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Chapter 1

 

“Hey, Mel?”

I didn’t look up from doing sit-ups. Just a hundred more to go. “Yeah?”

“I sort of have a problem.”

Emily was almost sixteen. She seemed to always have some kind of crisis going on—and those were just the ones I found out about. “What’s the problem?”

“I, uh, seduced a werewolf and got him caught in a bear trap,” she rushed out.

Fifty sit-ups would have to do. I sat up and ran my gaze over her. She had scratches on her face and hands as if she’d been running through the woods. Her brown hair had snarls in it as well.

“Maybe you should repeat that.” I rubbed at my ears. “Because I could have sworn you said you seduced a werewolf.”

She shifted from foot to foot. “It was payback. Hunter broke into my locker at school and did something really embarrassing.”

“What did he do?” I hoped it wasn’t something where I’d have to kill him. He wasn’t eighteen yet. I really needed to wait until after he’d reached adulthood to do something that drastic.

“He rigged my locker so that when it opened a song played loud enough for everyone to hear.”

Well, it could have been worse. He could have filled it with snakes or spiders or something even more horrifying. With a werewolf, the possibilities were endless.

“Which song?” I asked.

Her lips thinned. “Cooler Than Me by Mike Posner.” 

I winced. He must have still been upset with her for breaking his nose and kneeing him in the balls on Valentine’s Day when he’d tried to crash her party. The song he’d chosen for his prank was romantic in a weird kind of way, though.

“How did he manage that?”

She shrugged. “Not sure. He had his iPod in there with some speakers and I think he had a remote in his hand. That must’ve been how he turned it on.”

“What did you do?”

“Everyone was looking at me and laughing.” Emily’s face turned red. “It was right after my last class so I shoved everything into my bag and took off. He’s been calling me ever since wanting his iPod back.”

I wanted to be angry with the guy, but nothing he’d done so far had really hurt her. Just minor pranks like this and sending her badly written poems. Oh, and the time he showed up outside our house on a full moon with a bloody rabbit between his teeth. He’d left that for her as a gift, though Emily hadn’t found it very amusing. 

“Is that why you’ve been turning your cell phone off every time it rings lately?” I lifted my brows.

Outwardly, Emily appeared as a cheerful and bright person, but if you tried to dig too deep she’d put up defensive walls. Life had damaged her pretty badly by the time I found her and it was taking a while for her to open up. I tried not to push too hard, hoping she’d learn to trust me and talk things out when she was ready.

“Yeah.” She glanced back at the front door. “No idea how he got my number.”

We’d have to worry about that later. From the sounds of it we had bigger concerns. I tightened my loose ponytail and stood up.

“Is Hunter okay?”

Emily looked down and stared at her boots. “That’s sort of the problem. He’s still caught in the trap and now he’s turned into a wolf so I can’t get him free.”

It was the night before a full moon. If he bit us, it could turn us into werewolves. Emily and I might be from a rare race of sensors, but we could be changed into something else. There weren’t enough of our kind left to risk that. Not to mention we enjoyed our immunity to magic and being able to sense any supernaturals near us. We’d lose those abilities if we were transformed into another race.

“Okay.” I stood up and walked over to my cell phone. “We need to call Derrick. He’s the Alpha and he can deal with it.”

Emily rushed over to my side. “Do we have to? I don’t want anyone knowing about this.”

“I think it’s a little too late for that.” I pressed the phone to my ear. 

It didn’t even ring before going straight to voicemail. I thumbed through my contact list looking for the next highest werewolf in the pack. How sad my life had become that most of the names I skimmed past were supernaturals of some variety, including vampires, nephilim, witches, and even a few fae. There was a time when I’d avoided sups at all costs. A little over a year ago that had all changed and now I was living openly in a town full of them. 

“Damn. None of the werewolves are answering.” I glared at the phone. I’d tried five members of the pack, including Hunter’s father, before giving up.

Emily’s face relaxed. “They’re probably out on a run. It’s been dark for a couple of hours.” 

This was Alaska in late December. It was dark most of the time, which made it ideal for werewolves who could only shift at night. Emily should have known better than to pull a prank so close to dark—and near a full moon.

I ran through my mental list of people who could help. “We can’t get Nik or Kariann either since they’re down in New Orleans until tomorrow night.” 

They had to be back by then since Nik, the master vampire for the area, was having a big New Year’s Eve party. I was invited, but I hadn’t promised I’d be there. Too many people asking questions. They all wanted to know about the nephilim who’d laid a claiming mark on me and then disappeared nearly ten months ago. I knew where he was—a place I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy—but I’d been ordered to keep it quiet.

“You’re not going to call Micah, are you?” Emily asked.

I grimaced. “Um, no. The longer Lucas is gone, the more Micah acts like an over-protective jerk.” 

Not to mention he was Lucas’ twin and it hurt to look at him and be reminded that I wouldn’t see his brother for a very long time. We’d barely started our relationship before being ripped apart.

“Well, um, Hunter is still stuck in that trap. Maybe if we work together and use fairy dust to freeze him, we can get him out,” Emily suggested.

It wasn’t a bad idea. We’d have to plan it carefully since fairy dust wouldn’t hold him for long, but with enough of it there was a chance we could get him loose without getting ourselves hurt—or worse. I’d have to see how and where he was caught before I could be sure.

“Do you have any fairy dust here?” I asked.

Emily nodded. “Yeah, up in my room.”

“Go get it, and put some thicker clothes on while you’re at it.” 

She’d definitely dressed to seduce in that low-cut shirt and tight jeans. When she’d gone out earlier she’d worn a heavy jacket, or else I would have noticed. The last I’d checked, the weather was negative twenty degrees and forecasted to get even colder. If we were going to be outside long rescuing a werewolf, we needed to be prepared for it. 


 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Emily guided me up to an old cabin where she’d met Hunter. It was just off the highway, but far enough from Fairbanks to make it ideal for local teenagers to hang out. An old beat-up car I assumed belonged to the werewolf was parked in front. 

“Did Candace bring you here?” That was the friend she’d left with earlier. Emily couldn’t drive by herself yet.

“Um, yeah. I told her I wouldn’t be gone long, so she waited down the road for me.”

I parked and we got out of the jeep. My senses told me the werewolf was about a hundred meters behind the cabin.

“How did he end up back there?”

Emily shifted on her feet. “Well, I kind of let him kiss me for a minute before rubbing wolfsbane in his face. When he lunged for me, I panicked and ran. The woods looked like a good place to get away from him.”

“You pissed off a werewolf and thought running into the woods would help? You’re lucky it wasn’t you who got caught in the trap.” I wanted to say more, but it wouldn’t do any good to go into a full-out lecture now. We had to rescue Hunter first.

