selection, but even if there had
been, Nick would be the obvious choice. Not only was he Clay's best friend, but he'd been shut out of
the rescue plan aswell, and was as unhappy about it as|. Jeremy claimed he needed Nick to guard me,
but even Nick was smart enough to know that Jeremy wasn't telling him anything for fear held takeit
back to me. | persuaded Nick by saying | only wanted to gather information, so we could prove our
vaueto Jeremy. Not that thiswasalie. | had every intention of sharing any information | uncovered with
Jeremy. And if he dtill refused to let me help?1 didn't worry about that. | could always renegotiate my
arrangement with Nick later.

Step two: plot a course of action. Jeremy would be trying to find where the mutts were keeping
Clay. It didn't take ageniusto figure this out. Bargaining with Danid would only be a cover to kegp him

busy while Jeremy figured out where they were staying. Nick confirmed this. Y esterday, before hewas



cut out of the plan, Jeremy had sent him and Antonio to the Big Bear Motor Lodge. Everyone except
Daniel had checked out of the motel on Monday. Daniel had checked out Wednesday. So the conclusion
I'd drawn, and likely the same one Jeremy had drawn, was that the mutts had found another hiding place
and had taken Clay there upon hisreturn from Toronto. Since | didn't want to interfere with Jeremy's
plans—or, moreredidticdly, | didn't want to get caught interfering—I'd have to leave the muitt tracking to
him and find another way to discover where they were hiding Clay.

Step three: divert atention from my activities. Had it been anyone but Jeremy, 1'd have played
the role of the cowed subordinate. To Jeremy, though, that would be asure sign that | was up to
something. So, | bitched and complained and made hislife hell. He expected nothing less. Every chancel
got, | demanded, begged, or wheedled to belet in on hisplans. Finaly, after an evening and morning of
being in hisface a every possible opportunity, | gave him an ultimatum. If he didn't find Clay in three
days, | was going after him with or without Jeremy's permission. He therefore assumed that he had three
daysbefore | started raising hell again, so herelaxed. Aningeniousruseif | do say so mysdif.

Although Nick had agreed to help me, he refused to disobey Jeremy's order of house arrest, so |
couldn't actually go anywhere. Well, | could knock Nick over the head and make arun for it, but |
wouldn't do that to him. Besides, Jeremy would only find me and bring me back and Nick wouldn't be
too enthusiastic about helping me again if he was suffering from a concussion.

Thefirg thing | did was call the hospital. No, | didn't call theloca hospital on some premonition
that they might have Clay or know where hewas. | called St. Michad's Hospital in Toronto. | hadn't
forgotten that I'd left Philip bleeding on the floor of our gpartment. I'll admit | might not have spent as
much time dwelling oniit as| should have, but | knew hisinjurieswerent life threatening, at least not after
I'd stopped the bleeding and called for help, and Clay's Stuation wasfar more dire, so | think | can be
excused if my attentions weren't evenly divided between the two. Philip wasn't a S. Mike's. The
emergency room had been closed to new arrivals last Tuesday afternoon, not an uncommon occurrence

after years of health care budget cuts. Philip had been taken to Toronto East General and was still there.



| spoke to the nurse on hisfloor, introducing myself as his sster, and learned that held suffered some
interna injuries and had required surgery, but he was recovering and was expected to leave on Monday,
which meant held actudly be feding better by next Wednesday or Thursday—budget cuts again. She
offered to put me through to hisroom to speak to him, but | declined, claiming | didn't want to disturb his
rest. Thetruth was | was too much of acoward to speak to him. Even if he forgave me for abandoning
him, there was the small matter of having watched me Changeinto awolf. | settled for sending him
flowerswith anote saying I'd see him soon, and hoped that didn't scare him back into intensive care.

The next thing | did was cal the locdl red estate office. No, not because | was planning to move
out and needed a place to stay. Tempting idea, but | knew | wouldn't get far. If Jeremy had tracked me
to afiddin upstate New Y ork—and he still wouldn't tell me how he'd accomplished that—then he could
certanly find meliving in Bear Vdley, ether before or after the mutts found me. Either way, | wasn't
suicidal. | caled thered estate office to check for homes rented or purchased in the past couple of
weeks, particularly housesin the rurd area. Only three homes had been sold in the Bear Valley didtrict
recently. Two were bought by young families and the third by aretirement-age couple. There were more
rentas, but dl to longtime Bear Valley residents.

When the house ideadidn't pan out, | looked for a possible cottage rental. The bad newswas
that we lived in cottage country. The good newswasthet it was il early in the season and the Bear
Valey areaitself wasn't prime cottage land, having too many trees and too few lakes and waterways. |
cdled the Bear Vdley Cottage Association. With alittleingenuity, alot of lying, and even more
politeness—Jeremy had taught me well—I discovered that only four local cottages were being rented,
three to honeymooning couples and the fourth to a bunch of middle-aged men from New Y ork who
came up every May for some kind of male-bonding-in-the-wilderness therapeutic retreat. Another dead
end. I'd haveto try another tack. | just wasn't sure yet what that might be.

—_—

Purposeful action made the hoursfly past, leaving little time to brood over Clay's Situation. By

evening though, | was|eft alonewith my thoughts. | wastending thefirein the study. It didn't need



tending. It didn't even need to belit, the temperature outside till hovering in the mid-seventies. But there
was comfort Sitting on the hearth, poking at the logs and watching the fire dance and spark. Unnecessary
action was better than no action. Besides, staring at the flames had a mesmerizing effect, giving me
something to concentrate on other than the thoughts and fears that kept dipping past the mental barriers
I'd carefully erected in the past twenty-four hours.

| wasn't donein the sudy. Nick wasthere, haf dozing on the couch. Every so often he'd open
his eyes and say something. Wed talk for afew minutes, then the conversation would begin moving
dangeroudy closeto Clay and we'd both fal silent. Asthe clock on the mantel chimed midnight, Nick
woke again. Hetilted his head backward over the arm of the sofaand looked at the window.

"Full moon coming,” he said. "Two, three days?'

"Two."

"I'll need to run. How about you?"

| managed asmall smile. "Y ou know perfectly well that | don't need to run, since | did more than
enough of that three days ago. What you redlly want to know is: will I run with you and save you from the
horrifying prospect of having to run done.”

"I don't know how you did it in Toronto al those months,” he said with ashudder. "I had to do it
acoupletimes last winter. Tonio took off on business and Logan was wrapped up in some court case
and Clay—Anyway, | had to Change by mysdif.”

"Poor baby."

"It was awful. It was, like, walk out to the woods, Change, stand there until enough time passed,
Change back. It was about as much fun astaking ashit.”

"Niceandogy."

"I'm serious. Come on, Elena. Admit it. That'swhat it'slikeif you're by yoursdf. | remember
when | was akid, before my first Change, and Clay used to—"

He stopped. Thistime, hedidn't pick up again. Silencefel and | turned back toward thefire,

poking it and watching the sparks cascade from the logs. The door opened. | heard Jeremy comein, but



didn't turn around. A moment later, the sofa springs groaned as Nick got up. He walked across the room
and the door closed again. Jeremy sat beside me on the hearth. His hand touched the back of my heed,
hesitated, then stroked my hair.

"I know how difficult thisisfor you, Elena. | know how scared you are, how afraid you are of
losnghim.”

"It'snot that. | mean, of course I'm afraid of losing him. But if you think it's because I've suddenly
redlized how much | love him and that if—when we get him back, I'll come home and everything will be
fine, then you're wrong. I'm sorry. | know you want that, that it would be easier for you and everyone
else, but it's not going to happen. Yes, | care about him. Very much. And yes, | want him back. | want
him back for you and for Nick and for the Pack. I'm upset because | hold myself responsible.”

Jeremy said nothing.

| looked over my shoulder at him. "' So you hold me responsible, too?"

"No, not at dl. | didn't answer because | thought it best to hold my tongue about the rest. If you
think that'swhy you're upset—"

"Itis"

Hewas quiet for amoment, then reached over to rub my back, fingers moving to the tight ball
between my shoulders. "Whatever the reason for your worry, | don't hold you responsible for what
happened. We've been through this before. | should have sent you two someplace else. | thought | was
being clever, but | didn't even redlize something happened until | tried contacting Clay that night—"

"Haveyou doneit since?' | asked, straightening up and turning to face him, "Have you contacted
Clay since he's been captured? Y ou've tried, haven't you? What did he say? Is he—"

Jeremy put hisfingerstomy lips. "Yes, I'vetried. Tried and tried again. But | can't get through to
him. It'sthe drugs.

There was another possible reason why Jeremy couldn't get in touch with Clay, but | didn't dare
speak it. Jeremy seemed to read it in my face, though, and shook his head.

"Don't think that. Y ou saw today's picture. He doesn't look good, but he'saive."



He sounded so tired. The Pack was under siege, and the mutts were ripping down the defenses
asfast as Jeremy could erect them. It was wearing him out. | wished | didn't seethat. | wished | could
believe, as Antonio and Nick did, that the Pack Alphawasindestructible. That's the way Pack
werewolves were raised, secure in the knowledge that no matter what happens, their Alphawill protect
them. That waswrong. Plain wrong. It worked great under norma circumstances, when the Pack was
never troubled by more than one mutt a atime and the Alphas job was more focused on settling interna
dissent and presenting a united front againgt the mutts. Faced with a problem of this size, though, the
Alphaneeded help, not just in fighting the threat, but in deciding how to fight it. Such collaboration was
unthinkable. Jeremy might bounce hisideas off Antonio, but he'd never think of asking for advice, nor
would any Pack member dream of offeringit. | did. | wanted to tell Jeremy what | thought and try to help
him, but | knew | couldn't. If he felt overwhemed now, having me second-guess his planswould only
make thingsworse. Like Antonio and Nick, Jeremy was bound by the same misconception of leadership.
The responsibility of saving the Pack fell squarely on his shoulders. The only way | could help wasto plot

drategies on my own.

Awakening

The next morning, Jeremy and Antonio took off again. | went to work. Or, at least, | prepared to
go back to work. | caled the hospital to check on Philip, then sat at the desk in the study, fired up Clay's
laptop and sat there, looking from the phone to the laptop and back again. These were my only tools for
finding Clay and | had no ideawhat to do now with either one. | pulled out apad of paper and reviewed
what | knew, hoping some new avenue of exploration would legp out a me.

