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  Chapter 1


Darren rubbed at the back of his neck as he sat in one of the dining chairs he had brought into the sitting room, while Ben sat in another, elbows on knees and hands tightly folded together as if in prayer. Dustin sluggishly paced in the foyer just beyond the open French doors, and diligently watched the sleeping figures of Katey on one couch and Logan on its pair across from her. 
The loups-garous had loosened their work attire, top buttons and ties undone. It’d been several hours since the attack and neither of them had shown any sign of consciousness. But, as long as the three men could still hear their gentle breathing and strong heartbeats, they knew that there was still hope. 
Ben glanced to the clock on the wall, the pendulum swinging with each second that dragged. Dustin blew out a short breath and stopped just inside the French doors. Darren looked at his beta and his impatient, shifty gaze. 
“Brooding won’t make them wake up,” he commented as he unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up his sleeves. The air in the house was cool, but the sitting room took on a balmy, suffocating temperature. 
Ben rolled his shoulders. “What else are we supposed to do? I can’t just carry on with my evenin’, knowin’ that they’re like this.”
“I knew a loup-garou in Italy that tried to turn his girlfriend,” Dustin said, brushing his fingertips underneath his chin with a distant look in his eye. “She was unconscious for nearly a day before she started fading.”
“Katey won’t fade.” Darren had to stay strong for his pack. If he showed the slightest bit of panic, they would latch onto it and begin to doubt themselves and everything they secretly believed from the beginning. “She’s strong. She’ll pull through.”
Ben hung his head and ran his hands through his hair, gripping at the roots. Dustin turned away, his arms crossed and shoulders rigid. Darren swallowed hard and turned his attention back to Katey, who looked to be sleeping soundly. At least she wasn’t in any pain… yet. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Katey moaned as feeling finally returned to her body. Everything ached, from her muscles and bones to her skin, as if she had been stretched too thin and then pushed back together. She moved her head and pain shot down her spine. She hissed and struggled to open her eyes, but her eyelids felt bruised and swollen. The lights blinded her, and she squeezed her eyes shut again with a whimper. Bright dots danced in Katey’s vision as her retinas tried to recover from the sudden assault. 
Darren’s voice whispered somewhere in the room. “Ben, turn off the lights.” 
She sensed some movement in the room, and assumed it was Ben obeying the alpha. Beyond her eyelids, she could tell the light directly above them had been cut off.  
Katey sighed and blinked for a moment, trying to think, but that, too, made her hurt. She glanced between the three loups-garous and their anxious gazes. 
Through the haze and chaos of alien sensations and pain, she could tell she lay on one of the sofas in the sitting room. She squinted around and recognized the old furniture and crystal chandelier in the dining room. 
As her foggy mind reached into the past, another face appeared. One distorted with rage and the golden eyes of the wolf staring at her with hunger and distressed longing. Growls and harsh words hummed in her ears, and she remembered exactly what happened. 
More pain streaked through her body, but it could do little to distract her from the memory of Logan bent over her with teeth bared in a snarl. Katey found the energy to push herself up, but Dustin gently pushed her back down onto the sofa, his touch like needles jabbing into her flesh. The prickly edges of the bandage tape bit into her skin as it shifted under her clothes.
“Just take it easy. Everything’s okay. How do you feel?”
“Don’t shout at me,” she moaned, her own voice sounding like a clanging gong in her ears. 
“I’m not.”
“Give her ears a bit to get used to it,” Darren whispered from behind Dustin. 
Katey blinked hard and raised her hand to her throbbing head, the effort to move expending what little energy she had. “Where’s Logan?”
“He’s right here.” Ben motioned toward the loveseat on the other side of the room.
Katey turned her head and her throat closed up. There lay Logan’s limp and unconscious body. His face was blank, as if he were sleeping. 
Dustin rubbed his thumb across her tender shoulder, a comforting gesture to her nerves. “Don’t worry, we crammed meat down his throat after we brought you two home. He’s just resting now.” 
