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Red Cloud Wolves 3: Facets of Night
Kate Steele

Sixty years ago a loose end was inadvertently left unchecked. Now it’s begun to
unravel. People are dying, their bodies found torn apart by some savage beast and in
each case a bloody souvenir is left behind.

For Landon and Dark, these disembodied fingers are silent admonishments for they
share something in common with the killer. All three of them have been given the
gift of the moon wolf but something has gone terribly, terribly wrong.

In the face of growing suspicion from local law enforcement, Lan and Dark are
forced to go on the hunt. It's up to them to stop a killer. One who’s been holding a
grudge for a very... long... time.



Prologue

Why did I ever agree to this? Oh yeah, this guy’s loaded... aaaand he’s not bad looking in
a rugged, rough kind of way. Ronnie Little Fawn squatted down behind a concealing SUV
in the parking lot. So Jack wanted to play hide-and-seek. It wasn’t the strangest thing
she’d ever done for a guy. She paused and twisted her head a bit. Was that the sound of
a footfall? A thrill of excitement zinged up her spine.

The lot was huge and packed with vehicles. Droves of people came to gamble at
the reservation on Friday nights. Even though it was nearly one a.m. the casino was
doing a brisk trade behind its glittering facade. Ronnie was glad her shift was over for
the night. It was tough being on her feet for eight hours. Her friends thought being a
blackjack dealer was a piece of cake. Yeah right, she silently scoffed. They should try
dealing with the public under these conditions.

People who were losing money weren’t exactly happy campers. Ronnie had
taken her fair share of verbal abuse since she’d worked here. Thank God the customers
weren’t all bastards. Win or lose, everyone reacted differently. Now Jack was one of
those who took the good with the bad. He smiled through the wins and the losses, and
kept his equilibrium not to mention his charm. He’d spent the evening quietly getting
acquainted with her and when her shift ended, she was more than happy to take him
up on his offer of a late night dinner.

Yeah, sure, employees weren’'t supposed to fraternize with customers but
everyone did it. At least she wasn’t providing services for money like some of the girls
and guys did. She’d made that point perfectly clear to Jack and he’d accepted it with the
same grace he’d accepted losing five grand at her table this evening. She had to admire

the kind of devil-may-care chutzpah he’d displayed. It was classy.
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In the distance she heard voices. Slowly straightening from her crouched
position, she peeked over the hood of the SUV and spied a party of four emerging from
the glass enclosed entryway of the casino. The group headed away from her and she
sighed in relief. She felt a little stupid playing this game but what the hey, Jack was
playful and that was okay too. Although it was kind of nerve wracking. She’d not had a
glimpse of him since the game began and wandering around alone in the parking lot
after dark wasn’t one of her favorite things. I wonder where he is?

Thinking it might be fun to turn the tables on him, Ronnie went on the hunt.
Silently she crept from shadow to shadow, alert for any hint of movement or sound.
The urge to giggle rose in her throat. This reminded her of when she was a kid and her
brother, sister and cousins would play hide-and-seek when the sun set. The twilight
made everything spooky and they’d sneak up on whoever they could and scare the
living daylights out of them.

From the corner of her eye she caught a furtive movement. It had to be Jack she
reasoned and changed direction toward the furthest reaches of the lot. She could
definitely hear something now. There! Was that a muffled cough? Sure she was on the
right track, Ronnie made her way toward the sound as stealthily as possible. Thank
goodness for rubber-soled athletic shoes!

Another raspy sound clinched it. She was sure Jack was just on the other side of
the black pickup truck just ahead. I didn’t realize he smoked, she thought, hearing the
harsh rumble that seemed to echo in the still night air. He really should quit. Funny, I
didn’t notice any coughing while we were in the casino. A hint of fear brushed its way down
her spine but she ignored it. Nerves wound tight, she tiptoed closer and closer until she
was able to flatten herself against the truck’s grill.

Heart pounding with anticipation, she lowered herself into a crouch then leapt
out. “Gotcha!”

The wide grin that curved her full lips died an instant death, as did she. The
scream in her throat was physically torn away along with flesh, bone and muscle.

Ronnie collapsed beneath the weight of the furred, red-eyed nightmare bearing her to
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the ground, her eyes unseeing as it growled and ripped and shredded cloth and skin

with equal enthusiasm.



Chapter One

“Can anyone tell me what this is?” Dark held up the picture he’d brought to class
that day.

“It looks like a posy to me.”

Chuckles, titters and giggles rippled in waves across the crowded classroom.
Dark grinned. “Thank you, John. That’s very observant of you,” he told the lanky, dark-
haired student who'd taken the role of class clown, “but this posy has a name. Anyone
know what it is?” His students remained quiet, some of them shaking their heads. “This
is called the Cherokee Rose. Does anyone know the legend behind this flower?” A
tentative hand went up. “Yes, Lynne.”

“Wasn’t it said that it came into existence along the Trail of Tears?”

“Yes. Exactly. It’s ironic that considering how the legends say it came into being
after the Cherokee were forced out of the state, it's now the official state flower of
Georgia. This flower represents all the heartache of that terrible journey along a route
which was called Nunna dual Tsuny, The Trail Where They Cried.