We had two experienced muitts | eft, haf of the origina number. Thiswas reassuring, until |
reminded mysdlf that we'd eliminated the lesser muitts, leaving the more dangerous ones dive. Not so

good. We also had two new mutts. LeBlanc, | knew, and understood how he worked. Again, | fdt a



momentary burst of complacency before remembering that | hadn't even met Cain's protege, Victor
Olson. So there it was, the next step: find out more about Olson. Of course, deciding what | wasgoing
to do wasn't the same as determining how | was going to do it. Of the two tools | had available, the
Internet seemed the best bet, namely because | wasn't sure where to even begin with the telephone.

Cain had said that his protege's name was Victor Olson and that he'd broken him out of jail in
Arizonawhere held been imprisoned for sex crimes. Since Danidl had found Olson, his crimes must have
been big enough to warrant media attention. A smple search on the name and city brought up seven
complete matches. Thefirst one was for somelong-dead city father named Victor Olson. The next four
matcheswere for Vic "Mad Dog" Olson, which sounded promising, until | clicked on one site and found
an advertisement for apersona injury lawyer. On thelast two | hit pay dirt. Victor Olson had escaped
from jall four months ago, cutting short alife sentence for raping and killing aten-year-old-girl. | reread
hisvictim's age severa times. Cain said Olson had beeninjail for "screwing around with acouple girls.”
I'd assumed by "girls" hereally meant women. Obvioudly not. Suppressing my revulsion, | read the
article. Olson was alifetime pedophile who'd been charged severd timeswith acts of indecency, but the
charges had aways been dismissed when the judge ruled hisvictims testimony "unreliable.” With the last
victim, the judge had to admit the testimony provided by her dead body was reasonably reliable. |
skipped to the news article on the other site and discovered why Daniel had chosen Olson. Hewas a
gaker. He chose his victimswith care and trailed them for weeks before making hismove. One
detective said he'd never seen someone so skilled at "the hunt"—nhis choice of words, not mine.

| spent another hour going over what | knew. When that led nowhere, | tracked down Nick in
the exercise room and repeated everything to him, hoping either held think of something or the very act of
verbalizing it would help me think of something. Nick listened, but didn't have any ideas. Nick wasn't
used to having ideas. That sounded worse than | intended. What | meant was that he was accustomed to
following the plans of others. He was an enthusiastic lieutenant and aloyd friend, but he wasn't
exactly—how do | put this nicely—not exactly adeep thinker. Taking to him didn't help methink of

anything either. So | put aside my papers, turned off the lgptop, and did the most mind-numbing, menia



chorel could imagine. | did thelaundry.

No one had done laundry since we'd gone to Toronto, probably becauseit wasthe last thing on
anyonesmind. | didn't redize the full implications of that until | wasfolding thefirst load and came across
one of Clay's shirts. | stood there in the laundry room holding the shirt. Clay had worn it the day before
we left. | don't know why | remembered that. It was adark green golf shirt, one of the few departures
from Clay's plethora of plain white and black cotton T-shirts. It must have been a gift from Logan, who'd
considered it histhankless job to add some fashion to Clay's wardrobe. | stared at the shirt, thinking
about Logan and the grief surged fresh. Then | thought about Peter, remembered him ribbing Clay about
his monochromatic wardrobe, threatening to give him a stack of the most garish concert T-shirts he could
find. Blinking hard, | tucked the shirt under astack of Nick's pants and kept going

After I'd folded the first load, | took it upstairsto put the clothes away. | left Clay's pilefor last.
For severa minutes, | stood outside his closed bedroom door and screwed up the courageto goinside. |
rushed through the job, stuffing shirts, underwear, and socksinto his drawers. Hisjeanswent in the
closet. Yes, he hung up hisjeans, probably because if he didn't, there wouldn't be anything in there. | was
putting the jeans on hangers when | saw the pile of wrapped presents on the closet floor. Without even
checking thetags, | knew what they were. Part of me wanted to dam the door shut and run. | didn't want
to seethem. Yet | couldn't resist. | reached down and picked up the top gift. It was wrapped in
Christmas paper, bright candy canes and bows. On the tag, one name scrawled across, obliterating the
to: and from: label. Elena

Nick had said Clay expected me back. I'd haf expected to come back last Christmas myself, not
through my own volition, but magically, asif | could fal adegp in Toronto on Christmas Eve and wake up
in Stonehaven the next morning. Easter, Thanksgiving, birthdays, they'd dl passed unnoticed, untainted
by the urge of return. Chrismas was different.

Growing up, I'd hated Christmas. Of dl the holidays, it was the one that most glorified the family,

al thosemoviesand TV specias and advertisements and magazine covers showing happy familiesgoing



through the rites of the season. That's not to say | was deprived of the normd trappings of Christmas. My
foster families weren't complete ogres. | got presents and turkey dinners. | went to parties and midnight
mass. | sat on Santa's knee and learned to sing "Up on the Rooftop” for the school concert. But without
real family bonds, dl the rituals of the season were as phony as sprayed-on snow. So when | moved out
on my own at eighteen, | stopped celebrating. Then | met Clay. That first year together, | findly felt that a
true Christmas was possible. Sure, | wasn't surrounded by parents and grandparents and aunts and
uncles, but I had someone. | had thefirst link to everything el'se | wanted so bad.

| should say that Clay had no idea how to celebrate Christmas. It wasn't an official werewolf
holiday. Okay, there were no official werewolf holidays, but that wasn't the point. The Pack recognized
Christmas only as atimeto get together asthey did umpteen other timesayear. They exchanged
presents, the same as they did on birthdays, but that was the extent of the celebration. So what did Clay
do when | hinted that | wanted a full-blown Christmas? He gave me one.

Although I didn't know it a the time, Clay spent weeks researching the holiday. Then he gave me
Chrisgtmaswith dl the trimmings. We went out and cut down atree—then redlized the impossibility of
getting it back to his gpartment on his motorcycle. We had the tree delivered and decorated it. We made
shortbread, gingerbread, and sugar cookies, and discovered how hard it isto form gingerbread men
without a cookie cutter. We made afruitcake, which was probably still on the balcony of hisold
gpartment, where we'd eventually used it to hold open the door. We bought lights for the bal cony, then
had to go back to the hardware store for an extension cord, then had to go back for wire cuttersto snip
aholein the screen to dip the cord through. We listened to Christmas music, watched How the Grinch
Sole Christmas and rented It's a Wonderful Life, though Clay fell adeep during the latter—okay, we
both fell adeep during the latter. We drank eggnog by thefire, or by amagazine photo of afirethat Clay
stuck on thewall. No tradition went unobserved. It was the perfect Christmas. We didn't makeit to
Eadter.

There was no Christmas the next year. | assume Christmas still occurred in the outside world, but

at Stonehaven, it passed unnoticed. 1'd barely got out of the cage by winter. Clay was still banished.



Logan cameto see me, but | drove him away, as1'd driven him away the half-dozen other times hetried
to vist. Nick sent agift. | threw it out unopened. Before Clay bit me, I'd met both Logan and Nick, had
even sarted congdering them friends. Afterward, | blamed them for not warning me. So, Christmas
cameand went and | barely redlized it.

The next year, Clay was till banished. | waswell on the road to recovery by then. I'd forgiven
Logan and Nick and even Jeremy. I'd started getting to know Antonio and Peter. | was coming to accept
life asawerewolf. Then came Christmas. | expected it would pass again with little fanfare, like the year
before. Ingtead, we had afull-blown Christmas, complete with presents under the tree, colored lights
sparkling against the snow, and aturkey on the table. The whole Pack came to Stonehaven for aweek,
and for thefirst time, | knew how hectic, stressful, loud, and wonderful afamily Christinas could be. |
thought this was how the Pack normally celebrated Christmas, when they didn't have an angry new
fermd e werewolf to contend with. It wasn't until January that | learned the truth. Clay had contacted
Jeremy and asked him to do thisfor me. That was his gift to me. My gift to him wasto ask Jeremy to
reped his banishment.

For every year after that, we had afull Christmas a Stonehaven. The Pack indulged my fantasy
completely, without ever making mefed that they were only doing it to humor me. | can't say that every
Christmas was agood one. Sometimes Clay and | were getting along, more often we weren't, but we
were dwaystogether. If thislast Christmas away from Clay had been hard, one thing had made it
bearable: knowing he was out there, somewhere. As| stared at the pile of presentsin hiscloset, |
redlized this gpplied to my life every day of the year, not just at Christmas. Somehow, knowing Clay was
there, waiting for me should | ever return, gave me a cushion of comfort inmy life. In aperverseway, he
was the most stable thing in my life. No matter what | did, he'd be there. What if he wasn't? The thought
filled me with something soicy cold that my breath seemed to freeze in my lungsand | had to gasp for air.
| hadn't lied to Jeremy the night before. Thiswasn't one of those fairy-tale romances where the heroine
realizes her undying love for the hero after he's placed in morta danger. There were no heroes or

heroinesin this story and there would be no happily ever after ending, even if we got Clay back. | il



couldn't imagine living with him, nor could | envison my world without him. I needed him. Maybe that
was ungpeskably sdfish. It dmost certainly was. But it was honest. | needed Clay and | had to get him
back. | looked at the giftsagain and | knew | wasn't doing enough.

—_—

"I'm goingto Bear Vdley," | sad.

It wasthe next day. Nick and | were on the back patio, lying on lounge chairs, luncheon plates
on our laps. Jeremy and Antonio had left an hour ago. Since then, I'd been trying to figure out how to tell
Nick what I'd planned. After ahalf-dozen fase starts, | went with the blurt-it-out approach.

" told Danid | wanted to seehim,” | said.

"|sthat what wasin the note?'

When Antonio and Nick had goneto ddliver Jeremy's latest missive to Danidl's post office box,
I'd dipped Nick anote to add to Jeremy's. Nick hadn't asked what the note said, probably because he
didn't want to know.

"Yes" | sad. "I'm meeting him at two o'clock.”

"How'd he get back to you?"'

"Hedidnt. | said | was meeting him at two. Hell be there."

"And Jeremy's okay with this?"

| could tell by Nick'stone that he knew perfectly well | hadn't mentioned it to Jeremy. The
question was hisway of prudently broaching the topic. Or maybe he was just hoping against hope that
thiswas something 1'd dready planned with Jeremy and we'd both somehow forgotten to mention it to
him.

"I'm not dtting around anymore,” | said. "l can't doit. | tried, but | can't.”

Nick swung hislegs over and sat on the edge of hislounge chair. "'l know how hard thisisfor
you, Elena. | know how much you love him—"

"That'snot it. Look, I've aready been through thiswith Jeremy. We need Clay back. Whether or

not you want to help isup to you."