I adjusted my backpack on my shoulder. It was full of supplies that might come in handy—including duct tape, extra flashlights, a first aid kit, and various tools.

“Sorry, Mel. I just wanted to pay him back for what he did.” 

My senses could pick up on the emotions of anyone close by and they told me she was remorseful, but I’d still have to punish her after this was over. I wondered if grounding her until she was eighteen would be too drastic.

“Let’s go. We’ll talk more about this later.”

Emily trudged behind me as we picked our way through the dense woods, using flashlights to help us see the path she and Hunter had made earlier. It was slow going. The trees were packed closely together and we had to wade through deep snow. My feet sank with every step. Growing up in California had not prepared me for this, and I didn’t think I’d ever fully get used to life this far north. At least I’d had the sense to put on some heavy boots and thick pants.

As we neared the werewolf, I could sense his rage and pain. His emotions were wild and chaotic like an animal’s. Once we got within view of him, I had to resist the urge to turn around and leave. Hunter might have chased after Emily as a human, but since changing into his wolf form he’d stayed that way. The moonlight filtering through the trees illuminated his gray fur—and the mangled leg in the trap. I didn’t want to get him more upset, so I kept my flashlight pointed at the ground.

I waved Emily back and stepped as close to him as I dared. About ten feet. There was only one approach to his position. Someone had built up the area around the trap with fallen tree limbs and other vegetation so that you couldn’t get to it from another direction. The spot where he had gotten stuck was rather tight. It was going to be a pain in the ass trying to get him free.

Hunter growled and I took a step back, subconsciously reaching for the gun holstered at my hip. I didn’t want to use it, but had to be prepared for anything. He wasn’t quite as big as a fully grown wolf, yet he still looked intimidating with those pointy white fangs. 

“How did he get caught in there?” I asked in a low tone, glancing back at Emily. 

She should have known better than to run into someplace like this. When fleeing from someone, most people stuck with open ground rather than heading into obstacles that would slow them down.

She shivered as her blue eyes met mine. “I don’t know. I went around it and he must have tried going over.”

Even in human form, werewolves could run faster and jump farther than normal people.

I sighed. “It’s not going to be easy getting him out. How much fairy dust do you have?”

Emily dug the plastic bag out of her pocket and held it up. At a glance you’d almost think it was drugs—if not for the way it sparkled.

“How did you get that much?” There was nearly a fistful of fairy dust in there. It could down a whole werewolf pack for a minute or so.

“Felisha has to release some every so often or she gets itchy. She’s been letting me collect it in case of an emergency.” Emily glanced over at Hunter, the guilt in her eyes plain to see. “I think this is an emergency.”

I didn’t know how fairies “released” their dust. I’d been working at Felisha’s herb shop for over a year, but she still hid a lot of things from me. If she’d revealed any of her secrets to Emily, the teenager wasn’t talking.

“Okay, well, I hope you’re prepared to keep sprinkling that stuff in his eyes every thirty seconds. I’m going to have to get really close to him to get that trap off and it’s going to take a while.”

She nodded. “I can handle it.”

I turned back to the werewolf. He’d given up snarling at us and started gnawing at his leg. Ugh, it’d take him at least a week to grow that back if he chewed it off and school would be starting again soon. He’d have to miss classes since there would be no explaining to humans how he could heal an injury like that. If we could get him free with only the damage he had now, he might be okay in time.

“Give me the dust.” I held my hand out. “I’m going to hit him with it first and then you can take over from there.”

Emily dropped it into my palm. I took a knee and dug through my backpack, using my teeth to hold my flashlight. Thankfully the duct tape was close to the top. Of the many purposes it could serve, using it as a make-shift muzzle was about to become another one. We had to minimize our own danger first before we could help the werewolf. Six years of being in the army had taught me to reduce risk as much as possible when danger was unavoidable.

I zipped the bag closed and handed it to Emily. “Hold onto this and stay here. I’ll tell you when you can come closer.”

As sensors, we couldn’t perform magic. Our blood, if used fresh, could even neutralize it, but fairy dust acted on its own and only needed us to toss it at our target. I crept up to the werewolf, avoiding his gaze—that would only get him more riled up. He’d stopped gnawing on his leg as soon as he’d heard my feet crunch in the snow. Now he was putting all of his dark-eyed concentration on me. I waited until I was about a few paces from him before flinging the dust.

My senses let me know the moment it activated and froze his body. Moving quickly, I knelt beside him and set the flashlight off to the side, positioning it where the light would help the most. Then I tossed a bit more dust in his eyes before working the tape free to start wrapping it around his muzzle. I made about ten loops around him in rapid succession. A final pinch of dust ensured I was ready for Emily.

“Bring over the backpack.” I motioned with my hand for her to move quickly.

She gave it to me in exchange for the fairy dust. Her teeth were chattering. I wasn’t sure if it was the cold or fear causing it, but I didn’t want to keep her out here any longer than necessary. Pushing the wolf onto his side, I got a good look at the trap. Some barbaric asshole had decided to use the heavy-duty kind with sharp teeth. It was digging deep into his left hind leg through the remnants of the pants he’d been wearing before changing shape. There were more humane—if you could call it that—traps, but this one was designed to really hurt its victim.

There was a time when I wouldn’t have known what to do, but since moving to Alaska I’d learned a lot of new things. Particularly because I had a shape-shifter cat at home who’d gotten caught in a snare trap a few months ago. Sable roamed a large area of territory whenever she went out and it had taken hours, even with my sensing abilities, to find her when she didn’t come home at her usual time. 

Derrick—the local Alpha werewolf—had made a point after that of teaching me all the different kinds of traps out there so I wouldn’t have to rely on him if it happened again. Sable had to suffer for a while when I found her because I hadn’t had a clue how to get her free. If she could have turned into a smaller breed of feline, she might have gotten out of it, but her injuries made it impossible for her to change. It was too bad she couldn’t have come with us tonight, but she’d been out and hadn’t returned home yet. 

One good thing came out of the incident; I now knew how to open traps. This one was going to take special tools, but I’d packed every kind I thought I might need in my bag. After checking to make sure Emily was keeping the werewolf frozen, I moved over his body and cleared some snow away so I could reach the springs on either side of the trap. They’d take C-clamps to press them back down. 

I dug one clamp out of my bag and positioned it over the spring. Then I tightened it down as fast as I could until it couldn’t go any further. After that I took out another C-clamp and did the same on the other side of the trap. All that was left was to use a crowbar to pry it open.

Emily was still tossing fairy dust in the wolf’s eyes and had begun murmuring to it in a soothing voice. I could sense her fear, but she was doing a good job of setting it aside in favor of keeping the werewolf calm. Sometimes it was easy to forget there was a real person in the animal’s body. 