“The white of the petals represents the tears of the mothers who lost children and
kin along the way. The gold in the center stands for the gold taken from the stolen
Cherokee lands that were once in Georgia, and the seven petals represent the seven
Cherokee clans that were forced to leave their homes. The Trail of Tears. That’s what we
are going to study today.” Another hand was raised and Dark nodded in his student’s
direction. “Yes, Tom.”

“Why are we studying the Cherokee? We're Apache.”

“That’s a fair question,” Dark allowed, giving his student an approving look. “As
you know, this class is called Native American Studies. I believe it's important for us to

study Native American history as a whole which includes all the tribes. It's important
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we understand not just our own Apache history but that of all the peoples. I feel in that
way we'll come to a better understanding of the past and how it affects us today. Does
that make sense?” The boy nodded and Dark smiled with anticipation. Lan had been
right all those years ago when he told Dark he’d make a good teacher. He loved
teaching. “Let’s get started,” he told the class. “Turn to page seventy-three in your text

books.”

* kX

Foot on the brake, Dark halted the jeep in the driveway for a moment, pushed
the button on the small control he fished out of the center console and watched as the
garage door slowly rattled upward. When it had lifted high enough, he let the jeep roll
forward and parked. With a slight grimace of disappointment, he noted the empty
space in the two-car garage. Landon was already gone, his shift at the casino having
started just an hour earlier. Not that this was unexpected but still there were days he
hated coming home to an empty house.

Unfortunately, it couldn’t be helped. With him working days at the reservation
school as a teacher and Lan working nights as assistant security chief at the
reservation’s casino, there were a lot of times these days when they found themselves
alone. You'd think, Dark mused, we’d enjoy the break from each other’s company. He sat still
in the quiet of the garage and let his mind drift over a few of the highlights that marked
his life with Lan.

The two of them had been together for over a hundred years now and still their
bond was as strong and vital as when it had first come into being. Yeah, sure, there
were times when they drove each other crazy. That was a given. But there’d never been
any hint of either of them wanting to leave the other.

He knew in part it was because of the gift they’d been given when they’d become
moon wolves. Wolves mate for life and apparently that held true no matter how long
they were together. Still, he liked to believe that it was also the deep and abiding love

and respect each had found in the other’s human side. It never escaped his notice just
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how empty the bed felt when he was alone in it on the nights Lan worked. Especially
now when some as yet unforeseen danger was stirring.

In light of the troubling visions he’d been having lately, a part of him wanted to
keep Landon close. Dark felt the involuntary quirk of his lips. Lan would certainly scoff
at the very idea he needed anyone’s protection. All the same, with these vague,
unformed images disturbing his sleep, Dark was feeling uneasy. It was as though
something was coming. Something filled with vicious, ill intent toward both himself
and Lan. Frowning, he clicked open his seatbelt and opened the vehicle’s door.

Grabbing his backpack from the passenger seat, Dark slid out of the jeep, made
his way to the kitchen door, and paused to hit the button on the panel above the light
switch. The garage door reversed, cutting off the light from outside. Opening the
kitchen door, Dark stepped into the sunny room. Everything was neat and tidy.

The tiled floor looked newly mopped. Honey colored granite counters reflected
the light coming in the windows. The appliances glowed with a subtle sheen. The
antique hardwood table and four chairs looked freshly polished and everything smelled
faintly of lemons. It appeared Landon had done some cleaning before he left. A couple
of dishes, silverware, two cups and a pot sat in the drainer, further silent testament to
Lan’s clean up efforts.

Looks like he cooked, Dark noted hopefully before spotting the pad of paper left on
the counter by the sink. Dropping his backpack on one end of the kitchen table, he
crossed to the note. A smile curved his lips at what was written there in Lan’s strong
hand.

I made Ramen just the way you like it with stew beef, veggies and cheese,

so eat. You're going to need your strength. I expect a reward for all this cleaning

when I get home. Lan.

Smile turning into a grin, Dark washed up, warmed his dinner in the microwave
and ate while grading the papers he pulled from his backpack. In the silence of the
kitchen, the ticks of the wall clock could be faintly heard, heralding the steady,

inevitable passing of time. Papers rustled and the scratch of his pen was joined by the
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occasional clatter of eating utensils against blue and gray pottery dishes. Outside, the
sun set and dusk gathered, its concealing shadows growing deep while imbuing
mystery to the normally mundane.

Finished with both food and paperwork, Dark gathered his dishes together and
washed them up, adding them to those already in the drainer. Lan would complain that
he didn’t put those that were already dry away but it was a minor infringement, one he
would easily forgive. After carefully returning all his school related work to his
backpack, Dark wandered into the living room and turned on the television.

He settled into the cushioned comfort of a recliner upholstered in deep green and
old gold colored fabric, flipping through the channels, giving the flickering images on
the screen a portion of his attention. The rest was centered elsewhere. Inside an
unconscious division of self had occurred. One part concentrated on the ordinary and
familiar that surrounded him while the other waited, listening, ears perked and nose to
a phantom wind, searching for a hint of what approached. His wolf was restless. A fine
tension vibrated inside like a taut, silken thread caressed by a gossamer touch. At any
moment, too much pressure would cause it to break.