Katey glanced down to her body, as if to make sure it was still in one piece. “Everything hurts.”
Darren took a careful step forward. “It’s going to hurt for a little while. But, once everything sets in, you’ll feel relatively normal again.”
Her thoughts were a tangled mess, searching for an explanation why everything was so sensitive and vivid. Her eyes widened as her mind slowly cleared. 
“Am I...” She could barely voice the word, afraid that if she spoke it aloud, her hopes would be dashed to pieces. 
The guys glanced to each other and Darren nodded solemnly. “We think so.”
Katey took deep breaths and it was like each inhale was a new experience. Air passed in and out of her lungs, but it didn’t quite feel the same as it had before. She glanced around the room. Everything from the fibers of the red carpet to the rough texture of the wallpaper was clear and vibrant. With her eyes wide open, she realized that colors were brighter, more distinct in their varying shades. 
Not only that, but her nose was assailed with potent scents and smells she couldn’t quite recognize. The guys’ distinct scents from their cologne and deodorants, the metallic acrid scent of dried blood smeared all over her hoodie and jeans, the musty smell of old carpet, chemical odor of the paint and building materials, the earthy scent of the wood floors in the foyer and living room. She could even smell the food in the refrigerator all the way in the kitchen.  
As the aching subsided, she began to feel something like shocks of static under her skin that made her muscles twitch. A tingly feeling in the back of her skull developed and slowly dissipated as the moments passed. She recognized it as a caffeine buzz, but like everything else, it wasn’t quite the same.  
There was another sensation. It was a visceral and emotional pull, like a loosely tethered rope between her and each of the men in the room, like a constant reminder that they were there. The connection pulsated as if strength and life were surging between all five of them. 
“What time is it?” Katey strained her vocal cords to speak louder, though her ears protested. 
“A little past ten o’clock,” Ben replied. “You’ve been out for a while now.”
Dustin’s hand gripped her shoulder a little tighter. “We are so sorry this happened. We thought Logan knew better than to go behind our backs. This wasn’t supposed to happen.”
Katey could hear the sorrow in his voice, but what was more, she thought she could smell it. Like a predator smelled fear on an animal of prey, Katey smelled their worry, their regret, and guilt as clearly as if it were written on their faces. 
“If we had known,” Dustin continued, “we would have taken every measure to keep an eye on him. I… I wouldn’t have left you alone in the classroom either.”
“But… I asked for it.” 
Dustin sat back on his heels and withdrew his hand as if he had been burned. A ripple of shock filled the room.  
“You asked for it?” Darren questioned, a tinge of anger making the words sharp and cutting. “I told you that you couldn’t become a loup-garou. We told you the risks. You knew you would have died.”
Katey felt the edges of her mouth twitch into a weak smile, straining against tired and sore facial muscles. “But, I didn’t die. I’m still here and… it worked.” 
She was proud of Logan in a weird, morbid sort of way. He did what they thought he couldn’t do, what they thought no loup-garou could do. It was worth the risk of death to give him such bragging rights, and worth the risk to know that now, nothing could come between them. 
Darren shook his head, fury surging from him. “That’s not the point. He could have killed you. If Dustin hadn’t walked in, he probably would have. We don’t know how long he had been holding onto you like that. He could have put way too much venom into you. You lost a lot of blood... We weren’t sure if you were going to make it.”
Katey turned pleading eyes to the pack. “Please, don’t be hard on him about this. I wanted it, he turned me, and he didn’t kill me. Everything turned out fine.”
“Oh, rest assured, Logan will get his punishment for what he did.” Dustin’s Irish accent chose now to make an appearance. The anger flowed off him in buckets, threatening to drown Katey’s delicate nerves. “He disobeyed us and he could have killed you. We can’t let that slide.”
Katey looked between their frustrated gazes and tried to push back the thickness that developed in her throat. She understood how much worse it could have been. She wasn’t a fool. They all told her the dangers, but they also said she was special, that they already thought of her as one of the pack. If they didn’t want her to try it, they shouldn’t have encouraged her. 