"l want to help get him back, but I'm not going to help you get yoursdlf killed doing it.”

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Just what it soundslike. | saw the way you were afew days ago—"

"Isthat what thisis about? Because | flipped out three days ago? Look at me now. Do | seem
flipped out?"

"No, and that probably scares me more than if you were."

"l angoing,” | sad.

"Not without me."

"Eipe"

"But I'm not going. So neither are you.”

| got up and started for the back door. Nick legpt to hisfeet and blocked my path.

"What are you going to do?" | asked. "Knock me out and lock mein the cage?'

Helooked away, but he didn't move. | knew he wouldn't do anything. If it came down toit, Nick
wouldn't use physical forceto stop me. It wasn't in his nature,

"Where'sthis meeting? he asked at lagt. "Isit in apublic place? Because if it's not—"

"It'sin The Donut Hole. Aspublic as| can make it. No matter what you might think, I'm not
doing anything that might endanger mysdlf. | wouldn't do anything to endanger you. Theonly risk I'm
taking isin breaking Jeremy's orders. And I'm only doing that because he'swrong to exclude me.”

"So you'll meet Danidl in the coffee shop and I'll be there. Well park right out front. We won't go
anyplace with him, even for awak down the street.”

"Exadtly.”

Nick turned and walked to the house. He wasn't happy, but he'd do it. I'd make it up to him
someday.

—_—

Asl pulled into aparking spot in front of the coffee shop, | could see Danid through the window.

He was stting in abooth. His shoulder-length auburn hair was pushed back behind hisleft ear—hisonly



ear, actually, after that little biting mishap afew years ago. His profile was sharp, high cheekbones,
pointed chin, and thin nose, not unhandsomein afera way, but hislooks were more fox than wolf, which
better complemented his persondlity.

Asl| got out of the car, his green eyes followed me, but he didn't acknowledge mein any other
way, having learned long ago that | didn't respond well to fawning. His body was lean and compact.
Standing, we'd be on perfect eye level, making him no more than five feet ten. Once, when I'd needed to
meet Danie to ddiver awarning from Jeremy, I'd worn two-inch heels and had quite enjoyed the
sensation of talking down to Danid, until he told me how sexy | looked. Since then held never seen mein
anything but my oldest, grubbiest sneskers.

Today Daniel waswearing aplain black T-shirt and blue jeans, which was pretty much what he
wore dl the time. He copied Clay's monochromatic, construction-worker-casual wardrobe asif it would
lend him acertain cachet. It didn'.

Marsten sat across from Danidl. Asusual, he was groomed and dressed like he'd stepped from
the pages of GQ, which only made Daniel look like adob in comparison. Okay, Karl Marsten made
everyonelook likeadaob.

AsNick and | walked in, Marsten stood and strolled to the door to meet us.

"You came," he said to me. "I'm surprised Jeremy let you. Or does he know?"

| mentaly kicked mysdf. | hadn't thought how it would look if | showed up againgt Jeremy's
wishes. Dissension in the Pack. Wonderful. Trust Marsten to pick up on it in five secondsflat.

"You look good, Elena," Marsten continued, not waiting for meto answer. "Tired, but that'sto
be expected. Hopefully dl thiswill be over soon.”

"That dependsonyou,” | said.

"In part." He turned to the server behind the counter. "Two coffees. Black for the lady and—"
Helooked over at Nick. "One cream, two sugars, correct?”

Nick only glared a him.

"One black. The other with one cream, two sugars,” Marsten repested to the server. "Put it on



my tab." He paused, then turned to mewith awry smile. "I can't believe | just said that in a doughnut
shop. | haveto get out of thistown."

| looked away.

"It'sbeen along time, Nicholas," Marsten continued. "How's your father? | invested in one of his
companieslast year. Thirty percent return. He certainly hasn't lost histouch.”

Ignoring him, Nick sat on astool at the counter and studied the doughnut display. Marsten took
the stool beside him and waved me toward Danidl.

"I'll keep Nicholas company,” he said.

Danid didn't look up as| walked over. He stirred his coffee and acknowledged me only with the
barest nod. The server delivered my coffee. | pushed it aside and sat on the bench across the table from
Daniel. He kept stirring. For afew seconds, | sat there. Under any other circumstances, | would have
waited to see how long he could stretch this coffee-stirring feigned indifference before he cracked and
looked a me. But the time for games was over.

"What do you want?" | asked.

Stll firring, eyes onthe mug asif it might skitter away if he stopped watching it. "What do |
usudly want?'

"Revenge”

He glanced up and met my gaze, then broke eye contact to give methe usua dow once-over. |
gritted my teeth and waited. After afew seconds | was tempted to snap my fingersin front of hisface
and tel him therewasn't that much of meto look at.

"Y ou want revenge,” | repeated to get his brain back on track.

Danid leaned back in his sest, pulling oneleg up to look oh-so-cool and relaxed. "No, | don't.
I've never wanted that. Whatever the Pack did to me, I'm over it. They're not worth my time. But you
ae"

"Herewego," | muttered.

Danid ignored me. "I know why you're with them, Elena. Because you're afraid to leave, afrad



of what they'll do, and afraid of what will happen to you without their protection. I'm trying to show you
that they can't hurt you and they can't protect you. If you want a partner, atrue partner, you deserve
better than some freak who has to turn around three times before he liesdown. | can give you better."

"Sothisisdl aout winning me? Bullshit.”

"Y ou don't think you're worth it? | thought your salf-esteem was higher than that.”

"My 1Q is higher than that. Thisisn't about me. It never has been. It's about you and Clay. Y ou
think he has me, so you want me. Y our motivation is as complex asthat of atwo-year-old seeing another
kid with ashiny toy. You warnt it."

"Y ou underestimate yoursdf."

"No, | don't underestimate how much you hate him. What happened? Did he dways get the
bigger dice of birthday cake?'

"He made my life hel. Him and Tonto over there." Danid glared toward Nick. "Poor little Clay.
He has problems. He's had atough life. Y ou should be nice to him. Y ou should make friends with him.
That'sal | ever heard. All they saw was a cutelittle runt of awolf cub. He bared histeeth and they
thought it was cute. He ordered us around like aminiature Napoleon and they thought it was cute. Well,
it wasn't cute from where | was standing. It was—"

| held up my hand. "Y ou'reranting.”

What?"

"Just wanted to let you know. Y ou're ranting. It's kinda ugly. Next thing you know, you'll be
laying out your plansfor world domination. That'swhat al villains do after they rant about their
moativation. | was hoping you'd be different.”

Danid took aswig of coffee, then shook his head and gave asmadl laugh. "Wdll, you've put mein
my place. Y ou've always been good at that. Y ou say bark and | say how loud.”

"IsayletClaygo..."

Danidl made aface. "And | say why bother? Okay, theré'salimit to my obediencetraining. |

won't let him go just because you want it, Elena. Y ou could pout and bat your eyes and plead and, while



I'd find that damned arousing, it wouldn't make me release him. I'll make you the same exchange offer |
madeto Jeremy. You for Clay."

"Why?

"| dready told you."

"Because I'm so damned irresstible. Uh-huh. Give me a better explanation or I'm out of here.”

Danid was slent for amoment, then leaned forward. "Have you ever thought of starting your
own Pack? Not recruiting a bunch of haf-wit mutts, but cresting adynasty? We aren't immorta, Elena,
but thereisaway to ensure our immortality.”

" redlly hope you're not implying what | think you'reimplying.”

"Children, Elena. A new breed of werewolves. Not half-werewolf, half-human, but complete
werewolves, inheriting the genes from both parents. Perfect werewolves.”

"Wow. Y ou redly do want to rule the world."

"I'm serious.”

"Serioudy crazy. Sorry, but thiswomb isn't for sde or rent.”

"Not even for the price of alife? Clay'slife?"

| pulled back and pretended to think about it. Timeto cal hisbluff.

"So | agreeto go with you and you'l release him?”

"Right. Only, I'm not just going to trust you to come with me and stay with me, so let's get that
sraight right off. I've got aplace| plan to take you, someplace suitably remote and secure. You'll be
confined. Something like the cage a Stonehaven, but far more luxurious. Y ou give mewhat | want,
everything | want, and you won't be in there very long. Once I've convinced you that I'm the better
choice, I'll et you out. If you try to run, I'll put you back in."

"Gee, doesn't that sound tempting.”

"I'm being honest, Elena. It's an exchange. His captivity for yours."

| pretended to think about it, staring out the window. Then | turned back to Danidl. "Heres my

condition. | want to see him released. Y ou'll do it in broad daylight and in a public place. I'll be there with



you to watch it happen. Once he'sfree, I'm yours.”

"That's not how it works. Once you're mine, he'sfree.”

"Y ou have no intention of letting him go," | said. "That'swhat | thought."

| got to my feet, turned, and walked out of the coffee shop. Both Nick and Daniel hurried after
me. When | got to the car, Danid's hand shot out and held the door shut.

"Y ou've seen the photos, haven't you?' he asked.

| stopped, but didn't turn around.

"I know you've seen the photos," Danidl continued. "Y ou've seen what kind of shape he'sin.

Y ou've seen that it's getting worse. How much longer do you think he can hold out?"

| turned around dowly. | turned and | saw Danid'sface and | saw the satisfaction in his eyes and
| lost it. For the past half hour, 1'd been struggling not to think about Clay. As1'd talked to Danidl, I'd
fought not to remember that he was the one holding Clay captive, that he'd drugged him and beaten him
until there was scarcely an inch of skin left unmarked. 1'd concentrated on talking to Daniel as1'd talked
to him ahundred times before, asit if wasjust another message | was conveying from Jeremy telling him
to shape up or face punishment. I'd redly, redlly, redly tried to forget what was actualy happening. But
when he stood there and threatened Clay, | couldn't pretend anymore. The rage inside me bubbled over
before | could rein it back.

| grabbed him by the shirtfront and threw him against my car so hard the driver'swindow
ghattered into amillion bits of safety glass.

"Y ou sniveling hyena." | pressed myself againgt him until our faceswere only inches apart. 'Y ou
kidnap him with a hypodermic needle. Y ou chain him up so you can beat him. But that's not good
enough. Y ou haveto drug himfirst. Y ou have to make absolutely certain he can't even summon the
strength to spit in your face. Then you beat him. Did it fed good? Did it make you fed like aman, beating
your enemy to a pulp when he can't lift afinger to fight back? Y ou're not aman and you're not awolf.