The parchment colored walls that surrounded him seemed to disappear as did
the thick green carpet beneath his feet. Slowly the rest of the furniture vanished until he
floated in a bubble dimly illuminated by the light shining from the television until that
too winked out. The familiar smell and feel of home was replaced by a starkly lit
blacktop and the faint smell of warm asphalt. The silence was broken by a rough,
muffled growl and a picture began to form before his eyes.

Splashes of red and a large, hulking object took shape. It moved. Dark’s indrawn
breath rang sharply in his ears. Horror sprouted as a small seed, growing by deliberate
increments as the picture wavered. The image changed, slowly becoming clearer until
he could almost see what appeared before him. He strained to focus, fought to see the
details. Sweat broke out on his brow at the struggle. It was just out of reach, just -- right

-- there.
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The shrill jangle of the phone brought Dark’s separate pieces together with a
snap. His vision shattered and he cursed as he felt the shock of it ripple under his skin.
Blinking eyes gone dry from staring blindly at the television, he softly murmured,
“Shit,” and reached for the phone. “Hello?”

“Hey darlin’.”

“Lan.” The sound of that familiar voice eased muscles that had grown tight while
he’d lost himself for a time. Relief must have shown in his voice considering Lan’s
response.

“What's wrong?”

“Nothing that I know of for sure. I'm just edgy tonight,” Dark replied,
downplaying his unease.

“I'll bet I could help you with that.”

“I'm sure you could.”

“When I really think about it, it sometimes amazes me just how easily you
become putty in my hands.”

“Is that so? If I recall correctly, you were the one doing a fair imitation of putty
last night.”

“That’s true,” Lan admitted cheerfully. “There’s a lot to be said for being putty.”

Dark snorted. His lover was being his usual facetious self, at least it seemed so,
until he voiced a question revealing his concern. No one could accuse Landon of being
oblivious or uncaring.

“Seriously though, are you all right? I know you haven’t slept well the past few
nights. You've been restless and sometimes you talk in your sleep, though what you've
been mumbling makes little sense.”

“Umm. Sorry if I've kept you awake. I don’t know what it is. I feel something
bad is coming but I don’t know what form it will take. Lan...” Dark paused for a
moment, careful to choose words that wouldn’t offend his mate’s pride or make him
sound like a mother hen. “Be on your guard. Whatever this is, it hates us. I can feel it.”

“Sounds serious.”
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“I'm not saying these things just to hear the sound of my own voice,” Dark
snapped.

“Hey, calm down. Did I say I didn’t believe you? Christ, Dark, you should know
better than that. If there’s anyone in this world who takes your visions seriously, it’s
me.”

“Shit. Sorry. Like I said, I'm edgy.”

“I know, just take it easy. If trouble’s coming we’ll deal with it. Make sure you
lock up tight before you go to bed and I'll watch myself. I promise. Now go take a hot
shower or, better yet, fill the tub and kick back for a while and try to unwind. I'll even
give you the go ahead to jack off if it'll help you relax.”

Surprised by the jolt of amusement Lan’s declaration birthed, Dark laughed and
felt the tension plaguing him, ease. “Gee, thanks.”

“I'm a generous man, darlin’, you know that. Hell, I've got some time on my
hands right at the moment, why don’t I talk you through it?”

“What?!”

“You know, phone sex. I know you’ve heard of it.”

“Well, of course I have. I'm not an uneducated savage anymore.”

“You were never an uneducated savage. You've always been one of the most
intelligent men I've ever met.”

“You think so?” Dark asked, touched by Lan’s statement. His lover wasn’t one
for dispensing idle flattery.

“I know so. Intelligence isn’t just something you acquire by reading books or
going to school. Some people naturally have an innate sense of understanding, of
curiosity and the willingness to see beyond the limits of their world. You're one of those
people. Like most people, you can react on a primitive level if driven to it but you're
more willing to embrace and learn about something or someone new. Rather than
dismiss it or strike out in ignorance or bigotry or the simple brute need to have
everything under your thumb, you weigh and measure and learn the possibilities.

That’s something I've always admired about you. Now if you're done fishing for
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compliments, can we do this?” Lan asked plaintively. “I've been thinking about the
other night when I watched while you touched yourself. Remember? I can’t get it out of
my head.”

“I remember.” Dark leaned back and made himself comfortable. “That really gets
to you, doesn’t it?”

“Hell yeah. Fuck. You looked so damned good. It was almost surreal, watching
you stroke your own cock while the moonlight streamed in the window. It looked like
something out of a film noir, the way the light leached the color from your skin and left
it gleaming like a pearl with its own inner luminescence.”

Dark closed his eyes. Lan’s voice had taken on a timbre so soft and velvety it
shook him deep within. “I'm not the only man of intelligence here. When did you
become so poetic?”

“I've had to work to keep up with you.”

“Lan...”