The guys’ heads swiveled to Logan as he began to move. 
Darren moved to sit in Katey’s view of Logan. “Ben, take her to the kitchen and get her to eat something. The ground beef may be the easiest.” 
Katey grabbed at Dustin’s sleeve. “No, I want to stay.”  
He pulled her hand away and stood to join Darren. “You don’t need to be in here for this, and you need to get some meat on your stomach before something else happens.”
Ben approached and in one slow, fluid motion, pulled her to her feet.  
Katey felt more shocks and tingles in her muscles that caused her to tremble. Ben’s hand gripped under her arm, and he platonically wrapped his arm around her waist to steady her. The room swayed in her vision and bile tried to push its way up her esophagus. 
“Your strength will come to ya after a while,” he told her. Katey took his word for it, knowing that he had been where she was over a century and a half ago. 
As they hobbled through the dining room and into the kitchen, her eyes stayed fixed on Logan, apprehensive to leave him to his alpha’s rage. She wanted to tell them everything, convince them to be gentle with Logan, but they were too determined and she was too weak.  
Ben set her on one of the barstools, but she found she couldn’t maintain her balance. After a couple of tries, he cursed under his breath and finally set her on the floor, leaning her against a cabinet. He left her to pull a package from the fridge and a plate from the clean rack of dishes by the sink. Katey watched with sudden eagerness as he unraveled the packaging and slapped the portion of ground beef on the plate. It had to be at least a pound, if not more, pink and glistening. 
Her eyes suddenly felt cold, as if a winter wind blew straight in her face. The meat smelled incredible with no seasoning or preparation. Ben knelt by her and pinched a bit of the meat between his fingers to offer it to her as if she were a stray dog. Katey’s mouth pulled in disgust, though everything in her told her that it was totally fine. 
“Ya gotta eat,” Ben chided. “If ya don’t, the wolf’s gonna come out and make ya eat and we don’t want that just yet.”
“Can’t you cook it first?”
“Nope. It’s better for ya this way. Just don’t think about it.”
A new feeling distracted Katey from the meal in front of her. That tether to Logan hummed to life and she looked to the dining room saloon door to listen. She heard some rustling, as if he shifted on the cushions. 
“What the bloody hell were you thinking?” Darren growled. 
“I’ll tell you what he was thinking,” Dustin rattled off in his thick accent. “The boyo wasn’t thinkin’ a damned thing. He just wanted to go and kill Katey, blatantly disobeying us.”
A tremor of fear passed through the bond they shared, Logan’s fear. 
“Is she…?” Logan’s scratchy throat managed to mutter. 
Ben pinned her with only a look, warning her not to even think about going to him. 
“She’s alive, but that’s beside the point. You could have killed her!” Darren roared, making everyone’s ears ring. “Why would you do something so reckless and thoughtless?”
“I knew if I told any of you what I wanted to do, you’d just hold me back.”
“Damn right we would have!” Dustin exclaimed. “Why in hell’s blazes did you do this?”
“I ... I just wanted to be with her.”
Katey’s eyes blurred with tears as she listened and suffered along with Logan, even feeling Darren’s crushing dominance. 
Darren scoffed. “That’s a lame excuse. You could have been with her in the way everyone else deals with having a mate.”
“She was okay with it,” Logan countered. 
“Yeah, I’m sure she would be after being scared shitless!” Dustin cried. “I’d hate to have seen how you looked, your wolf completely unhinged like that.”
“I didn’t mean to scare her.”
Darren snarled. “You pushed her into making that decision. This situation could have been a lot worse than it was. I’ve given you a lot of chances, Logan, but this takes the cake. I’ve taught you better than to go and do something like this.”
Katey gave a begging look to Ben. She had to set the record straight, she had to tell them that Logan didn’t push her, didn’t manipulate her. He only coaxed her into asking for the very thing she knew she already wanted. The damned pros and cons listed didn’t matter anymore, knowing that to be with Logan in the way they both wanted was to become a loup-garou like him. 