Y ou're a hyena, a bottom-feeding coward. If you lay another hand on him, I'll do something to you that

will makethat ear bite look like apaper cut. And if you kill him, | swear to God and the devil and anyone



who will ligten, if you kill him, I will hunt you down. | will find you and I will inflict on you every torture |l
canimagine. I'll blind you and I'll castrate you and I'll burn you. But | won't kill you. | won't let you die.
I'll put youin hell and I'll makeyou live there for the rest of your life."

| threw Danidl aside. He stumbled, recovered, and turned to face me. His mouth opened, closed,
opened again, but he couldn't seem to think of asuitable reply, so he settled for turning on hished and
stamping back into the coffee shop, whereit looked asif every one of the dozen customers had suddenly
taken awindow seat. As| looked away | heard alow whistle and turned to see Marsten leaning against
the back of the car.

"Thebitchisback,” Margen said. "Well, well. Thismight get interesting.”

"Goto hel," | snarled.

| threw open the car door, got in, and started it up as Nick jumped into the passenger sde. The
Camaro roared from the parking spot, tires squealing. | didn't look at the speedometer the whole way
back to Stonehaven.

I'd been right about one thing. The time for gameswas over.

Regression

| left Stonehaven after everyone had gone to bed. | dressed in the dark, jumped out my window,
then rolled my car ahdf mile down the road before starting it. | hadn't told Nick my plans. He was better
off not knowing.

I'd gone to my room early and spent the evening in bed, thinking. My mesting with Daniel had
been amistake. By refusing his offer, I'd only made things worse. Jeremy had been buying timefor Clay.
I'd stolen it away. To fix things, | had to act now.

For severa hoursthat evening, 1'd tried mentally contacting Clay. Of courseit didn't work. |

wasn't even sure how to do it, but 1'd held out some small hope that our connection might be enough.



Maybe it would have been, but it was like demanding specid effort from amuscle I'd ignored for too
long. Nothing happened. When | couldn't get into Clay's mind, | decided to work on getting into the
minds of the muttswho held him captive. Get into their mindsfiguratively, | mean. If | put mysdlf intheir
position and tried to imagine what they'd be feding or thinking, maybe | could find aweakness. Danidl
and Marsten were easy to understand. | knew what they wanted and | knew how they operated.
Marsten wouldn't leave any openings for meto dip through. Danid's weakness was his obsession with
Clay and with me. | could work on that, contact him again and try reding him in with liesand smiles, but
it would teketimeand | didn't havetime. That left the new mutts. Here | was on unfamiliar ground. They
weren't werewolves, | reminded myself. Not real ones. So how could | get inside their heads?

For the longest time, | lay in bed, staring &t the celling, overwhelmed by the impossibility of
understanding these two. Then it came to me. They weren't werewolves, but they were human. 1'd been
human. | was il trying to be human. Why couldn't | get into their heads? All | had to do was strip away
my wolf sde, something I'd been trying to do for years aready. Y et there was more to understanding
these killersthan that. | couldn't be the sort of human I'd been trying to be—even-tempered, passive, and
caring. | had to bewhat | had been before.

Every defense mechanism in my brain threw up barriers at the thought. Be what 1'd been before
Clay bit me? But I'd been even-tempered, passive, caring. Clay had changed that. Before him, | was
different, | wasn't like this. That'swhat | wanted to believe, but | knew it wasn't true. I'd always had the
capacity for violence. Clay had seen that. The child-werewolf looked &t the child victim and saw asoul
mate, someone who understood what it was like to grow up dienated, our odd behavior scrutinized by
adults and mocked by children. By the age of seven Clay was afull werewolf with an inherent capacity
for violence and atemper to match. By the same age my foster families had taught me how to hate,
developing my own capacity for violence, though 1'd been better at hiding it, turning it inward and
struggling to show the world the passivellittle girl it expected to see. It wastime | confronted that. Clay
didn't make me the way | was. He only gave me an ouitlet for the anger and the hate. | had to go back

there, back to the mistrust and the hatred and the impotence and the rage, most of dl the rage, against



everyone who had wronged me. There I'd find the mind of akiller, ahuman killer.

LeBlanc hated women. Maybe held been misireated by his mother or laughed at by girlsin
school or maybe he had such low self-esteem that he needed to feel superior to some group of people
and chose women instead of blacks or Jews. If it was self-esteem, | could usethat. But to find the truth,
I'd need to research hislife, looking for some road sign to his psychopathology. Again, | didn't havetime.

What about Victor Olson?| started to dismiss the idea without a second thought. After dl, I'd
never even met the man. But did | need to? | pulled the two Internet article printouts from my dresser
drawer and studied them. What did they tell me about Olson? Hewas astalker. A compulsive staker. In
one article, held admitted to going out every night to watch hisvictims deep, said that seeing their
peaceful deeping faces relaxed him and hel ped hisinsomnia. Would becoming awerewolf cure that
compulsion or that insomnia? Of course not. Which meant there was avery good chance Olson hadn't
abandoned hisold patterns, that he was gtill watching young girlsdeep, herein Bear Valley.

I'd left Stonehaven to find Olson. The articles said he targeted girls from middle-class homes. |
assumed he'd be looking for single-story homes, so he could peek through afirgt-floor window. There
were only two such subdivisionsin Bear Valey. All | had to do was cruise the streets and sniff him out.

After driving around Bear Valey for over an hour, | began to redize how big atask thiswas.
Sure, there were only two subdivisions, but each contained adozen or more streetswith at least a
hundred homes. | only had several hours before dawn. To cover as much ground as possible, | drove
dowly with al the windows down—except the smashed driver's window, which was now permanently
down. Sometimes the wind favored me. Mogly it didn't and the only thing | smelled was the musty
interior of my little-used car. Making matters worse, the police were out in full force, till looking for a
killer. They were pulling over every car out that late that night, so | spent as much time avoiding them as
looking for Olson. After two hours, | finished both subdivisons. No sign of Olson. For dl | knew, he
wasn't even out that night.

| was circling the second subdivision onelast time when | saw alone car in the parking lot of a

convenience store, now conveniently closed for the night. As| passed, | noticed the renta sticker on the



car's back bumper. Of course. If the mutts weren't hiding in town, Olson would need transportation to
Bear Vdley. | swung my car down aside road, parked and got out. | didn't even make it halfway to the
convenience store when | caught the scent of an unfamiliar werewolf.

| jogged around the corner and stopped short. A heavyset, middle-aged man in awindbreaker
walked along the sdewalk, less than twenty feet from the corner. Fortunately, Olson had his back to me.
He was heading toward his car. | hurried back around the corner and ran for my car. He drove by as|
was turning the car around in adriveway. Keegping my headlights out, | followed.

Aswedrove out of Bear Vdley, my heart pounded. | wasright. They were saying in the
countryside. Olson would lead me right to them. We'd been heading northwest for dmaost twenty minutes
when Olson turned into an overgrown drive carved into deep forest. He stopped the car past the edge of
thewoods. | was about to enact part two of my plan when | realized Olson wasn't getting out of hiscar.
Staying well back, | killed the engine and waited. Ten minutes passed. | could see the outline of hishead
inthecar. | leaned over, carefully opened my passenger door, and dipped into aditch.

| crept to the end of the drive. The forest was black. Even when my eyes adjusted, | could see
no sign of ahouse. As| turned back toward Olson's car, | saw that the driveway went nowhere. It was
only aturnaround or aone-car parking spot for anature trail beyond. | moved into the woods and snuck
closer to the car. When | was paralld to the driver'sside, | stopped and squinted through the darkness.
Olson's head was resting against the headrest. His eyeswere closed. Adeep. | briefly wondered why,
but the question was irrelevant. Maybe he couldn't deep near the others. Or maybe he liked to be done
after hisspying trips. It didn't matter. Victor Olson wasn't leading me back to Clay. At least not tonight.
But | couldn't wait until morning. Come morning, Jeremy would know | was gone. The Pack would be
looking for me. Evenif | managed to elude them for another day, that would be another twenty-four
hoursfor Danidl to kill Clay. And what if Olson wasn't just taking abresk from the mutts? What if he
wasn't ever going back to them? He knew where Clay was. | had to know—tonight.

A plan formed in my head as| watched Olson deep. Even as| contemplated it, | rebelled at the

thought. | hesitated, then forced mysdlf forward out of the trees before | could change my mind. | crept



to the side of the car, then pulled my fist back and smashed the driver's side window. Even as Olson was
bolting awake, | was reaching through the window. | jerked the seet belt. It did through my fingers asit
tightened around him. He snapped his head back, away from my hand, but | was dready reaching past
him. Leaning into the car, | grabbed the seat belt buckle, twisting the metal and breaking the plastic,
jamming the buckle closed. Then | pulled my head out of the car.

Olson whipped his head around, following my hand asit moved past him. Helooked up a me.
For amoment, he just stared, fixing me with the wide eyes of a coward bracing for the first blow. Even
as | stepped away, he flinched. When he realized | was backing off, his brow furrowed, then hiseyeslit
up with aflash of malevolent cunning and he started to smile. Keeping his eyes on me, helowered his
right hand to the seat belt lock. He pushed the rel ease button, but nothing happened. Redlizing what I'd
done, he grabbed the seat bt strap and yanked, but it was locked tight against his chest.

| knew what | had to do, but again | hesitated. Could | do it? Thoughts of Jose Carter flashed in
my brain. Thiswas different, | told mysdlf. Thiswasn't some human con man, but akiller. Still, what |
was about to do was beyond what 1'd done to Carter. Way beyond. Thiswas Clay'sterritory. Could |
do it? Detach mysdf from my fedingsand do it? Olson'sakiller, | told mysdlf. More than akiller. A sick
pervert who'd preyed on little girls, little girlslike the one I'd been so many lifetimes ago. | closed my
eyes and concentrated, feeling the serpent of anger whiplashing through my body.

Olson struggled againgt the seat belt, but it held, the fabric made to withstand more punishment
than even awerewolf could ded out. | ignored him and focused dl my energy into my left hand. It started
to throb, then twit, the pain shooting up my arm. | opened my eyes and watched. When my hand was
half changed, | stopped. With my right hand, | reached into the car and grabbed Olson'sright wrist. |
dashed it with the claws on my left. He screamed, a high-pitched rabbity squedl. A red line opened on
the undersde of hiswrist. Blood gushed. | grabbed hisleft hand and did the same. He screamed again
and squirmed wildly. Blood sprayed the steering whedl and dashboard.

"Moving will only makeit worse," | said, kegping my voice cam and willing my hand back to

normal. "If you want the bleeding to dow down, hold your hands up.”