“It's true. When we met, I was a simple and rather shallow man. All I cared
about was having a good time. You made me see there was more to life than that. I
never want you to be... bored with me.”

“Denzhone,” Dark breathed. “As if that were even possible. Where is this coming
from?”

“I'm not sure, but maybe it’s just the result of our life together. We've faced our
share of unpleasant things and each time it's made me realize how important you are to
me. I couldn’t survive losing you. Every time something’s happened, I found my
strength in you.”

“No. You have your own strength. You always did.”

“Yeah, well, whatever I have it’s been tempered and refined by loving you.”

Throat tight from the emotion evoked by his lover’s words, Dark managed to
ask, “Where are you calling from?”

“My office.”

“Is the door locked?”
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“Yeah.”

“I want you to touch yourself for me. I want to hear the sound of your pleasure
in each breath. I want to know that you're with me, that you'll always be with me.”

“Only if you'll do the same.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Lan’s soft laugh rippled over the line. His lips curving in a smile, Dark opened
his jeans. The unfastened button and zipper released the pressure his expanding cock
was under. With a few squirming movements, he was able to push the fabric down
enough to comfortably expose not only the aching column of flesh that came so
naturally to hand but the firm balls below it.

Holding the phone in the crook formed by shoulder and neck, he used his other
hand to unbutton his shirt. The material parted exposing the hard, well formed muscles
of his chest and abs. Smooth cinnamon-colored skin molded to that sculpted expanse
like a warm satin sheet. The same hand slowly swept over that silky plain, fingers
following the shape of finely toned muscle until they encountered a small nub. His
nipple rose to the touch, nerve endings roused by that gossamer contact. Dark moaned.

“That’s what I want to hear,” Lan responded. “Tell me what you're doing.”

“I just touched my nipple. It's pinched up so tight and hard, it hurt.”

“And yet you liked it.”

“Yes.”

“Are you touching your cock?”

“Yes.”

“Oh yeah. You know what I remember most about the other night? It was when
the first drops of moisture welled from the head of your cock. I could almost taste it,
light and sweet. All I wanted to do was put my mouth on you and let my tongue take
the flow straight from its source. But I didn’t. Not right away. I watched you and let the
hunger build. I watched your eyes glitter with need. I listened to every harsh breath. I
let the scent of your desire fill my nose until it made my mouth water. I watched the

way your fingers curved around the solid flesh in your hand and the way they
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tightened and released. Only when those clear beads spilled over and slid like liquid
diamonds down the hard length of you, did I give in and take what I wanted so
desperately.”

“Jesus, Lan, have you been taking literature classes?”

“I'm just saying what comes to mind. You want me to be dirty, raunchy? How
about you pretend I'm biting your nipples and you pinch them until they sting. I want
you to grab your balls and squeeze and roll that aching sac while you stroke your big,
hard cock until it feels like you're gonna spew. But don’t you dare fucking come.
Spread your legs wide and shove a finger up your ass. I want you to ride it like you'd
ride my cock. I want to hear you groaning like a cock slut in heat. Is that what you
want, baby?”

Dark grimaced at the spear of sensation that stabbed his gut. “That works too,
but no, I like the other better. It's sexy as hell. Let me try?”

“I'm all yours, darlin’.”

“I want to tell you what I remember about that night.” Dark closed his eyes and
envisioned the scene. The words formed and in a languorous, dreamy tone, he voiced
them. “I played just for you. I wanted your eyes on me. Their intensity was nearly
savage and so wild my wolf wanted to burst free and join with it. Something feral and
primitive inside me craved your touch and when you finally gave it, it was all I could
do not to come it felt so good.”

Dark’s hand, wrapped around his cock, moved with a steady cadence up and
down his full, firm erection. His belly grew taut and his heart beat faster.

“Even now I think of how it felt to have you warm and heavy between my legs.
Your arms were sure and strong draped over my thighs and your hands so hot when
they gripped the cheeks of my ass while you sucked me. Those kneading movements of
your fingers pushed ripples of arousal through my flesh. I can still feel the heat of your
mouth and the swirl of your tongue over my skin. The way it pressed into the slit at the
tip of my cock and caused that slight burn right before the suction pulled at me,

demanding that I give you what you wanted.



Kate Steele Red Cloud Wolves 3: Facets of Night -17 -

“Every glide of your lips up and down the length of my cock was like the purest
pleasure and deepest agony all rolled into one. You know the feeling. It grips your
insides and winds tighter and tighter and you strive for all you're worth to hold onto it
until you just can’t take it anymore. The dam bursts inside and you're flooded with
sensations so overwhelming you lose all sight and sense of anything but the wrenching
flow of come that bursts from your body. I remember you groaned when it filled your
mouth and the vibrations from that sound burrowed deep inside my gut, taking the
pleasure even higher.”

With his own pants for breath loud in the receiver, Dark listened. His breaths
were echoed, rapid and harsh. “Fuck, Dark, darlin’, I can’t...” Dark nodded silently. He
truly understood Lan’s near incoherent ramble. They were teetering on the edge of
temporary insanity. That place where absolute, blinding pleasure overwhelms every
thought, every breath and every hint of civilized man and his restraint is swept away in
an avalanche of pure animal revelry.