“I’m sorry.” Logan’s whisper sounded just as loudly as if his lips had been pressed to her ears. 
“You’re sorry?” Dustin exploded. “What would you have said if you had killed her? Sorry?”
“I had to take that chance. You both have told me stories of how our kind mate with a human and have to watch them age and die. You’ve told me how it’s the worst pain in the world... I didn’t want that to happen to Katey and I... I thought I had it under control.”
“She was bleeding all over my classroom floor, Logan!”
She heard Logan jump to his feet. “Then I’ll clean it up if it’ll make you happy!”
“What would make me happy is if you stop playing this ‘Oh, pity me, I’m all alone in the world’ act and get it together. You’re not alone. You never have been and never will be, Katey or not. You have a pack and now you have your precious girlfriend.”
Katey thought she heard Logan shoved Dustin. “I’d rather be human than a beast!”
“If you didn’t change, you’d still be living with that dead-beat father instead of us!”
Katey pressed her hands into the cold tile floor, their negative and hateful words parading through her head like screaming ghouls.
“Enough!” Darren roared. “Logan, outside. Now!”
“Why?” 
Dusting gave a huff of a laugh. “I think you know exactly why. You screwed up, and there’s no way you’re getting off with a slap on the wrist or a temporary lockdown.” 
Icy panic spread through her limbs. 
“What do you mean?” 
A scuffle ensued and Katey failed to scramble to her feet as the three loups-garous left the sitting room and tracked through the foyer, then the living room. By the sound of it, Logan struggled against them, his feet dragging and bumping into furniture. Logan gave some panicked protest as Darren and Dustin carted him out through the sliding glass doors and into the dark night beyond. The smell of the flowers from the garden and pine trees wafted through the house, and Katey was momentarily stunned by her awareness of it before understanding that Logan was gone. 
“What are they going to do?” she asked Ben. 
“Give him what he deserves.” 
A few moments of silence passed, both of them sitting still on the floor and waiting. When it came, Katey whimpered. They were hurting him. Badly. 
“Why?” she cried out. “He only did what I asked him to do.” 
Ben stared at her, seemingly baffled by the tears that streamed down her cheeks. “Ya don’t get it. He could have killed you.” He drawled out the words slowly, a bit of his backwoods accent coming through. “You are under our protection. It doesn’t matter if he didn’t kill you. He could have. It’s like murder with intent. He knew what he was doin’.” 
There was no point arguing anymore. None of them would understand. None of them knew what they shared, or why it was so important for her to be loup-garou with him. If only they could see that this was the only way, they wouldn’t be so hard on him. Maybe she should have been the one out there, taking the beating that Logan didn’t deserve. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Pain ripped through Logan’s leg and hip as his femur snapped in two beneath Darren’s heel. Lying prone on his stomach, he groaned into the blood-soaked soil of the forest floor and writhed with what limbs hadn't become completely useless.
Time passed in agonizing seconds as Logan’s body was broken and then healed, only to be broken again. At the hands of his alpha and beta, bones were shattered, one by one. Claws tore through his flesh, slow and vengeful. With every piece of his punishment, Logan screamed in anguish, white hot pain blotting out all thought. 
They had never done this to him, but he had never screwed up this badly. What happened in Chicago was different. He wasn't the target of their anger then. He hadn't been their responsibility during those months, so they didn't find it pertinent to punish him for what he did, and some good came out of his mistakes then. 
The jury was still out whether what Logan did to Katey was good or not, but he knew that wasn't the point. He could have killed her. She could have died in his arms or on that couch in the sitting room. Those loups-garous in Chicago didn't matter to his pack, but Katey did. They were supposed to protect her. Logan was supposed to protect her, and he set her up to die at his hands. He made just the right decisions to let the wolf take over, because the wolf had the courage and fortitude to do what Logan couldn't. 
They all had the suspicion that Katey may have been able to become loup-garou. She had some special spark in her, but that wasn't enough for Darren and the pack to take the plunge. There were no female loups-garous. They always died by the bite, no exceptions. Logan had another motive, one that he couldn't ignore. 