Taking a mini-crowbar out of my bag, I wedged it into the trap’s narrow opening. It had crushed Hunter’s ankle and didn’t leave much room. There was barely enough for what I needed to do. Using strength a mortal woman such as myself shouldn’t have had, I pried the trap open and pulled it away from the wolf’s back leg. Then I set it well out of the way.

The wound was now bleeding freely. I grabbed some gauze from my pack and rolled it around his leg. Hunter might be able to heal faster than a human, but he was still young and his body couldn’t recover as quickly as an older, more powerful werewolf. It could take an hour or two for the punctures to close up and even longer for the bones to mend.

Now we just had to figure out what to do with him. I grabbed all my tools and shoved them back into the bag first before shuffling closer to Emily.

“The second he comes out of this, he’s going to attack,” I told her. He might not be able to move, but he was still fully aware of his surroundings. I sensed the animal side of him and his emotions were ripping claws into my psyche. Emily had to be feeling the same thing.

“What’re we going to do? There isn’t much of this left.” She dangled the almost empty bag. She hadn’t been stingy with the dust.

I glanced at my backpack. There were many useful things in it, but the one thing I didn’t have was rope. Next time—though I hoped there wasn’t one—I’d have to make sure I brought some. For now, I’d have to pray the duct tape would buy us time if we hobbled his front legs with it.

“Keep sprinkling the dust. As soon as I tell you, run like hell to the jeep.”

She petted his head. “We’re going to leave him like this?”

“Yes,” I said firmly. “He’s a werewolf. It’s too dangerous to try taking him out of here. I’m sure he can get around on three legs just fine and he’ll start healing soon anyway. His instincts should guide him to his home once his attention isn’t on us anymore.”

I hoped.

She let out a huff of breath that fogged the cold air. “Okay.”

I peeled off some more tape and wrapped his legs with it, going around them at least a dozen times. To say it didn’t bother me to leave him would have been a lie, but we didn’t have much choice. Werewolves were strong. He’d most likely get out of the tape within minutes. I had to hope he was smart enough to head back to the cabin. His car was still parked there and if he was anything like the others of his kind, he’d have a change of clothes inside it for emergencies.

Hunter’s eyes shifted back and forth between Emily and me—a sure sign he was developing a resistance to the fairy dust. If he recognized us at all, he didn’t show it. He was angry and in pain and wanted to lash out. We were running out of time.

“Alright, Em.” I zipped my bag and stood up. “Give me the fairy dust.”

She handed it over. There were only a few pinches left inside.

I gave her my keys and backpack. “Run back to the jeep as fast as you can and get it started. I’m gonna hold him until you get there and then I’ll follow right behind.”

“But Mel…”

“Don’t argue.” I shook my head. “We both know I’m faster and have a better chance of out-running him. Now go!”

She knew I was right. I might still be a sensor and mortal, but I’d had two doses of nephilim blood this past year. It made me stronger and more resilient. My odds of surviving a werewolf attack were much higher than hers.

Emily reluctantly climbed to her feet, giving me one last worried glance before taking off through the woods. I frowned. It was dark and I couldn’t see the cabin from my vantage point. I had to hope there were no animals around that my senses couldn’t pick up. The last thing we needed was more trouble coming from the natural wildlife.

I flung another pinch of dust in the werewolf’s eyes and waited for my senses to tell me she’d reached the Jeep. We weren’t that far from it. Only the heavy snow and thick vegetation would have slowed her down.

The magic holding Hunter weakened with every second that passed. Already one of his front paws twitched. Damn. I had one good pinch of fairy dust left and I had to make it count. As soon as my senses—much like radar—told me Emily had made it to the Jeep, I tossed the last of the dust in his eyes and ran.

Well, running might have been a stretch, considering the amount of snow slowing me down. I stumbled and had to catch hold of a tree for balance. Moving forward again, a loud growl came from behind me. The werewolf had already broken the tape and was heading in my direction. I could just barely see the edge of the woods, but it wasn’t close enough.

Dammit. I trudged along even faster. How was it that animals could move abnormally quick even when injured? I would have brought some wolfsbane, but Emily had used the last of our supply with her prank.

My senses tracked Hunter closing the distance and the alarm bells grew louder in my head. There was no escaping him. Time had run out. I turned to face the gray wolf as he limped closer—only fifteen feet away.

He might be down to three good legs, but he didn’t appear to be letting the bad one slow him down. He loped over the snow with surprising agility. The werewolf side of him and the near full moon was giving him strength. His eyes were trained on me with a singular focus that put chills down my back. There was no sign of the teenage boy inside.

I couldn’t let fear control me.

When he jumped the last few feet, going straight for my throat, I put my left arm up to block him. His mouth sank into my forearm, biting down through the layers of my leather jacket and sweater. Fangs pierced my skin and pain shot through me. With strength I didn’t know I had, I swung my arm as hard as I could and flung him off. He went flying into the nearest tree with a loud thud and his body fell to the ground.

I looked down at my arm. Pain radiated where his teeth had ripped into it. The sleeve was torn and blood glistened on the leather. He’d bitten me hard enough there was a good chance it could turn me. With any other sensor it would have been certain, but I wasn’t exactly normal anymore. I was the first mortal to be allowed to consume nephilim blood and not be immediately executed. Part of the deal was I had to keep it a secret.

A low rumble came from where the wolf had fallen. I lifted my gaze to find him getting to his feet. He shook his head and took a step. Then another. He bared his teeth and his muscles bunched as he prepared to make a leap that would close the short distance between us.

There was no choice. Teenage boy inside there or not, I had to stop him.

My right hand reached under my jacket and grasped my gun. I’d really hoped I wouldn’t have to use it. He growled and I drew the weapon, aiming it at his hip. It was the best I could do. He leaped and my aim followed. I pulled the trigger just as he reached mid-air.

The shot rang out into the night and he let out a loud yelp, falling to the snow.

He lay there for a moment, but then he lifted his head and sought out his wound, giving it a few licks. His gaze turned back to me. I almost could have sworn I saw Hunter in there with pain reflecting in his eyes. It was gone in a flash to be replaced with rage. He tried to get up only to fall back down. When the next two attempts failed I lowered my gun. I’d still been aiming it at him.

It was time to go.

I had enough deaths on my conscience that I didn’t need to add a seventeen-year-old werewolf to the list. He was only acting on instinct, but my own survival instincts were just as strong and the next time I defended myself I might kill him. 

Keeping a tight grip on the gun just in case, I turned and walked away. The wolf’s gaze heated my back. Though it couldn’t have been more than thirty feet it seemed to take forever to reach the edge of the woods. My conscience stung because there was an injured boy back there who would be left to take care of himself, but the horrible throb in my arm reminded me of why I couldn’t stay. His newest injury wouldn’t make him any less vicious.