Dark’s hips were moving, undulating in rhythm with the steady pulls at his cock.
He was almost there. The pleasure was insistently pushing, piercing deeper and deeper.
“Denzhone, I'm coming,” he managed to gasp just as it exploded, sending forth a flurry
of creamy ropes that decorated his chest and belly in warm wet curls of milky seed.

With every hard inhalation he caught the musky fragrance of male release.
Though he’d just come, the scent aroused him. Dark felt fire re-ignite in his veins. His
belly grew tight with a return of need so intense, he ached. “When you get home,” he
growled, “I'm fucking you or you're fucking me. I don’t care which. I want you. I want
your heat. I want your scent and your taste. I want to drown in you. Do you understand
me? Lan? I don’t want to see or feel or know anything but you.”

Lan’s snarl slid over the phone line, lodged in Dark’s ear and vibrated over every
nerve ending. “You got it. Be ready for me when I get home. It's not gonna be tender
and sweet. It's gonna be fast and hard and hot. I mean it, Dark. Your ass better be lubed
when I get there.”

“I'll be ready.”
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Dark cut the connection. A sly and definitely feral smile curved his lips. Lan was
going to be a wild man when he got home. With anticipation warming him, Dark rose
from his chair and headed upstairs for the bathroom. Lan’s suggestion of a long soak in

a tub of hot water suddenly sounded very appealing.

® F F

Dark woke with a soft but sharp intake of breath. Eyes springing open, he lay
motionless, tense and silent, his senses straining in the dark. Moonlight lay across the
bed, a pale wash of opalescence to dispel the night shadows. Nothing moved, not even
a wisp of night air stirred the leaves of the tree outside the window. As quietly as
possible he sat up and swung his legs over until his feet touched lightly and settled on
the carpet.

Something had disturbed his sleep. He could feel the reverberations of it jangling
along his nerve endings as it disrupted the normal flow of the night. He rose and glided
with inaudible steps to the window. Standing to the side, out of sight of anyone outside,
he gazed down on the backyard. Again, he sensed no presence but understanding
came. The quiet, that's what woke him. The ever-present song of the crickets had
stopped. Even as the thought came to him, they re-started their night chorus. Whatever
had been outside was now gone. Or inside the house.

On quick, silent feet, Dark crossed the room. He stopped and grabbed one of the
two ash hiking poles kept in the corner by the door. Easing the door open, he took a
deep pull of air into his nostrils. Though not as keen as when he was in wolf form, his
sense of smell was still acute. The aromas that filtered in were all familiar. If someone
had broken in, he would have caught their scent.

Still keeping his guard up, he proceeded with caution down the stairs. On the
ground floor he stood still, listening while letting the feel of the house seep into him.
Once again there seemed to be nothing wrong until a faint scent caught his attention.
He was well familiar with that coppery tang. It slowly wafted to him and drew his

attention to the back of the house.
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Dark moved like a wraith from room to room until he arrived at the kitchen.
With only a slight hesitation, he crossed the cool tiles of the kitchen floor. The closer he
got to the back door, the stronger the smell grew. Prickles of alarm danced across his
skin. Mixed with the smell of blood was a scent that made invisible hackles rise. Taking
a firm grip of the pole in his hand, he turned the knob of the deadbolt then the door
knob itself and pulled open the door. No one waited on the other side, but laid out on
the mat before the door was something small and pale.

Dark frowned. It looked like a large, dirty and hairless caterpillar. Hating to do it
but having no choice, he flipped on the switch for the porch light. He blinked in the
sudden bright light and waited a moment for his eyes to adjust. Looking down, the
object was now clearly illuminated. A finger. Shredded skin marked the base where it
had been torn from someone’s hand. Dark, crusty blood stained the skin and outlined
the perfect oval shape of the nail and the mauve polish that adorned it.

Shock burst over every nerve ending in his body. Utterly appalled, he whispered,
“No. It can’t be. What have you done?” He jumped in reaction at the shrill ring of the
wall phone by the back door. Cursing in reaction to the strident ringing, he picked it up
and bit out a savage, “What!?” Silence greeted his outburst.

“It's me.”

“Damn it, Lan! It's two freaking thirty in the morning!” Dark lashed out as he
glanced at the illuminated readout on the stove.

“I'm sorry I woke you but something’s happened.”

“Well something’s happened here too. And I wasn’t asleep.”

“What is it?”

“Someone left a gift on the back porch.”

“What kind of gift?”

“A bloody finger that looks like it was ripped from someone’s hand.”

“Jesus. Dark. We just found Ronnie Little Fawn’s body in the parking lot. She’s

been torn up by what looks like a large animal of some kind.”
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Dark closed his eyes, a grimace of pain on his face to match the slicing grief that
stabbed his heart. He knew Ronnie and her family well. Ronnie’s little sister was one of
his students. Hating to do so, he voiced the question that came to mind. “Was she
missing any fingers?”

“Her left index finger was gone.”

“Great Spirit,” Dark murmured, a string of his native Apache following that
invocation.