"Wh—wh—7"

"Why?Why am | doing this? Or why am | telling you how to dow it down?1 shouldn't need to
answer thefirst. Obvioudy you know who | am. That's answer enough. Asfor the second, I'm not trying
tokill you. I just want information. If you giveit to me, I'll undo the seat belt. Y ou can bind your wrists
and probably have timeto get to the hospitd. If you don't tell mewhat | want to know, you'll be killing
yoursdlf."

"Wh—" Olson gulped. "What do you wa—want to know?"'

"Again, | shouldn't haveto answer that. But sSince you might be going into shock and not thinking
too clearly, I'll humor you. Where's Clayton?"

| won't report the rest of the conversation. Olson wasin no shape to bargain or argue and he
knew it. As| expected, he didn't give adamn about the others. Only his own life mattered. He told me
everything | needed to know and more, babbling madly asif every word he spoke would improve his
chanceof survival.

When hewas done, | left him sitting in his car. | thought about undoing the seet belt and giving
him afighting chance to escape. After dl, I'd promised him that. 1I'd never reneged on adedl before. Then
| thought of al the girls hed victimized and imagined dl the times hed made promisesto them, promising
not to hurt them, promising never to do it again. He hadn't kept his promises. Why should 1?2

| walked away and left Victor Olson to bleed to desth in the forest.

Confrontation

| stopped at agas station and called Stohehaven. The first two times, the machine picked up. On
the third round, Nick answered. He was half adeep and | had to repeat mysalf twice before he clued in
that | wasn't somewherein the house. No one had noticed my disappearing act yet. | gave him

ingructions and had him write them down then read them back to me. By then, he had findly realized



what | was saying and what | planned to do. | hung up when he started yelling.

Ten minutes later, | was knocking on the front door of the mutts hideaway. It was arundown
cottage set so far back in the woods that no light penetrated the canopy of trees. As| stood on the front
step, | listened for the rustle of the wind or the chirping of crickets, but heard nothing. The silence and the
dark were complete.

Severad minutes passed without aresponse. | knocked again. More minutesticked by, but |
didn't doubt Olson's directions. Thiswastheright place. | could fed Clay here.

| pounded on the door. Findly the barest shimmer of light shone from between heavy front
drapes. Footsteps sounded on awooden plank floor. | looked down at the door handle and saw it was
broken. Above it was a hole and fresh splinters where a dead bolt had been. Did | really expect the
muitts to buy or rent a cottage when they could break into one? How stupid I'd been. How much time I'd
wasted.

The door opened. | glanced up. It took a second to recognize the man standing there was Karl
Margten, partly because of the dim lighting and partly because of hisattire. He wore only pgama
bottoms, his bare chest showing muscles and battle scars normally hidden by expensive shirts. He
squinted and blinked at me, then swore under his breath and quickstepped out the door, closing it behind
him.

"Wheat the hdll are you doing here?' he said in awhispery growl.

| looked around him at the closed door. "Afraid I'll wake up your wife?"

"My—7?" He glanced over his shoulder at the door, then turned back to me, his scowl smoothed
over, studied nonchalance firmly back in place. "I'm sure thisisawonderful plan, Elena, but | redlly must
adviseagaing it. If you go inthere, you'll leavein chains or abody bag. Nether would suit you.”

"So you came out here to warn me? Wow, chivary isn't dead after al.”

"Y ou know me better than that. | see an opportunity, | take advantage of it."

"Soyoull let meleaveinreturnfor ... ?"



"What | camefor.” His eyes glittered, something hard piercing the sangfroid. "Territory. Promise
methat and I'll let you go. I'll leave, too. One less 'muitt’ for the Pack to worry about.”

"To hdl with the others?'

"Danid would do the sameto me. | didn't hear my name being bandied about in that dedl he
offered you at the coffee shop.”

| shook my heed. "It doesn't matter. I'm not leaving.”

| reached around him for the door handle. Marsten grabbed my wrist, squeezing hard enough to
bruise.

"Don't be stupid, Elena. Y ou're not getting him out that way."

"What way?' Daniel's voice was smooth and cool as he swung open the door. He met Marsten's
eyes. "What way, Karl?'

"Segping soundly enough, Danny-boy? Chrigt, the whole Pack could be howling on your
doorstep before you woke up." Marsten threw Daniel a contemptuouslook and pushed me into the
cabin. "It's an ambush, you moron. Elenawouldn't show up adone. Get your flunky out there searching the
woods. Make himsdlf useful for once.”

| don't know if Daniel argued. | wastoo busy picking myself up off the floor after ashove from
Marsten that sent me flying acrossthe room. Before | could recover, Marsten had aknee on my back
and had pinned meto thefloor. | expected to betied up. | wasn't. Maybe Marsten didn't think | posed
enough of athreat. Moments later, footsteps sounded behind me. | smelled LeBlanc join Daniel and
Marsten.

"Olson'sgone,” Danid said.

"Gonefor good, | would assume,” Marsten said. "How else did you think shefound us? It'sa
great lossfor the cause, though. One never knows when akiddie raper would come in handy."

"He had other—" Daniel began, then snapped his mouth shut. " Thomas, outside. Look for the
others”

The front door dammed behind LeBlanc.



"That'sone loya pup you've got there," | said, lifting my mouth from the floor. ™Y ou know he
tried to kill me at the airport. Before | |eft for Toronto.”

A moment of slence. Then Danid laughed. "Nicetry, Elle. Sowing dissenson?!

"Doesn't seem like | need to."

"Now, now, Elena," Marsten said, knee pressing me further into thefloor. "As much aswedl
admire that tongue of yours, thisisnot thetimeto useit.”

"Don't forget who's downgtairs,” Danid said. "Y ou'rein no position to defend him now."

| shut my mouth and cal culated how long it would take Jeremy, Antonio, and Nick to arrive. At
least fifteen minutes to wake up, dress, and get into the car, another thirty to drive here. When LeBlanc
camein after ten minutes, | knew he hadn't found anyone. The otherswouldn't have arrived yet.

"No one out there," he said, knocking dirt off his boots.

"Takethecar," Danid said. "Drive around and make sure. Look for avehicle by the side of the
road. They would have driven.”

For amoment, LeBlanc didn't move. | thought he was going to tell Danid where to Stuff it.
Instead, he grabbed aring of keys and tramped out the door. Thistime he was gone at least twenty
minutes, during which neither Daniel nor Marsten said aword. When LeBlanc finally returned, | managed
to turn my head to the side and saw him grinning.

"What?' Danid sad.

"Oh, you're gonnalovethis. The cavary has been detained.” He turned his shark's grin on me.
"They're on Pinecrest, just off the highway, enjoying the hospitdity of theloca P.D. Cops nailed them.
Don't know what for, but they're taking the car apart bolt by bolt. What do you think of that?'

"I think it'sbullshit,” | said.

His grin broadened. " Green Ford Explorer? Three guys? All dark-haired. Two over six foot,
thin? Oldest shorter than me, quarterback shoulders? When | drove by, the young guy wastrying to dip
into the woods. Cops grabbed him and had him spread-eagled when | circled back.”

"Bullshit,” | said.



LeBlanc laughed. "Not quite the same air of certainty that time.”

"Enough,” Margten said, yanking me to my feet. "They won't be detained forever.” Hejerked my
wrigts behind my back and clamped one hand around them. "Tommy, bring our other guest upgtairs.
Timetomove."

LeBlanc turned to stare at him. "Move? Thisiswhat you guys wanted, isn't it? To take down this
'pack'? We've got two here. Thelast three on the way. Three against three and we've aready been
forewarned. We have the upper hand.”

"Bring Clayton updairs,” Danid sad.

"What the fuck?' LeBlanc |ooked from Marsten to Danidl. "Thisisit. Showdown at the OK
Corrd. Killing time. Don't tell me you guysdon't have the balls—"

"We have more brainsthan balls," Marsten said. "That'swhy were still dive. Now get Clayton.
We have him and we have Elena. That guarantees you'll get your fight soon, with odds of our making, not
thars”

LeBlanc shot aglare of pure contempt at Marsten, marched into aside hal, and vanished.

| gritted my teeth and focused on my plan. Were the others really detained by the cops? 1 didn't
believeit. | couldn't. But I'd seen the police presence out here. If they'd come roaring down the highway,
driving the very vehicle that the police had expressed such interest in the other day . . . ? Why hadn't |
warned Nick?

Okay. Relax. Timeto switch to plan B. If only | had aplan B.

As| wasfrantically working on an dternate plot, Marsten swung me around. Danid sat on the
arm of an overstuffed recliner that stank of mildew. Two figures emerged from another room. One
stumbled forward and tripped.

A flash of gold curlsglinted in thedim light.

"lay!"”

Without thinking, | dove toward him. Still holding my wrists, Marsten swung me backward,

jolting my arms s0 hard | gasped. Clay was on his knees, hands bound behind him. He struggled to lift his



head. He met my eyes. For asecond, he stared, his eyes struggling to focus. Then recognition broke
through the drugged haze.

"No," he whispered, hisvoice paper-thin. "No."

He made amove, so dight | barely saw it. Behind him, LeBlanc'sfoot came up and kicked him
square in the back, sending him sprawling face first to the floor.

"No!" | shouted.

| lunged at LeBlanc. Again, Marsten yanked me back, nearly didocating my shoulders. | didn't
care. | kept pulling. LeBlanc grabbed Clay by the handcuffs and dragged him to hisfeet.

"Leave himthere," Marsten said. As LeBlanc sauntered by, Marsten whipped out his free hand
and snagged something from LeBlanc'swaist band. Hisgun. "Aren't you ever going to outgrow your
Security blanket?!

LeBlanc grabbed for the pistol. Marsten held it out of reach.

"A werewolf with ahandgun?' Marsten said. "Thisisasorry day. Brilliant idea, Danidl. Turna
bunch of human killersinto werewolves. Now why didn't | think of that? Maybe because.. . . it's stupid.
Y ou're never going to wean him off hisweapons, Danny-boy."

Tomy left, | could hear Clay breathing. | forced mysdlf not to look at him. While Marsten and
Danid discussed their next move, | cast a surreptitious glance a my watch. Five-fifty. If the cops had
stopped Jeremy, how long would they hold him? How much longer did | haveto wait? Wasthat al |
could come up with for abackup plan? Wait it out until help arrived? Not good enough. For al | knew,
they could be taken to the precinct and kept there for hours. Jeremy would be frantic, but the only
aternative would be to kill the police and he wouldn't do that unless absol utely necessary. He'd know
Daniel would hold Clay and me as hostages, not kill us—at least not right away. Since the danger wasn't
immediate, Jeremy would wait out the police procedures. Y et by the time he arrived, we might be gone.
No, strike that. We would be gone. Danid was dready gathering hiswallet and car keys.

| looked at Clay. He was still lying facedown on the floor. His back was a quilt-work of purple,

ydlow, and black bruiseswith red welts and cuts sewing the pieces together. Hisleft leg buckled



awkwardly to the Sde, asif it was broken and he'd been forced to walk on it. His back rose and fell with
shallow bresths. | looked at him and | knew what | had to do.