I reached the already-running Jeep and put my gun away before climbing inside. Emily sucked in a breath when she saw the damage to my arm. Driving back was going to be painful. It was throbbing and I needed it to steer so that my right arm could shift gears. I flexed my fingers and found they worked well enough that I could probably manage without too much trouble. The nephilim blood running through my veins was keeping me stronger than I might have otherwise been.

“What happened?” she asked. “I heard a gunshot.”

I curled my good hand around the shifter and set it to reverse. “In a match between a werewolf and duct tape, always bet on the werewolf.”

“He bit you!”

“And I shot him. We’re almost even.” I tended to get a little cranky when I was injured. Emily knew that, though.

“Is he going to be okay?”

I pulled the Jeep out onto the highway. “He’ll survive. Don’t worry.”

He’d been lucid enough that I figured he’d overcome the worst of the damage in an hour or two and limp his way home to recover. By the following night he’d be almost good as new. I’d seen werewolves survive much worse.

She was silent for a moment. “Mel, is the bite going to turn you?”

Emily was one of the few who knew about the nephilim blood in me. That there was a chance it could protect me from changing into a werewolf. Though it wasn’t like we had any precedents to go by in this case.

“I don’t know.” I glanced at the clock on the dashboard and saw it was already midnight. “We’ll have less than a day to find out.”

If it was going to happen it would be during the full moon.

“That’s New Year’s Eve. Nik will have the werewolves and everybody else at his house for the party. You know they’ll try to drag you over there and they’re going to know if that bite doesn’t heal.”

Nik was our closest neighbor and landlord. If I went by how his party went last year, the werewolf pack would wait until after midnight to go on their run. Their instincts to turn would be stronger with a full moon, but they could resist for a little while. The only reason Hunter hadn’t been able to tonight was because of his injury. The nights before and after a full moon could have nearly as strong a pull for them.

“Well, if I do change, at least the werewolves will be close by.”

Emily looked out the window. “I hope Lucas’ blood keeps that from happening.”

“Me, too.”


 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

I was burning pancakes the next morning when my cell phone rang. Emily grumbled something under her breath and took over so I could answer. She’d do a better job of cooking them anyway. I ruined about seventy-five percent of the meals I made, but that didn’t stop me from trying to improve my skills.

“Hey, Derrick,” I answered the phone. “What’s going on?”

I glanced at my arm and was glad he couldn’t see it. The skin around the wound was swollen and red. It also ached like hell. I could heal from injuries faster than I used to, but apparently not this time. The only thing making it bearable was ibuprofen.

“Melena, you haven’t seen Rob Maccormac’s son, Hunter, have you?” Derrick asked. “He went missin’ last night and no one’s seen him since.”

I wanted to tell him the truth, but if I did he’d rush over and insist on looking at my arm. Then he’d think I’d turn into a wolf later tonight. But what if I didn’t and he wanted an explanation?

The repercussions of him finding out I’d become something more than just a sensor would have major consequences. Such as ruining angelic protections that kept my enemies away. I’d end up dead without the archangels’ help and who knew what might happen to Emily. It was part of my bargain with them that I keep certain things a secret.

Luckily, I wasn’t a stranger to lying.

“He hasn’t been around here.” Which was true. “I’ll take a drive around in a bit and see if I can sense him. There’s no telling what he might have been up to last night.” 

At least, not since I’d left him. The fact that he hadn’t come home by now worried me. He couldn’t stay in wolf form during the day and what if he hadn’t made it back to his car for a change of clothes? It was too cold outside to be naked—even for a werewolf.

“I’d appreciate it,” Derrick said. “His father’s about ready to organize a search party if the kid doesn’t show up soon. Hunter’s been known to stay out late, but not like this.”

“I’ll give you a call if I find him.” We’d find him one way or another, but I couldn’t tell Derrick that.

I hung up and looked at Sable, who was sleeping in a ball in the middle of the floor. She was currently in the shape of a Canadian lynx with a mixture of brown and black fur—her usual form. Why did she always have to take a nap right where everyone walked? I’d never understand cats. At least she’d be good for sniffing things out if Hunter wasn’t at the cabin or close to it.

 

***

 

Emily’s shoulders slumped. “He’s not here.”

I let my gaze sweep around the inside of the cabin one last time—as if my senses hadn’t already told me enough. The only things inside were a mattress on the floor, a wood-burning stove, and a couple of metal chairs. No injured werewolf, but his car was still outside.

“We’ll take Sable over to where I saw him last. She can get his scent from there and follow his trail.”

Luckily for us, our shape-shifter cat had been bred and trained by the fae. She might act a lot like a cat, but unlike her cousins she could take orders. Most of the time.

Emily nodded, looking forlorn. “Maybe I should have gotten him back the same way he got me. It would have been safer.”

I opened the door and let her go out first. “How would you have done that?”

“I’d have put his iPod back in his locker and played…” she tapped her chin, “No Scrubs by TLC. You used to listen to that one a lot.”

“Uh, right.” I might have gone through a man-hating phase when she first came to stay with me, but that was in the past. I nudged her in the shoulder. “It would have saved you from having to kiss him.” 

She bowed her head and didn’t say anything. Her cheeks might have reddened a little, though.

We reached the spot where I thought I saw him last, but new snow had fallen during the night and covered it up. I guided Sable over to the area where the trap had been—keeping her away from it—and let her sniff out the remnants of Hunter’s clothes. They were ripped to shreds and stained a dark crimson. I hadn’t been able to see them well in the dark, but in the cold light of day it was clear he’d lost a lot of blood. Who knew how much more after I’d shot him? We shouldn’t have left, but I didn’t know what else we could have done differently. 

As soon as Sable lifted her head and met my eyes, I knew she was ready.

“If you want to change forms, do it now,” I told her.

Her ears perked up. With a tinge of wild magic pushing at my senses, I watched her turn into a snow leopard. It only took Sable a few seconds, unlike weres who needed more time. The change made her about four times larger than she’d been as a lynx and much more intimidating. 

I didn’t let her take different shapes that often because most weren’t native to Alaska and could cause major problems if any humans spotted her. They might report seeing her and I’d have to tell Nik—the supernatural leader of the area—so he could do damage control. It was a real pain covering up something like that, even with vampire compulsion at your disposal.

Still, she could get around better in this form so I let her use it now. Plus it kept the other wildlife away. She was really beautiful if you ignored the huge fangs in her mouth—even a wolf’s didn’t compare.