“Dark.”

“I know. This must be hers.”

“What the hell is going on?”

“Did you catch the scent of this... animal?”

“Wolf. And more.”

“Same here. It's one of us, Lan.”

“I refuse to believe that. One of our people wouldn’t do this. You know they
wouldn't.”

“What other explanation is there?” Dark could hear the pain and denial in Lan’s
voice. His own heart cried out against the evidence before them.

“I don’t know but I refuse to believe it. Could you catch any hint of the human
part of the scent?”

“No, it’s too diluted by the wolf.” Dark frowned. “Although now that I think of
it, how can that be? If this person changed forms while he was here, there should be
two distinct scents and yet it's as though the two are intertwined. There’s something
very wrong here.”

“You noticed it too, about the scent, I mean. I'm glad. I thought my nose was
playing tricks on me. Dark, what should we do about Ronnie’s... finger?”

“Tell the police. Are they still there?”

“Yes.”

“You have to tell them. If this small part is withheld when she’s buried, her spirit

will never know rest.”
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“I understand what you're saying, but what's this going to mean for us? Isn’t this
just what the killer wants? To involve us in this?”

“Yes, obviously, but it can’t be helped. I can’t be a party to this sacrilege.”

“All right, Dark, take it easy. I'll tell them. I'll be home as soon as I can, baby.”

A tiny, yet sad smile tilted the corner of Dark’s lips. “Don’t worry about me,

denzhone. Send the police. Handling them will be the easiest part of this horror.”



Chapter Two

Dark rubbed his eyes. They felt gritty and he was tired, just plain dead-tired. The
police had arrived and taken charge of the evidence, their polite word for the finger that
had been left on the mat by the back door. The porch and yard had been carefully
searched for evidence of the intruder. The only thing they found was a light smear of
dirt on the bottom step, an indistinct footprint on the edge of Dark’s herb garden and a
barely visible trail through the dew on the sparse grass that had evaporated with the
rising of the sun.

The trail had ended at the side of the road and it was concluded that the intruder
must have had a vehicle waiting. As there were no neighbors nearer than a quarter
mile, it wasn’t expected that anyone would have seen anything but a couple of officers
had gone to make inquiries of the closest ones. Dark had his own ideas about a waiting
vehicle. More than likely, the beast had merely continued on his way under his own
locomotion using the road for a time to put off any possibility of leaving a trail. But then
he couldn’t tell the police that a man turned wolf was their suspect.

A detective, Detective Ross Akino to be precise, had taken his statement. He not
only asked Dark about what transpired but probed into his life, job, history, etc. etc. etc.
His questions had ended only long enough for him to make one short and one lengthy
phone call. From what he could overhear, Detective Akino was putting the wheels in
motion that would start an investigation of Lan and himself.

Fortunately, Dark knew that the carefully constructed backgrounds he and Lan
possessed would pass even the probing inspection of law enforcement. They were so
long lived, it necessitated the ability to construct a series of identities. To remain in one
place while seeming to go unchanged or untouched by the passing years was

impossible. They made a habit of moving when it was deemed necessary and with each
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move, their backgrounds changed. They wusually became younger relatives of
themselves. With help from a man they’d met years ago who was an expert in such
things, they’d become more than competent in providing the necessary documents and
cover they needed for each new incarnation.

It was nearly six a.m. when Lan finally arrived home. He looked every bit as
tired as Dark felt and was trailed by, from the looks of him, another detective. From his
vantage point, seated at the kitchen table, Dark silently watched his lover take two cups
from the cupboard and fill them with coffee. He brought them to the table, placing one
each in front of the two remaining empty chairs.

Dark felt the warmth of Lan’s body behind him a moment before large hands
settled lightly on his shoulders. Landon leaned down. “You all right?” he murmured
softly. Dark nodded and a soft, fleeting kiss brushed his temple. Lan moved and took
the chair to his left.

“Have a seat, Detective Danvers,” Lan invited.

Impassively, Dark noted the glance the two detectives exchanged. He was glad
Lan made no bones about hiding their relationship. He mildly wondered what would
be made of it but in the end it mattered very little. The opinions of others concerning his
relationship with Lan was of no import. Disapproval was dismissed. While acceptance
was nice, they needed no one’s approval or permission to love each other.

The detective took a seat and Dark studied the man. Short dark hair, brown eyes,
sharp cheekbones, a thin blade of a nose and skin with a cinnamon tint revealed his
Native American heritage. The suit he wore was rumpled and his tie was askew as
though he’d pulled at it in an effort to free himself from its suffocating restraints.

In addition to the physical characteristics he noted, Dark was drawn by
something else. There was an aura surrounding the detective. Some unknown quality
drawing Dark’s attention. His powers as a shaman came to the fore and a vision
appeared before his eyes. Briefly he saw the face of an older man. He sat with a boy and
was speaking to him. Though Dark couldn’t hear the words that were said, he realized

the boy was a younger version of the detective now before him. The vision faded and
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Dark wondered why he’d been shown this bit of the detective’s past. As with all his
visions, he knew the answer would be revealed in time. Curiosity rose in him.