"Wehad aded," | said, turning to Danidl. "I'm here. Let him go."

No one answered. Marsten and Danid stared at me asif 1'd lost my mind. An hour ago, thiswas
exactly the reaction I'd anticipated. 1'd planned to show up at the front door and turn myself over to
Danid. They'd be shocked, of course. Somewhere between the surprise and the eventual
self-congratulations, the Pack would arrive. My version of the old Trojan horsetrick. Only the warriors
weren't coming. The gift wasin the enemy camp and there was no taking it back now.

"Dont. You. Dare." Clay'swhisper floated up from the floor.

Heraised his head enough to glare a me. | looked away. Everyone eseignored him. For thefirst
timein Clay'slife, hewaswith agroup of mutts and no one was paying the least attention to him. They'd
stolen not only his strength, but his dignity. It was my fault. | was supposed to stay with himin Toronto,
but | hadn't. What had distracted me so much that 1'd gone to work and left Clay behind? A marriage
proposal from another man. My stomach clenched at the memory.

| turned back to Daniel. "Y ou wanted me, you have me. Y ou wanted Clay on hisknees. You
have that. Now live up to your end of the bargain. Let him go and I'll go with you willingly. Right now." |
twisted to look over my shoulder at Marsten. "Make sure he leaves Clay here and you'll get your
territory. When Jeremy shows up, Clay will tell him that | made the dedl. HE!l honor it.”

Moreslence. Marsten and Daniel werethinking. | was offering exactly what they
wanted—territory for Marsten and my willing self for Danidl, sedling hisrevenge againgt Clay and the
Pack. Wasit enough? They didn't want a showdown. Time was aready ticking past, each second
increasing the likelihood that Jeremy, Antonio, and Nick would arrive. I'd fight before | let them take me
out of here. They knew that. They'd have to subdue and restrain me, then haul both Clay and meinto the
car.

"Noded."

| jerked my head up. The answer had come from Danid's direction, but it hadn't sounded like



him. From behind Daniel, LeBlanc stepped forward, handsin his pockets.

"No dedl," he repeated. His voice was soft, but it diced through the silence.

Margten gave alow chuckle. "Ah, the peasantsrevolt. | suppose—"

Before he could finish, LeBlanc's hand darted from his pocket. Silver winked in the lamplight. His
hand shot in front of Danid'sthroat and diced sideways. For amillisecond, it appeared asif nothing had
happened. Danid stood there, looking dightly confused. Then histhroat split open in adash of crimson.
Blood spurted. Danid's hands flew to his neck. His eyes bugged disbelieving. The blood gushed over his
fingers and streamed down his arms. His mouth opened. He blew a bubble of pink, like some macabre
bubblegum, then did to the floor.

| stared at Danidl, blinking, as unable to believe his death as he. Danid was dying. The muitt
who'd plagued the Pack for over a decade, who'd outwitted plots by both Clay and me to make him
screw up enough to deserve execution. Dead. Not killed in some long, dangerousfight. Not killed by
Clay. Not even killed by me. Killed by anew mutt with aknife. Killed in aningant. Inatrick so
cowardly and so completely human that al Marsten and | could do was gape.

AsDanid lay gasping and dying on the floor, LeBlanc stepped over him asif hewereafdlenlog.
He held up the switchblade. It was amost clean, discolored only by specks of crimson.

"No deal," he said, advancing on Marsten.

Marsten snatched the gun from the table and pointed it at LeBlanc.

"Yes, | know. | said redl werewolves don't use weapons. But you'll find I'm quite adaptable,
particularly when it comesto saving my own hide." Marsten amiled, lips curving, eyesice-cold. "Isthis
your 'showdown at the OK Corra"? Knife versus gun? Any bets on the outcome?"

LeBlancjiggled the knife, asif contemplating throwing it. Then he stopped.

"Smart man," Margen said. "What do you say we save oursalves some bloodshed and make a
ded? An even slit. | get Clayton. Y ou get Elena. We go our separate ways from here.”

When LeBlanc didn't respond, Marsten continued, " That's what you want, isn't it? That's why

you killed Danidl, because Elena humiliated you and you want revenge.”



From the look that flashed across LeBlanc'sface, | knew he hadn't killed Daniel to get me. He
hadn't killed him to get anything at al. LeBlanc had joined this battle because he liked to kill. Now asa
cease-fire had been nearing, held turned on his comrades, not out of anger or greed, but smply because
they were there, more livesto take before the fun came to an end. Now he was weighing his options.
Should he take me and be satisfied? Or could he get Marsten and Clay in the bargain?

"Y ou don't want her?' LeBlanc asked. "'l thought al you guyswanted her."

"I've never been one for following the crowd,” Marsten said. "While Elena certainly has her
attractions, she wouldn't suit my lifestyle. | want territory. Clayton isthe better bargaining chip. And I'm
sureyou'l have more fun with Elena.”

"Y ou son-of-a-bitch,” | snarled.

| whipped around, yanking my armsfree from Marsten'sgrasp. | aimed afist a his ssomach, but
he twisted at the last moment and my knuckles only grazed his abs. His foot shot out and hooked mine,
flipping meto the floor. My head struck the corner of an empty gun rack. | blacked out for amoment.
When | cameto, Marsten's gray eyeswere boring into mine. | blinked and tried to get up, but he held me
down. He pushed my chinforward so | faced thewall.

"She's unconscious,” he said, getting to hisknees. "All the better. Were getting low on sedatives.”

Unconscious? | blinked again, dowly, feding my eyes close, then reopen. | was aring a aline
of mouse turds aong the bottom of the wall. | was definitely awake. Hadn't Marsten seen me open my
eyes? | began tolift my head, then thought better of it and lay till. Let them think | was unconscious. |
needed al the advantages| could get.

Marsten stood. | heard him move afew feet away.

"What are you doing?' LeBlanc asked sharply.

"Taking my booty and getting the hell out of here, whichiswhat | suggest you do aswell. If Elena
isn't enough of areward, you're more than welcome to take any money you can find in Danid'sand Vic's
bdongings”

"Stop untying him," LeBlanc sad.



Marsten sighed. "Don't tell me Daniel made you paranoid, too. Clayton is barely breathing. He
wouldn't be athrest to a Chihuahua. I'min ahurry. If he can walk, | want him walking."

"I haven't agreed to the ded yet."

Eyes closed, | inched my chin down, then peeked. Marsten was bent over Clay. Hed pulled him
onto hisknees. Clay swayed. Only ahint of blue showed from narrowed eyes. The gun lay ten feet away,
abandoned. | doubted Marsten would know how to use it anyway.

"l sad, stop untying him," LeBlanc said.

"Oh, for Christ's sake," Marsten muttered. "Fine."

He straightened up. Then, before Marsten was even fully standing, he lunged a LeBlanc.
Marsten and LeBlanc fell to the floor. While the two fought, | got to my hands and knees and crept
toward Clay. As| took hold of his handcuffs, his head jolted up. He looked over his shoulder a me.

"Go," he rasped.

| grabbed the two cuffs and yanked hard on the chain. The links stretched, but didn't break.

"Notime" hesaid, trying to twist toward me. "Go."

As| met hiseyes, | knew how wrong I'd been. | didn't come here to get him back for Jeremy or
the Pack. | cameto get him back for me. Because | loved him, loved him so much I'd risk everything for
the faintest hope of saving him. Even now, as| redized he wasright, that there wasn't time to get him out,
| knew | wouldn't leave him here. I'd rather die.

| looked around wildly for aweapon, then suddenly stopped. Weapon? | waslooking for a
weapon? Had | lost my mind? | aready had the best possible weapon. If only | had timeto get it ready.

| dropped to my hands and knees and concentrated. Dimly, | heard Clay growl my name. |
moved away. The Change started at its normal pace. Not good enough. Not enough time! My thoughts
flitted in panic for amoment. | started trying to rein them in, then redlized my Change was gaining speed.
Throwing control aside, | let my fearsrunwild. If | failed, | wasdead. If | failed, Clay was dead. I'd
screwed up so badly, so completely. Fear and pain twisted through me. | doubled over and surrendered

toit. A blinding flash of agony. Then victory.



| stood. Ahead, | saw LeBlanc bent over Marsten's prone form. Helifted hishand. The
switchblade flashed. | growled. LeBlanc stopped in mid-strike and looked back a me. | flew a him. He
dropped the knife and rolled out of the way. I'd put too much into the leap and hit the floor crooked,
somersaulting into thewall. By thetime| recovered, LeBlanc was gone.

| heard avoice and jerked my head toward it. Marsten was sSitting up, wheezing. He pointed to
the open back door and coughed blood. More blood trickled from slashes on hisarms and chest. |
glanced at the rear door. | couldn't let LeBlanc escape. A woman had made him turn tail and run. He
wouldn't rest until he'd had his revenge. Marsten said something, but | couldn't understand him. Blood
pounded in my ears, urging meto go after LeBlanc. | sarted for the door. Behind me, Clay grunted and |
heard scuffling as he tried to stand. Remembering him, | turned back to Marsten. | wasn't leaving him
with Clay. Lowering my head between my shoulder blades, | snarled. Marsten froze. His lips moved.
Only ajumble of meaningless sound reached my ears. | crouched.

"Elena" Clay sad.

| could understand him. | stopped. Clay was on his feet now.

"Don't. Wegte. Time," he said.

| looked at Marsten. He said oneword. | ill couldn't understand him, but | could read hislips.
Territory. It was dl he wanted. All he cared about. Hed known perfectly well that | was conscious on
that floor. 1'd played right into his plans. He was a single-minded, treacherous bastard, but he wouldn't
hurt Clay. Killing Clay wouldn't get Marsten histerritory. Keegping him dive and safe would.

| growled once more at Marsten, then tore out the door after LeBlanc.