Sable stretched her newly changed body and let out a big yawn before heading in a northerly direction. We were going even farther from civilization, which wasn’t a good sign. Emily and I followed in her footsteps so we could cover them up in case any hunters came along and wondered how in the hell such a large cat got in the area. She sniffed at the snow occasionally and adjusted her direction as we went. Almost an hour passed before her tail perked up—a silent signal telling me she’d found something.

A moment later a moose came into sight. It turned its head and glanced at us before going back to chewing on a bush. Sable growled low in her throat and positioned herself to attack.

“No, Sable. As long as the moose is minding its own business, you have to leave it alone. Derrick will have my head if you kill another one.” She’d killed two of them since I’d gotten her back in March.

She gave me an annoyed look only cats could give and moved on. We trudged another thirty minutes through snow before her tail went up again. I knew she’d found Hunter this time, but something was very off because I should have sensed him sooner. He’d only popped up on my radar in the last few minutes which was not my usual half-mile radius.

Sable led us to the edge of a small cliff. Below was a small, frozen river with rocky banks on either side. I peered down and saw a naked male body lying at the bottom. He wasn’t moving. Werewolves didn’t get hypothermia easily, but their human forms were much more vulnerable. Hunter would have been forced to shift back at dawn and he’d have been exposed ever since.

“Oh, my God,” Emily gasped. “He’s barely alive!”

She turned her rounded eyes on me.

“It’s going to be okay.” I squeezed her arm and hoped I was speaking the truth. “Go with Sable and find a safer way down. I’m going to jump from here.”

Emily’s brows furrowed. “Are you sure you can do that?”

“Yeah, it’s only a fifteen-foot drop. I can handle it.” My newly enhanced body could, anyway, and it wasn’t my legs that had been injured the night before.

“Okay, but be careful,” she said, giving me one last worried glance. Then she followed Sable as the cat led her away. Emily would be fine as long as she stuck with the shape-shifter.

I positioned myself in the best spot I could find and leaped down. My knees bent a little when I landed, but they held. The nephilim blood had definitely made me a lot sturdier. I turned toward Hunter’s body and rushed over to him. He was lying twisted among the rocks.

A quick examination told me he had several major injuries. The puncture wounds from the bear trap still looked nasty and swollen, his hip was misshapen despite the bullet hole being partially closed—which made me think he’d damaged it further in the fall—and he’d cut his head open on a rock. His skin was turning blue, too, especially around his lips. I needed to get him warm. It’d dropped to negative thirty during the night and hadn’t warmed up much since.

I set my backpack down and pulled out a small fleece blanket. It wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing. I’d packed it in there before leaving this morning, thinking it might come in handy. Too bad my instincts proved right. I tucked it around his body as best I could and pulled off my jacket next. He needed it far more than I did. 

It took some careful maneuvering since I didn’t know if he had a neck injury, but I got it underneath his back and pulled the front over his chest. He had a bigger build than me, but at least it would help.

Emily and Sable were working their way up the river when I pulled out my satellite phone. There was only one person I knew of who could save Hunter now.

“Micah, I need your help,” I rushed out as soon as he answered.

“What did you get yourself into this time, Melena?” he asked.

“It’s a long story and I could do without the sarcasm. I’ve got an injured teenage werewolf here and he’s dying. Can you please come save him?”

He let out a martyred sigh. “Where are you?”

“In the middle of nowhere, Alaska. Hold on just a sec.”

I pulled the GPS out of my bag and checked the coordinates. 

“Write this down,” I told him, giving him a moment before reading off the numbers.

“Is this supposed to mean something to me?” he asked when I was done.

I rubbed my face. Damn. When a man was twenty-five-hundred years old but looked closer to thirty, it was easy to forget he didn’t know everything. He’d gone into The Sleep for five decades and had only come out of it a little over a year ago. Grid coordinates probably weren’t on his priority list of modern things to catch up on.

“Ask one of Lucas’ vamps to help you. I’m pretty sure they’ll know what to do. Just get here fast because this kid is hypothermic and he’s got injuries all over.”

“I’ll be there as soon as I can.” Micah hung up.

Emily and Sable ran the last fifty feet toward me. I ordered Sable to lie down next to Hunter as carefully as she could. If anything could help get warmth back into his body, it would be her fur coat.

“Is he going to be okay?” Emily asked, kneeling down beside me.

I put an arm around her shoulder. “Micah’s coming soon. If there’s a chance Hunter can be saved, he can do it.” 

Emily had never seen the man in action, but the one thing Micah did stay current on was medical treatments. He could use his well-developed powers to heal most things, but some ailments required the help of modern science. Without knowing how a disease worked, he couldn’t know how to treat it—even with magic. 

Emily and I did our best to protect Hunter’s body from the biting wind while we waited. I wished there was something more I could do, but moving him wasn’t an option. At least Sable’s warm breath helped bring a little color back into his face. It was a good thing he wouldn’t be waking up soon, though, because a snow leopard staring at you from only a few inches away would terrify most people.

About twenty minutes passed before a flash of light appeared in the woods across the riverbank. Micah had made it. The coordinates would only get him within ten meters of us and there was an even greater margin for error since he’d never been in the area before. 

Micah eventually turned and saw us. I waved at him and watched him disappear. I tried not to jump when he popped up again next to me. He immediately crouched down and started examining Hunter. His hands moved over the boy’s body and I could sense him using power to probe for injuries.

“He is in poor shape,” Micah stated after a moment, still gazing down at Hunter. “He has a severe head injury, a broken hip with what appears to be a partially-closed bullet hole, and extensive damage to his ankle. He’s too weak to heal on his own, especially with the hypothermia. This will take time and a considerable amount of power to repair.”

His golden eyes focused on me. It was hard not to look away. He had the face of the man I loved and hadn’t seen for many months. The only physical difference between him and his brother was Micah wore his blond hair down to his shoulders and Lucas usually wore his short. Otherwise, they had the same muscular build with golden-toned skin and both stood at six and a half feet tall. 

Lucas had almost sixty years left on his sentence and I didn’t know how I was going to survive that long without him. People thought I was being anti-social lately, but they had no idea what was really causing my behavior—except Emily and Micah, who knew the full story.

“Just do whatever it takes.” 

The nephilim stared down at the kid, working his jaw. He might be a healer, but he didn’t use his powers for just anybody. It took a lot out of him.

“Please, Micah,” Emily pleaded. Her blue eyes were misty with tears. “It’ll be my fault if he dies.”

And mine.

His features softened when his gaze slid over to her. “Very well. For you, I’ll do it.”

I was pretty sure he blamed me for his brother being in Purgatory. There’d always been tension between us since we first met, but it got worse after Lucas was taken away. Now we rarely had a civil conversation with each other.