“What did it used to be?” he inquired, his eyes fixed on Detective Danvers as he
seated himself.

“Beg your pardon?” the man answered.

“Your name. Danvers. What did it used to be?”

The detective answered with a short spate of Apache. “Meaning Dances on the
Wind. I figured Danvers would give me a little more credibility at the police academy.”

“You never told me that,” Detective Akino interrupted.

“You never asked.”

Dark noted the ever so slight flush that touched Detective Akino’s cheeks. His
fair skin readily revealed the color that intensified the blue of his eyes. A hand rose and
carelessly brushed through his reddish blond hair leaving it tousled. “I guess not.”

A glance in Lan’s direction caused their eyes to meet. Lan shrugged and Dark
knew he wasn’t the only one wondering what the relationship was between the two
detectives. “I take it you two know each other?”

“We ought to. He’s my partner,” Danvers informed them. “Even if he is a wet
behind the ears, newly minted, detective rookie.”

“Jeez, Dans, give it a rest, will ya?”

“Yeah, yeah, Aki, don’t get your panties in a twist.”

Surprised by their exchange, Dark felt his lips twitch at the amusement that
bubbled up inside. At his side, he heard Lan snort. “Yeah, they’re partners,” he affirmed
then sighed. “So, what now?”

The amusement he felt dissipated fast and Dark looked expectantly from one
detective to the other.

Detective Danvers took a sip of his coffee then moved his gaze from Lan to Dark.
“Unless my partner here tells me otherwise, I'm inclined to believe that someone has a
grudge against you two. The facts, as much as we know them, are this. Ronnie Little

Fawn was murdered in the parking lot of the casino by a person or persons unknown. It
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was meant to look as though done by some kind of animal but there are certain
circumstances that totally contradict that idea. The most telling of which is that her
finger was left at your home. I know cats sometimes leave a trophy from their kills for
their owners but I don’t believe an animal would randomly pick you out for the
pleasure of receiving such a gift. It's more than likely a large dog controlled by a human
killed Miss Little Fawn. At any rate, forensics will give us more on that.

“You, Mr. Jetfers, have an airtight alibi for the time of death. Not only are there
witnesses that place you in the casino but you're on the security cameras. Miss Little
Fawn’s death wasn’t a clean one. The killer would have been liberally spattered with
blood. There’s no way you could do the job and go back inside to clean up without
anyone spotting you. Nor were you away or unseen for any significant amount of time
that would have allowed you to clean up elsewhere.

“As for Mr...”

“Dark.”

Detective Danvers gave him a sharp-eyed look, his eyes narrowing slightly as
though he’d been struck by something. A hint of misgiving silently echoed inside him,
but Dark kept his eyes steadily locked with the detective’s. He could actually see the
man relax slightly before he continued. “As for Dark, he has no alibi so he could have
been in the parking lot waiting to kill Miss Little Fawn, but then what? He brings home
her finger and places it on the back porch to implicate himself? Even after so short an
acquaintance you don’t strike me as an idiot,” Danvers informed him.

“Thank you, I think,” Dark answered with a thin smile.

“Allowing my men to search the premises without a warrant is a mark in your
favor. You're obviously not trying to hide anything and they didn’t find anything the
least suspicious, including any homicidal pets. Then there’s the whole reason for the
killing. If Dark killed her in an effort to have a finger pointed at you, Mr. Jeffers...”

“Lan,” Landon interrupted.
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“Lan. Then I have to ask why. I don’t get the feeling there’s any discord hanging
between the two of you and such a thing would be totally incomprehensible unless
Dark here is some kind of a nut.”

“There isn’t and he isn’t,” Landon assured him.

“So we're left with several possibilities. A, someone has a thing for one or both of
you and is trying to impress you. Why he or she would choose this method is a mystery
for the time being. Unless you have any ideas?” Lan and Dark both shook their heads
and Detective Danvers continued. “Possibility B. Someone has a grudge against one or
both of you and is trying to embroil you in a situation that will bring you under
suspicion for having committed murder. Do one or the other of you have any enemies?
Someone who might be holding a grudge? A big loser at the casino or a parent not
happy with little Johnny’s grades?”

Dark frowned. “How did you know I'm a teacher?”

“Aki called and shared what info he got from you. By the way, my kid brother,
John, talks about Dark, his Native American Studies teacher. He’s a fan.”

“Hmm, I'm surprised. He’s not the type to be easily impressed. I like John too.
He’s a smart kid with a smart mouth but it's fun watching him keep the others
interested and lively.”

“Should I have a talk with him? I know he can be a pain.”

“No, not at all. He’s not cruel or mean about his teasing. He’s actually quite
clever in that way. I don’t want to suppress that natural leadership ability of his.”

“Huh, now I'm surprised. Anyway, back to the question. Have either of you had
a run-in with anyone who might be wanting to get some payback?”

Lan shook his head and Dark found himself echoing that movement. “I can’t
think of anyone. There are plenty of people who lose at the casino, but I've never faced
off with anyone vowing revenge,” Lan answered.