LeBlanc'strail waseasy tofind. | didn't even haveto track his scent. | could hear him thundering
through the thick brush. Fool. | doveinto the forest and started to run. Branches snagged in my fur and
whipped against my face. | closed my eyesto ditsto protect them and kept running. LeBlanc had
trampled a path through the undergrowth. | stuck to it. Minuteslater, the woods turned silent. LeBlanc
had stopped. He must have redlized that his only hope wasto Change. | lifted my nose and sampled the

breezes. The east wind hald traces of his scent, but when a draft from the southeast hit me, it was full of



him. I lifted one forepaw and brought it down on apile of dead undergrowth. It was damp with the
morning dew and barely whispered under my weight. Good. | turned southeast and crept forward.

Night had passed. Dawn lightened the thick blanket of trees overhead, sending shards of sun
through to the forest floor. As| stepped in one pooal of light, | could fed it warm my back with the
promise of asultry late spring day. Mist rose from the long grass and shrubs, the cool night earth rising to
meet the warm morning. | inhaled the fog, closing my eyesto enjoy the clean nothingness of the smell. An
eagtern bluebird started Snging somewhere to my left. A beautiful morning. | inhaled again, drinking it in,
feding thefear of the night give way to the anticipation of the hunt. 1t would end here. It would dl end
here, on thismost beautiful of mornings.

When | heard LeBlanc's breathing, | stopped. | tilted my head and listened. He was crouching
behind athicket, breathing hard as he worked at his Change. | inched forward until | was outside the
edge of histhicket and peeked through afringe of fern. As|'d guessed by the height of his breathing
sounds, he was crouching. But I'd been wrong about one thing. He wasn't Changing. He hadn't even
undressed. A tremor of excitement raced through me. Hewas afraid, but instead of giving into the fear,
he was fighting the Change. | pushed my muzzle through the fern and drank in the mead of hisfear. It
warmed me, fanning the spark of excitement into near-lust. LeBlanc might have scared mein the airport
parking lot, but thiswas my arena.

LeBlanc shifted hisweight and |eaned forward to peer from the thicket. Use your nose, | thought.
One sniff and you'd know the truth. But he didn't. He eased one leg back. His knee cracked and he
froze, breath coming in shalow spurts. His head moved from sideto side, listening and looking. Lifting
the switchblade, he snapped it open, then waited for the sound to bring me to him. Something padded
through the undergrowth beyond, a cat or afox or something equally smal and silent. LeBlanc tensed,
raising the knife. Fool, foal, fool. | was growing tired of this. | wanted to run. | wanted to chase. | crept
backward a dozen feet. Then | lifted my muzzle to the trees and howled. LeBlanc broke from the thicket
and ran. | pursued.

LeBlanc had ahead gart. | let him keep it. We wove through the bushes and trees, jumping logs,



trampling wildflowers, and sending two pheasantsinto the sky. He kept going deeper and deeper into the
forest. Findly, he stopped running. As| redlized | couldn't hear him any longer, | was burgting through
into aclearing. Something dashed across my hind leg. | tumbled forward into the long grass. Asl fdl, |
twisted around to see L eBlanc standing behind me, legs apart, switchblade raised, poised like a fighter
waiting for the next round. He sneered and said something. | didn't need to hear the words to know what
he said. Come and get me. A shudder of pleasure ran through me. Heredlly wasafool.

| crouched and legpt at him. | didn't bother trying to figure out how to avoid the switchblade. It
didn't matter. | flt the blade nick the side of my neck and dide across my shoulder. Blood welled up, hot
againgt my skin. But there was no gushing, no pain worse than an irritating tingle. My fur wastoo thick.
The knife had only scratched me. LeBlanc's arm went back to stab again, but it wastoo late. | was
aready on him. He flew backward, the blade arcing from his hand and vanishing in the trees. Asmy face
came down to his, his eyeswidened. Shock. Dishdief. Fear. | dlowed myself onelong moment to drink

in hisdefeat. Then | ripped out histhroat.

Ready

Jeremy, Antonio, and Nick did eventualy show up at the cabin. They came through the door as|
was using Clay's hindingsto tie up Marsten. Naturally, Jeremy was incredibly impressed by how well I'd
handled things on my own and vowed never to shut me out of anything ever again. Y eah, right. Hisfirgt
words were nonrepeatable. Then he said that if | ever, ever did anything so stupid again, hed—well, that
part was unrepeatable, too, though Clay, Antonio, and Nick were quick to repest it, each adding their
own threats. So, the brave soul who saved the day was forced to dink from her victory Steand ride
home in the backseat of her own car. It could have been worse. They could have put mein the trunk.

Actudly, Nick suggested that, but hewaskidding . . . | think.

*k*



Jeremy gave Marsten histerritory. Wyoming, to be exact. When Marsten complained, Jeremy
offered to switch it to Utah. Marsten left muttering something about ten-gallon hats and rhinestone pants.
Of course, he wouldn't settle for retiring on a dude ranch. He'd be back in search of territory more
amenableto hislifestyle, but for now he knew when to shut his mouth and take what was offered.

Clay took awhileto hedl. A long while, actualy. He had abroken leg, four broken ribs, and a
didocated shoulder. He was so bruised and battered that he wasin pain lying down, Sitting,
standing—basicaly every moment he was awake. He was exhausted, starved, dehydrated, and pumped
full of enough drugsto fell arhino for days. | spent aweek living inachair by hisbed before | was
convinced he was going to make it. Even then, | only left hisroom to make meals and only because|
decided Jeremy's cooking was doing Clay more harm than good.

| had to go back to Toronto. I'd known it since that day in the cabin, but | postponed it, telling
myself Clay wastoo sick, Jeremy needed my help around the house, the Camaro waslow on gas, pretty
much any excuse | could come up with. But | had to go back. Philip waswaiting. | had to confront him
with what he'd seen, find out how he planned to handle it. Once that was done, I'd come back to
Stonehaven. There was no longer any question of which home I'd choose. Maybe there never had been.

| belonged at Stonehaven. Theidea still rankled. Maybe I'd never be entirely a peace with this
life because | hadn't chosen it and | was too stubborn to ever completely accept something that had been
forced on me. But Clay wasright. | was happy here. There would always be a human part of me that
would see fault with thisway of living, ahuman morality appaled by the violence of it, vestiges of
Puritanism that rebelled a such total immersion in satisfying primal needs. Y et even when Stonehaven
didn't make me happy, when | wasraging a Jeremy or at Clay or at mysdlf, | wasin aperverse way ill
happy, content at least, content and fulfilled.

Everything I'd chased in the human world was here. | wanted stability? | had it in aplace and
people who would always welcome me, no matter what | did. | wanted family?1 had it in my Pack,

loyaty and love beyond the smple labels of mother, father, Sster, brother. So, redizing that everything |



ever wanted was here, was | prepared to cast aside my human aspirations and bury myself in Stonehaven
forever? Of course not. I'd dways have the need to fit into the larger world. No amount of therapy or
sdlf-analysiswould change that. 1'd till hold down ajob in the human world, maybe escape there for
vacations when theinsulated life of the Pack overwhelmed me. But Stonehaven was my home. | wouldn't
run from it anymore.

Nor could | keep running from mysdlf. | don't mean the werewolf part of me. I think | accepted
that years ago, maybe even embraced it because it gave me an excuse for so many thingsin my life. If |
was aggressive and sngppish, it wasthewolf blood. If | lashed out at others, wolf blood again. Ditto for
any violent tendencies. Moody? Angry? Hot-tempered? Hell, | had areason to be that way, didn't 1?1
was amonster. Not exactly a condition to invoke peace and inner harmony in the best of people. Yet |
had to admit the truth. Being awerewolf didn't make me that way. Look at Jeremy, Antonio, Nick,
Logan, Peter. Each one might have shared some of my less attractive characteristics, but so would amost
any stranger pulled off the street. Being awerewolf made me more capable of acting on my anger, and
living with the Pack made such behavior more acceptable, but everything that | was, 1'd been before Clay

bit me. Of course, knowing that and accepting it were two different things. I'd have to work on the
accepting part.

It took almost amonth from that day in Toronto for meto redlize what Clay had meant when
he'd said he knew why | picked Philip and why it couldn't work. Thefirst two weeks after we recovered
Clay were hdl, some days not knowing if hed make it to the next. At leadt, it seemed that way to me. I'd
watch him lying unconsciousin bed and be sure his chest had stopped rising. I'd call for Jeremy. No,
drike that. I'd scream for Jeremy and held come running. Of course, Clay was breathing fine, but Jeremy
never made mefed 1'd overreacted. Hed murmur something about a temporary shortness of bregth,
maybe minor deep apnea, and held examine Clay thoroughly before settling into the bedside chair to
watch for a"relapse.” By the third week, Clay was regaining consciousness for longer periods and even |

had to admit the danger finally seemed past. That wasn't to say | stopped camping out at his bedside. |



didn't. I couldn't. And aslong as | indgsted on being there, Jeremy inssted taking over bedside watch
while | dept or went for arun, even though we both knew such constant vigilance was necessary only for
my peace of mind.

Near the end of the third week, | came back from my shower to find Jeremy in my post by
Clay'sbed, in the exact same vigilant pose I'd left him in twenty minutes before. | stood in the door,
watching him, taking in the circles under his eyes, the gaunt prominence of his cheekbones. | knew then
that | had to stop, get agrip, and admit to mysdlf that Clay was doing fine and would continue to do
fine—if not better—without congtant surveillance. If | didnt, 1'd run mysdlf into the ground and Jeremy
would follow without aword of protest.

"Fedling better?" he asked without turning.

"Much."

He reached back as | approached, took my hand, and squeezed it. "Hell be awake soon. His
somach'sgrowling.”

"God forbid he should missdinner.”

"Speaking of which, we're going out tonight. Y ou and I. Someplace requiring asuit and tieand a
shave—at least for me. Antonio isdriving in with Nick. They'll look after Clay."

"That's not nee—"

"It's very necessary. Y ou need to get out, get your mind off this. Clay will befine. Well take your
cdl phonein case anything happens.”

As| nodded and sat in the chair beside Jeremy, the answer to Clay's puzzle hit me with such
force | had to gasp. Then | had to beat mysalf over the head for not having seeniit earlier. Why had |
chosen Philip? The answer had been staring me in the face since I'd returned to Stonehaven. Who did he
remind me of ? Jeremy, of course.