Micah’s fingertips started to glow with power as they moved over Hunter’s body. He began with the head injury and spent long minutes repairing it. My senses could always identify what kind of magic was being used as long as I was close to the source. I watched in awe as he worked meticulously. After a while, he moved on to Hunter’s hip. He manually set the broken bone before using his powers to heal the remaining damage.

Emily and I barely breathed during the process. Sable watched the nephilim from Hunter’s side, never taking her eyes off of him. It seemed like hours passed before Micah sat back on his heels and announced he was done. More than half of his powers had been drained. When he’d said it would take a lot, he’d meant it.

“Why didn’t you wake him up?” Emily asked.

Micah rubbed his drawn face and looked at her. “The healing sleep is better for him. It won’t last long, but it will speed up his recovery process.”

Hunter’s injuries might have been gone and his color returned, but I suspected healing magic was a lot like vampire blood in that it took a lot out of a person’s body to recover so fast. The only difference being vampire blood just boosted the body’s immune system to an accelerated rate rather than targeting a specific area.

“Can you take him back to my house?” I asked. No need to disturb Hunter by carrying him for miles back to my jeep.

“I will,” he nodded, “but when you arrive you’re going to explain to me exactly how you got into this mess.”

“Fine,” I said, standing up. “We’ll see you there.”

Micah scooped Hunter into his arms, including my blanket and jacket, and flashed away. Emily and I gave each other weary looks before setting off on the long trek back. No magic could transport us anywhere.


 

 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

As soon as we arrived at our house, we found Hunter on the couch bundled up in blankets. His eyes were wide open and he was drinking some hot tea Micah had given him. He smiled feebly at Emily as soon as he saw her. Well, at least he wasn’t mad.

She hurried over to him. “Oh, wow, you’re up! How do you feel?”

I’d only seen him once before this incident and it wasn’t in the best of light, but I had to admit he was a good-looking boy. He had short, black hair and dark eyes most girls would fall for. It didn’t hurt that he had a toned body that showed promise of bulking up with age. His skin was a bit pale, but that was common in Alaska. I had no doubt he could get a girl easily. It must have driven him crazy that Emily wanted nothing to do with him.

“I’m okay. Not sure what happened, though,” he said, shaking his head.

Emily chewed her lip. “What do you remember?”

“I remember meeting you at the cabin, and then uh…” he shot a nervous glance at me and Micah, “then you rubbed wolfsbane in my face.”

“Yeah.” Emily stared down at her hands. “Sorry about that. I didn’t mean for you to actually get hurt.”

Micah crossed his arms and glanced over at me. “It seems you’ve taught her to greet men in much the same manner you do. With violence.”

The pessimist.

“Hey, there were extenuating circumstances when I met you.” He was never going to get over me slamming his head with an iron poker. No one had told me Lucas had a twin before that. It had been meant for his brother.

Micah gave me a withering glare before turning his attention back to Hunter. 

“What do you remember after that?” he asked.

The werewolf pulled his gaze away from Emily, his expression unreadable. “She ran and I chased after her until I got caught in a bear trap. Everything else is hazy until I woke up here.”

That was a relief. At least he didn’t remember biting me. During our trip back to the house Emily and I had discussed avoiding that topic if at all possible. Hunter had only been turned into a werewolf less than two years ago—a traditional age among pack families. I’d known the odds of him remembering much while in his animal form would have been hazy. 

“Emily, why don’t you make something for Hunter to eat?” I suggested. “I’m going to talk to Micah for a minute.”

Giving the blanket-wrapped boy a tiny smile, Emily got up and headed for the kitchen. I nodded at Micah and he followed me outside. When you’re around supernaturals, you always have to be aware of their enhanced abilities—such as werewolves having excellent hearing. We were completely surrounded by woods, and a good fifty meters from the house, before I started talking.

“He doesn’t remember it, but we got him out of the trap last night.”

Micah put his hands in his jeans pockets and gave me a stern look. “I’m assuming something went wrong from there, or else you wouldn’t have been calling me today to save him.”

I ran a hand through my long hair. It was a mess after all the hiking in the woods and I hadn’t had time to fix it. The ache in my arm spiked when my fingers caught in a tangle. Micah didn’t miss my wince of pain.

His eyes narrowed on me. “You’re injured.” 

“You might say that.” I pulled up my sleeve and showed him the bite wound. It hadn’t healed much since the last time I checked. The bleeding had stopped fairly fast, but it was still red and swollen.

Micah peered closely at the injury, twisting my arm one way and then the other. His jaw hardened when he let go. “He bit you when you freed him?”

“We were stunning him with fairy dust, but he started building a tolerance to it while we were getting him out of the trap. He was hurt badly. I’m sure he didn’t know what he was doing.”

“I didn’t say it was his fault.” Micah glowered at me. It looked a little too much like the way his brother looked at me whenever I made him mad. “What concerns me is that, knowing the risks, you took it upon yourself to rescue a werewolf.”

I put my hands on my hips. “Derrick and his pack were out on a run last night when I tried calling them. Nik and Kariann have been out of town. There was no one left I trusted to call.”

He lifted his brows. “You were willing to call me today but not then. Why?”

“You know why.” I looked away. It hurt to even be near him and hear his voice—one more thing just like his brother.

Micah muttered under his breath in a language I couldn’t understand. “I promised Lucas I would protect you. You’re not making that easy.”

“Has it ever occurred to you that I don’t want your protection?” I asked.

His golden eyes lit up. “But you’ll ask me to help save Emily’s boyfriend?” 

“He’s not her boyfriend,” I grumbled. “I think he just wants to be and isn’t going about it the right way.”

“Nevertheless, you know you should have called me last night. I have no way to heal that bite wound, which is why you shouldn’t have risked yourself in the first place.”

“Well, our real problem is whether or not it will turn me,” I said, barely managing to keep my voice down. “That’s one of the reasons I did call you today instead of someone else.”

He looked up at the sky. “Well, at least you were wise enough for that.”

“Go to Hell.” He could make me almost as angry as Lucas, except I wasn’t attracted to him.

“I’ve already been to the next closest thing,” he said, glaring at me.

I winced. Like his brother, he’d had to spend some time in Purgatory before.

“Look,” I put up a conciliatory hand, “I’m sorry. It’s just been a rough day and I’m in a bad mood.”

“Fair enough. I suggest you go to the party at Nikolas’ home tonight. If you’re going to change, you’ll know it by midnight. It’s best that you be near the pack in case that happens.”

I was starting to feel the cold seep into my skin. “Will you be there?”

He cocked his head. “Do you wish me to be?”

“Yeah, I do.” I took a deep breath before speaking further. “No matter what happens, Micah…I appreciate your help.” It was hard to admit, but he deserved that much.

He squeezed my good arm. “You will get through this.”

I wished I could believe him.