Detective Danvers swallowed more of his coffee, then nodded. “Well you know
we’ll be doing some checking on you guys. That’s part of the job. I guess I don’t have to

tell you that leaving town now would be a bad thing.”
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“I think we get that.” Dark heard the edge to Lan’s voice and reached out to
lightly touch his hand. “Sorry. I'm tired.”

“Understandable. We're done here for now. I suggest you two watch yourselves.
This doesn’t feel like a random act. There may be a method to this guy’s madness. I
wouldn’t want to see either of you end up like Miss Little Fawn.”

“We’ll be on our guard,” Lan assured him.

Taking a last swallow, Detective Danvers set his cup down and rose. “Thanks for
the coffee. Aki, let’s hit it.” He started to walk away then paused and reached into his
jacket pocket, producing a business card. He handed it to Landon. “Just in case you
think of anything else or need to contact me.”

Lan accepted the card and saw the two detectives to the door. Dark waited for
him at the foot of the stairs and when he returned, said one word. “Bed.”

Nodding, Lan agreed. “Is there anything I need to know right now?”

“Nothing that can’t wait, denzhone. We're both tired. We’ll compare notes when
we get up.”

The two of them wearily climbed the stairs and entered their bedroom. Lan
began to strip. “I'm gonna take a quick shower.”

Dark was peeling out of his own clothes. “I'll probably be asleep before you get
back.”

“Go for it, darlin’.”

With a tired smile, Dark crawled into bed.

* Ok X

Heat blanketed his body. The warmth encompassed him and lay along his back,
buttocks and thighs. His head was pillowed on a firm, muscular bicep and a hard cock
was pushing at him, seeking entrance. Barely rousing, Dark instinctively wiggled to
accommodate that prodding penis and bore down, opening himself for Lan’s
penetration. A rough humming groan slid from his throat, its length matching the

inward glide of hot, solid flesh that stretched his anus and filled him.
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Awareness sharpened, but remained drowsy and acquiescent. This wasn’t the
time for hard and fast. This was the time for a long awakening in which an ember was
fanned and slowly fed until it rose upward in a glorious, fiery blaze.

Landon moved like a languid tide, an unhurried advance followed by a leisurely
retreat. The dragging friction of his silky-skinned and lubed cock over the tender,
sensitized nerve endings of Dark’s passage ignited sparks of sensation between them.

Warm breath caressed his shoulder, leaving it moist for the lips that settled
against his skin. They kissed and teased then opened to let teeth lightly rake and nibble
while an agile tongue sensuously played over his flesh. First shoulder, then neck and
nape. Every move was easy and deliberate, meant to stimulate his desire but slowly,
ever so slowly. Dark let himself sink into the rhythm, relaxing, letting his lover do as he
would.

Lan’s arm rested over Dark’s waist, his hand lying flat, fingers splayed over his
firm belly while lightly rubbing. His fingertips strayed south, stirring the fine bush of
hair at his pubis. He traced the swollen base of Dark’s cock with a gentle circular
motion, then let his hand slide lower. His balls were cupped and massaged, the
pressure just enough to be felt, just enough to make him want more. Dark groaned.

“Open for me. Put your leg back over mine,” Lan whispered.

Dark readily complied by lifting his upper leg and sliding it back to hook over
Lan’s. Taking advantage of Dark’s increased exposure, Lan lightened his hold on Dark’s
testicles and let one finger play over the short, sleek path of his perineum. That intimate
touch caused Dark’s anus to tighten on Lan’s cock, drawing groans from both of them.

Lan’s mouth hovered at Dark’s ear. “Ease up, darlin’. I'm not ready to come yet,”
he said before tonguing the sensitive whorls.

Dark arched his neck and shivered then gasped when Lan’s finger began to
explore the point of their joining. The stretched and tender skin of his anus was
simultaneously caressed both inside and out, bringing the penetration into sharp,

delicious focus. Lan shifted position, changing the angle of penetration just enough to
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send his cock skating over Dark’s prostate. Dark’s entire body went rigid as he cried

out.

“Ahh, denzhone, fuck!”

“Mmm, right there,” Lan’s voice was a gravely purr. “You ready, darlin’? Wanna
come?”

“Yes,” Dark hissed.

Instead of immediately complying, Lan kept to his slow, torturous pace for a
while longer. Once more he cupped Dark’s balls and played with them, rolling them
with his long fingers.

Any remaining drowsiness was long gone. Fully awake and wanting, Dark was
at the point of demanding. He desperately wanted Lan’s hand on his cock and was
about to tell him so when Lan finally brought his hand out from between his thighs. He
reached for Dark’s hand and brought it to his cock urging him to wrap his own fingers
around the hard column. Together, Lan moved their hands in a strong, rhythmic
stroking movement.

“You keep doing this. It's time,” he declared.

His hand clamped down on Dark’s hip. Holding him firmly, Lan began thrusting
harder but it apparently wasn’t enough for him. Growling with frustration, he pushed,
forcing Dark to release his hold on his cock and roll to his stomach. Instinctively, Dark
pulled his knees up and raised his hips from the bed.