In my defense, Jeremy and Philip did not, outwardly at least, have much in common. They
looked nothing adike. They didn't share the same gestures. They didn't even act the same way. Philip

didn't have Jeremy's emotiona control, his authoritarianism, his quiet reserve. But these weren't the



qudities| most admired in Jeremy. What | saw in Philip was a shalower reflection of what | valued in
Jeremy, hisendless patience, his consderation, hisinnate goodness. Why did | subconsciously seek out
someone who reminded me of Jeremy? Because in Jeremy | saw some girlish vison of Prince Charming,
someone who would bring me flowers and care for me no matter how badly | screwed up. The problem
with thisfantasy wasthat | had absolutely no romantic fedingsfor Jeremy. | loved him asafriend, a
leader, and afather figure. Nothing more. So in finding ahuman verson of my ided, I'd found aman |
was certain to love, but never with the passion I'd fed for alover.

Did that make mefed better? Of course not. In excusing my inability to fdl in love with Philip, |
wanted to be able to say that it was because of some problem in him, something he lacked. The truth was
that the fault was entirely mine. I'd made a mistake and, as good and as decent as Philip was, he had to
suffer for it.

—_—

After five weeks of postponing my return to Toronto, | decided to doit. Clay wastaking an
afternoon nap. | waslying beside him, haf dozing, when | redlized | had to leave right then, before |
changed my mind. | got up and scribbled anote for Clay. Jeremy was out back fixing the ssonewall. |
didn't tel him where | was going. | was afraid hed want meto eat dinner first or wait until he could drive
meto the airport or some other delay that would give my resolve time to weaken.

| didn't call to tell Philip I was coming. Hearing his voice was one more thing that might make me
change my mind. | went straight to the gpartment and let mysdlf in. He wasn't there. | settled onto the
couch towait. An hour later, he returned, panting from arun in the early July heet. He svung through the
door, saw me, and stopped.

"Hi," | said, managing awesk smile.

| saw the fear in his eyesthen and knew it never would have worked between us. No matter how
close| got to any human, if they ever learned the truth about me, there would always befear. You

couldn't get past that.



"Hello," hesaid at last. He hesitated, then closed the gpartment door, and mopped off hisface.
After giving himself time to recover, helaid histowe on the hall table and stepped into the room. "When
did you get back?"

"Jugt now. How are you feding?"

"Fine. | got your flowers. Thank you."

| inhaed. God, thiswas awkward. Had it dways been thisway? | couldn't even remember how
we used to talk. Any sense of familiarity had flitted away.

"Y our—uh—side must be better," | said. "If you're out jogging."

"Walking. Not jogging. Not yet."

He sat in the recliner opposite me. | inhaled again. Thiswasn't working. There was no easy way
to do this.

"About what you saw that day . . ." | began.

He sad nothing.

"About what you—uh—saw me do.”

"| didn't see anything." His voice was soft, barely audible,

"I know you did and we need to talk about it."

Hemet my eyes. "l didn't see anything.”

"Philip, | know—"

"No." He spat the word, then pulled back and shook hishead. "I don't remember anything about
that day, Elena. Y ou went to work. Y our cousin came up looking for you. Two other men came up
looking for you. Someone stabbed me. Thenit'sdl ablank.”

| knew hewas lying. For the safety of the Pack, | should pursueit, get him to admit what he'd
seen, and find away to explain it away. Y et something told me that thiswas better for Philip. Let him
explainit hisown way. | owed him that much.

"l should go now."

| got to my feet. He said nothing. | saw my bags stacked in the hal, next to afew boxes of his



own Suff.

"|'ve subletted the gpartment,” he said. "I—" He rubbed the bridge of hisnose. "1 would have
cdled you, your cell phone. | was. . . working my way up toit."

"I'msorry."

"I know." He met my eyesfor thefirst time since I'd arrived and managed the barest ghost of a
smile. "It was good, sill. A mistake, but agood one. If you come back to Toronto someday, maybe you
can look me up. Have adrink together or something.”

| nodded. As| lifted my bags, my gazeflitted to the hall table.

"It'sinthe drawer,” Philip said softly.

| turned to say something, but he was heading into the bedroom, his back to me. He closed the
door.

"I'm sorry," | whispered.

| pushed open the lobby doors and walked out carrying two small pieces of luggage. I'd left a
note for Philip to give the rest to charity or throw it in the garbage. There was nothing there | needed. |
only took the two bags so he wouldn't think | was abandoning my thingsin anger. There was only one
item in that gpartment 1'd really wanted back, the item I'd retrieved from the hall table drawer. | ill had it
inmy hand. Asl stood in the building vestibule, | put down the luggage, and opened my fist. Clay's
wedding band gleamed in the streetlights.

Clay.

What was | going to do about Clay?

Despite dl wed been through, | till couldn't give him what he wanted. | couldn't promise my life
to him, swear 1'd be by his sde every waking and deeping minute, 'til death do us part. But | loved him.
Loved him completely. There would be no other menin my life, no other lovers. | could promise him that.
Asfor therest, well, I'd have to offer what | could and hope it would be enough.

"You'rehere"



| looked up sharply. Clay stood in the wavering yellow light of astregt-lamp. For amoment, |
thought | wasimagining things. Then he stepped forward, hisleft leg dragging, not completely heded after
hisorded.

"Didn't you get my note?" | asked.

"Note?'

| shook my head. "Y ou shouldn't be here. Y ou're supposed to be in bed.”

"l couldn't let you leave. Not until | talked to you."

| glanced at the luggage by my feet and redized he must have thought | was waiting to get indde
the gpartment building, instead of leaving it. Hmmm. Never let it be said | passed up the opportunity to
milk something for al it'sworth. Yes, | can be crud, even sadistic on occasion.

"And what did you want to say to me?" | asked.

He stepped forward, putting one hand on my elbow and moving so close | could fed his heart
besting through his shirt. It was pounding, but that might have just been from the exertion of the
impromptu trip.

"l loveyou. Yes, you've heard that before, heard it amillion times, but | don't know what elseto
say." Helifted ahand to my face and touched my cheek. "I need you. Thislast year, when you were
gone, it was hell. I made up my mind that when you came back, 1'd do whatever it took to get you back.
No more tricks. No more tantrums. | know | didn't do agreat job. Hell, you probably never even
noticed the difference. But | wastrying. I'll keep trying. Come back home with me. Please.”

| looked up into hiseyes. "Why did you go back up to the apartment?"

He blinked. "Huh?"'

"The day you were attacked. Y ou saw Daniel and LeBlanc go up to the apartment, didn't you?”'

"Right..."

"You knew | wasn't up there. Y ou'd just spoken to me on the phone.”

"Right..."

"So you knew the only person in the gpartment was Philip. Y et you went up there and tried to



protect him. Why?'

Clay hestated, then said, "Because | knew it was what you'd want meto do." He stroked his
thumb across my cheek. "1 know that's not the answer you want to hear. Y ou want meto say | had a
sudden flash of conscience and went up there to save Philip. But | can't lie. | can't fed the thingsyou
want meto fed. | didn't care whether Philip lived or died. | saved him because | knew you'd want meto,
because | knew if anything happened to him, you'd be hurt.”

"Thank you," | said, kissng him.

"That wasagood answer?' A hint of hisold grin dipped into hisvoice and hiseyes.

"The best | can hopefor. | know that now."

"Soyoull say?'

| smiled up a him. "1 never planned to leave, which you'd know if you'd bothered to read my
note before charging dl the way hereto stop me."

"You—" He stopped, threw back his head, and laughed, then caught me up in abone-jarring kiss
and hug. "I guess| deserved that."

"That and more." | grinned and kissed him, then pulled back and watched him.

"What isit?" he asked.

"When you were gone, | was thinking this story wouldn't have a happily ever after ending. Maybe
| waswrong."

"Happily ever after?' He grinned. "Asin forever after'?’

"Well, maybe not 'forever after. Maybe 'happily ever after for alittlewhile.™

"l could livewith thet."

"Happily ever after for aday or two, at least.”

"A day or two?' He made aface. "I wasthinking of abit longer. Not forever, of course. Just
eight, maybe nine decades."

"Don't push your luck."

Helaughed and lifted me up in another hug. "Well work oniit.”



"Yes," | said, smiling down a him. "I'm ready to work on it."
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[Front Hap]

I've got to get out of here— don't have a lot of time | eft.

Philip doesn't stir when | slip from the bed. There's a pile of clothing tucked underneath
my dresser so | won't have to risk the squeaks and groans of opening drawers and closets. | pick
up my keys, clasping my fist around them so they don't jingle, ease open the door and creep into
the hallway. My legs now itch aswell as hurt and | curl my toes to seeif the itching stops. It

doesn't. It's too late to drive to a safe place now—the itching has crystallized into a sharp burn. |



stride out onto the streets, looking for a quiet place to Change.

Y oung, beautiful, and successful, ElenaMichagls seemsto haveit dl. Her happy, organized life
follows a predictable pattern: filing stories for her job asajourndist, working out at the gym, living with
her architect boyfriend, and lunching with her girlfriends from the office. And once aweek, in the dead of
night, she streaks through a downtown ravine, naked and furred, tearing at the throats of her animal prey.

ElenaMichaglsisawerewolf.

The man who made her one has been left behind, but his dark legacy has not. And though Elena
struggles to maintain the normd life she'sworked so hard to create, she cannot resist the call of the dite
pack of werewolvesfrom her past. Her ferd ingtincts will lead her back to them and into a desperate war

for survivd that will test her own understanding of who, and what, sheis.

[Back FHap]

An amazing, stay-up-al-night read, Bitten introduces a fascinating new female character whois

strong, sexy, and thoroughly post-modern.

Keley Armgtrong livesin rurd southwestern Ontario. Bitten isher first novel.

[Back Cover]

"It'sterrific. I'm asucker for thiskind of novel—the heroineisthe most appeding | have come
acrossin ages. It'sclever, quirky, hip, and funny, skating between genres with style and grace. More

pleasel”



—Joanne Harris, author of Chocolat

"A har-rasing gory for the she-wolf inusdl.”

—Shannon Olson, author of Welcome to My Planet

[Verson Higtory]

Verson 1.0—scanned, OCR'd and spell-checked from hard-cover edition (ISBN
0-670-89471-0). Thisbook caught my attention because it's being made into a major motion
picture—reportedly Angelina Jolie was given acopy by afriend, and went apeshit over it, bought the
rights, and started a production company to make the movie (she, of course, would play Elena). How's
that for beginner'sluck asanoveig?!!

Version 2.0 — February 9, 2003 — proofread and corrected by The Ghiti for #bookz.

Verson 3.0 —June 25, 2004 — re-roofread by The_Ghiti. Minor errors fixed, and series naming
added concurrent with release of Bitten, the sequel. Dime-Store Magic, the third book in the series,
soon to be released for #bookz. If you find errors, please fix, increment version number by 0.1 and

re-post.