 

 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

I didn’t leave for Nik’s place until after nine o’clock. It was a short drive on the snow machine, and I was in no rush. The ache in my arm hadn’t let up, and my body had started to turn feverish in the last few hours. I’d called Micah and told him. He didn’t know if that was a good or bad thing.

Emily said her senses weren’t picking up anything different about me—I couldn’t sense myself—but that might not mean anything. At least we’d managed to concoct a story for Hunter to tell his father when he arrived. It was something along the lines of going on a run by himself, which wasn’t too far from the truth, and that he passed out at a cabin he found along the way. It also explained why we’d told his dad to bring clothes since he’d never made it back to his car.

Not exactly creative, but it worked well enough. We’d told Hunter most of the truth about what really happened, except him biting me. He willingly covered up Emily’s part in everything. It was probably another mark against my parenting skills that I encouraged teenagers to lie for each other. 

Nik’s large blue house loomed ahead as I slowed the snow machine down. It might have been dark outside, but the place was lit up for the party. I parked off to the side near a group of cars and made my way around to the front. 

Every step through the snow seemed like a struggle. In the short time it’d taken me to get to his place, my body had weakened considerably. I didn’t like being this vulnerable in a houseful of sups—many of whom hated sensors because of our abilities—but Micah was right that if I did turn I’d need help from the werewolves to deal with it.

Kariann, a six-hundred-year old vampire with long blond hair and a stocky frame, greeted me at the door. I managed a thin smile and pushed past her without a word. She was one of the few who did like me, but she was far too observant. At least with my recent behavior, she’d blame my lack of enthusiasm on not wanting to be here.

I forced myself to straighten my back as I walked toward the kitchen. If I could get a drink or two down me then I could blame my staggering on alcohol. There was a young vampire in there mixing them up. I had him make me one, downed it, and then asked for another before heading off to the main living room.

Before I even got there I could feel my knees weakening. I set my drink on a nearby table and leaned against the wall, bowing my head to take in some deep breaths. It felt like fire raged inside my body. The searing pain intensified and by the time it passed I could hardly stand. A few people walked by, but they didn’t pay any attention to me. As far as most sups were concerned, I was a non-entity.

I didn’t know how long I stayed there. When my senses picked up Micah’s arrival at the entrance, I worked my way toward him, gritting my teeth through every painful step. The wall helped support my weight or I might have fallen. My vision was blurring. Everyone started looking like shapeless blobs to my feverish eyes. At least my ability to sense their location still worked.

Somehow, I made it to him and grabbed his arm. “Micah, I don’t feel so good.”

When my legs started to collapse, he grabbed me.

“What’s wrong with her?” Nik asked. 

He’d been a good twenty feet away a moment ago, but the master vampire must have moved when he saw me going down. I wanted to look at him, but my vision had turned to a complete haze.

“It’s so hot,” I mumbled.

“Her body is burning up. I need a quiet place to examine her,” Micah said. I assumed he was talking to Nik.

“Follow me.”

Moments later I was lowered into a soft bed. Two pairs of hands removed my jacket and shoes. I didn’t protest. It was too damn hot in here to complain.

“You can go now,” Micah said from above me.

“She’s sick. I can help her,” Nik argued.

“If I need your help, I’ll let you know, but right now there is nothing you can do. Vampire blood can’t fix everything.”

“It can fix almost anything with a fever,” Nik retorted.

“There are things you don’t know. I need you to trust me that you can’t do anything about this.” Micah’s impatience was pushing at my senses.

There was a long silence. A shot of pain went through my body and I cried out. It was getting worse.

Nik pressed closer. “What are you hiding that is justification for letting her suffer needlessly like this?”

“It is not needless,” Micah gritted out. “Now leave before I force you out.”

He wasn’t kidding. Micah could toss the master vampire out on his head with little effort.

“Very well. If that’s the way you want it, but I’ll be waiting outside. You’d better call me if there’s something I can do.” Nik backed away, slamming the door behind him. 

Unfortunately, my hearing worked just fine and the loud bang sent pain shooting through my head. Micah heard my moan and turned his attention back to me. The first thing he did was work to get my sweater and jeans off, but he left the t-shirt and underwear I still wore alone. At least he was allowing me some modesty.

“Tell me how you’re feeling,” he said after settling my head on a pillow.

“Hot and achy,” I breathed out. “I can’t see a damn thing.”

“My guess is your body is fighting the lycan virus. If you can beat it, you’ll become immune, but if not…you’ll be a sensor no more.” He squeezed my hand.

I tried to squeeze his back. “There was a time when I would have wanted that.”

“But not now?” There was amusement in his tone.

I had to wait for another tremor of pain to pass. It was getting harder to breathe, but I managed to draw in a gulp of air. “It’ll take a sensor to hunt down my father and the others like him. I need my abilities.”

“Nothing keeps a person going like revenge,” Micah said dryly.

“I learned from the best,” I choked out.

“Lucas.” It wasn’t a question.

“Hmm, he’s so good at it.”

We didn’t talk after that. I shuddered through every wave of pain as it hit and sweated enough to soak the bed. Micah held my hand through it all—even when I squeezed his fingers too hard.

When the pain intensified, I couldn’t help screaming. He took me in his arms and held me close. I clutched at him and tried to be as quiet as I could, but it hurt. God, it really hurt. Every muscle, every tendon. My organs even felt as if they were melting. 

My chest began to squeeze so tightly I couldn’t even draw a breath. My lungs had surely turned to stone.

“Fight it, Melena. Visualize yourself breathing and make it happen,” Micah demanded.

My throat closed off. I tried to do what he said, but not even my fingers wanted to move anymore. Blackness crowded in as the lack of oxygen took its toll. There was no fighting it—I’d used up all my strength. I slumped in his arms and gave in to the dark void.


 

 

 

 

Chapter 6

 

Wakefulness came to me slowly, but I noticed the lack of pain right away. Cool air caressed my skin and light filtered through my eyelids. I opened them at the same time as I took my first full breath. Micah lifted his bowed head from where he sat next to me. I didn’t think I’d ever sensed so much concern in him before.

“How long was I out?” I asked in a raspy voice once I’d gotten a few more breaths in me.

“About an hour.” His face looked worn and tired. “You didn’t move—or breathe—the entire time. If your heart hadn’t been beating, I might have thought you dead.” 

“Have to keep you on your toes.” I could barely speak with my mouth so dry. “I need water.”

Micah stood up and moved toward the door. I took a good look around and realized they’d put me in Nik’s room. The four-poster bed, cozy sitting area near the far wall, and low lighting gave it away. The furniture was dark and masculine, and perfect for a bachelor bent on seducing half the female population. I had to hope he’d washed his linens recently.

The room was also soundproofed so that no species of sups could hear what happened inside. Which was a good thing since it would have covered up the sounds I made while fighting off the werewolf virus. I looked down and found my arm had healed. There was no sign of the bite marks anywhere.

Nik was waiting right outside when the door opened. As soon as Micah asked for water the master vampire rushed off and returned with it a minute later.

“How is she?” he asked, handing the glass over.

“Recovering,” Micah answered.

They both moved toward me. 

Nik’s brows were creased. “I don’t suppose you’re going to tell me what was wrong with her?”

“No, I’m not,” Micah said, giving me the glass.

I gratefully took it and gulped the water down. The nephilim went into the bathroom to refill it. While he was gone, Nik settled next to me on the edge of the bed. He had that dark sexy look most people expected of vampires, but he’d never interested me beyond friendship.

“You look like hell,” he said.

I tried to smooth my matted hair. Normally, it was a shiny auburn color, but who knew what it looked like now. “Thanks. I feel like it, too.”

“Are you ever going to tell me what’s going on?” he asked.

This wasn’t the first time he’d wondered about my behavior since Lucas left. Nik knew we’d become romantically involved, but the master vampire had no idea where the nephilim had gone. It drove him nuts that Micah and I kept it from him—and a lot of other things.

“Someday, but not now.” It was the only truth I could give him. 

“I’ll hold you to that.” He patted my leg. “Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will,” I said, giving him a weak smile.

Nik left as soon as he saw Micah coming back. The vampire was doing his best to hide it, but it was clear he wasn’t happy with us. I took the glass Micah gave me and drank from it a little slower this time. 

“Happy New Year, Melena.”

I sat up straighter. “What time is it?”

“Just after midnight. You have impeccable timing.”

“That’s one way of looking at it.”

He took the glass from me. “Let’s get you back to your home. Emily called while you were…unconscious. I suspect she sensed something was wrong.”

The distance between places was only about a quarter mile. It wasn’t impossible that should could have picked up on my distress. With Micah’s help, I put my clothes back on and wobbled to my feet. I hadn’t taken three steps before my knees buckled. He scooped me up and ignored my protests.

“This will save time,” he said. Then he raced us back to my house so fast that it all went by in a blur.

Emily opened the door as soon as we arrived. “Mel, what happened?”

“She fought off the werewolf virus, but it took its toll on her body.”

Micah carried me over to the couch and set me down. Emily hovered closely.

“Will you be okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I leaned my head against the couch. “I’ll be fine.”

“Let her get some rest,” Micah ordered. “She’s had a difficult night.”

Emily nodded and got up. I wanted to tell her to stay, but I could feel the heaviness in my body. It wasn’t back up to full speed yet. I didn’t fight it when my eyes closed and barely noticed when a blanket covered me. There were muffled words spoken across the room. I fell asleep having no idea what might have been said.

 

***

 

A loud pounding on the door woke me. I opened my eyes and had to squint against the bright light streaming through the living room window. The clock on the wall told me it was almost eight in the morning. They’d left me sleeping on the couch and I was still dressed. Micah must have gone soon after I passed out.

I tossed the blanket off of me and got up. We had an early visitor and my senses told me exactly who was doing all the pounding. I opened the door to find Hunter standing on the porch, lowering his fist from where he’d been about to knock again. He wore a pair of jeans and a heavy brown jacket and looked much better than the last time I’d seen him. There was a colorful bouquet of flowers in his hands.

Good grief. One would think the boy would have learned.

“What do you want?” I asked in my most cheerful morning voice. The one that came before coffee.

He swallowed. “Is Emily here?”

“Your first kiss with her got you a crushed ankle, bullet hole, broken hip, and a cracked skull.” I crossed my arms. “Are you sure you’re ready for a second round?” 

A resolute expression came over his face. “I don’t give up that easily.”

Where was the parenting guide for what to do in this situation? With a section that dealt with how to get rid of masochistic werewolf suitors who came calling on teenage girls. I would have paid good money for that.

“Hunter, what are you doing here?” Emily asked, coming down the stairs.

His eyes lit up when he saw her. Geez, this guy had it bad. If all their previous interactions were anything to go by, he really was a glutton for punishment.

“I was wondering if you wanted to go to dinner sometime.”

Her face reddened and she looked at me. “Mel?”

I had no idea what to say, but I had to say something. She was old enough that I didn’t have a problem with her dating. I just wasn’t sure a werewolf was a good idea. Then again, who could she date and feel normal? I never got in a serious relationship before Lucas because I didn’t want to risk a human getting caught up in the danger I constantly faced or finding out about my abilities. Supernaturals had been out of the question until recently as well. 

Emily needed to come to her own conclusions—for better or worse. I’d just have to kill any guy who ever tried to hurt her.

“It’s up to you,” I responded. 

He only wanted dinner. I could always set a curfew and track her cell phone location. Maybe hire a hit man if the need arose.

She looked at Hunter and shook her head slowly. “Um, no, but thanks for asking.”

“Here.” He thrust the flowers at her. “At least accept these.”

“Seriously?” Emily took them.

Hunter might not be able to see it, but I could sense she was more flattered than she let on. Could she be interested in him?

“I can wait,” he said, putting his hands in his pockets. 

She let out an exasperated breath. “You’re crazy.” 

“Maybe. See you at school.”

He nodded at me and moved back toward his car. 

“Wait!” Emily called out.

He stopped and turned around. She dashed back into the house and was gone for a minute before returning with an iPod and a small set of speakers in her hands. I’d nearly forgotten about those.

“Here.” She thrust them out.

He stepped closer and took them from her, brushing his fingers over her hands as he did so. Werewolves were the touchy sort, but at least he wasn’t sniffing at her. A look of surprise flashed in Emily’s face as she stared up at him. 

“What do you want from me?” she asked.

“For now?” Hunter’s brown eyes turned intense. “Just dinner.”

“What if I never say yes?”

The left corner of his lips turned upward. “Take care, Em.”

Neither of us said anything until he drove off.

“You think you’ll ever give him a chance?” I asked.

“Are you kidding?” Her posture stiffened. “He attacked you.”

I sighed. “Only because you put him in a bad situation.” Then a thought occurred to me. “What did the archangel tell you to do when you asked him for advice? I’m pretty sure it didn’t involve seduction and wolfsbane.”

She snorted. “Of course not. He said love is a gift and when it comes I shouldn’t waste it. I don’t get how that relates to me and Hunter at all.”

It was weird, but so were archangels.

“Maybe with the start of a new year things will be different,” I said.

We walked back inside, leaving the cold outdoors behind. 

“I hope so.”

That made two of us.

 







Special thanks to Mason Banta for his assistance in explaining animal traps and other related information. Any mistakes I’ve made are my own.
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