He wanted to be with Katey. He wanted them to be mates. Not for her human, finite lifetime, but for centuries. He couldn't bear the thought of watching her grow old and die. Every loup-garou who dared to fall in love had to suffer such a loss, but Logan refused. His wolf refused. 
That need for Katey to stay with him forever drove him to this, and now that Logan’s wolf was back in its cage and human logic returned, he understood just how much he deserved this. Like Darren said when his punishment began, he needed to feel what he had done to Katey, as much as could be simulated. That way, he would understand how he hurt her, how much torture her body endured for his mistake. 
After tonight, Logan knew one thing unquestionably. His wolf would never have control like that again. How could he have been so foolish to think it was a good idea? The wolf killed his parents. The wolf went on a rampage through Chicago. And now, it tried to kill the only good thing he had in his life. He’d never give it so much leash, never let it out of its cage to do something like that again. He and his wolf had only joined in agreement a few times in his lifetime to accomplish a goal, but this crossed the line. Ultimately, it was Logan’s desire to turn Katey that let the wolf out, but that was no excuse. He used his wolf wrongly, and he paid dearly for it. 
From that night on, Logan and his wolf were enemies again. 
As his bones set and the pain ebbed, his raw and tender body quivered. His tattered clothes rubbing against his burning skin sent him into spasms. He couldn't move, could barely breathe, every action sending ripples of pain through his flesh again. 
He heard his alpha stalk around him, likely picking the next body part to break. His ribs? His back? Maybe he'd crushed Logan’s hands again. Or maybe his skull. How deep could a loup-garou's head cave in on itself and still mend back to a whole piece? 
Moments passed, but Darren didn't assault him. Neither did Dustin. 
"Think he's had enough?" The alpha asked his beta. 
"I think he had enough a few bones back." 
The crunch of footsteps on dead leaves approached and Logan cracked open his eyes to see Darren's shoes. The alpha squatted down and their stares met in the darkness. 
"The next time you even think about defying me, or harming anyone under our protection, you remember this moment. You will remember the pain, and you had better change your mind." 
Logan’s throat worked, but his voice was lost in the slow healing process. Even if he could put some apology together, the words would mean nothing to Darren. Not when his hands were still caked in dark dried blood. 
Darren got up and Logan listened to his alpha walk away, leaving him and Dustin amongst the trees. If they were to let him just lay here for the rest of the night, Logan wouldn't have minded. He wasn’t sure he’d be ready to move for quite a few hours as his body tried to restore itself. 
He closed his eyes and Dustin sat where Darren had been. He didn't need to look to see that the betas fingers were just as bloody.
For several minutes, Dustin said nothing. He let Logan get a little closer to being functional, waited for him to lay still and motionless besides the rise and fall of his back in time with his ragged breathing. 
"Is your brain working yet?" 
Logan cracked open his eyes and lowered his brows in a glare. 
"Close enough... I need you to listen and listen good. You fucked up today, and you deserve more than what we just did to you. I get why you tried, but I don't have to like the fact that you did try... Now, you have a massive obligation. Not just to us, to earn our trust back, but to Katey." 
The muscles in Logan’s face went slack. 
"You turned her. You two are going to share a tight bond. It's not as strong as a mating bond or pack bond, but it's going to be there. You won't be able to outrun it. You will also be in charge of her. She’s your responsibility now. Her failures are your fault, and her successes are yours too. You will be her go-to as she figures all of this out. We will help when it's needed, but she's all yours. This is your chance to make up for what you did. You need to get your act together and show her that you’re strong enough to take care of her now.”
If any of them knew about the responsibilities of a loup-garou sire, it was Dustin. He had turned Ben into a loup-garou to save his life on the battlefield of Antietam during the Civil War. They tried to train, but had a falling out that drove Dustin to Europe and Ben into isolation. It messed up both of them, and it took years to track them down and reunite the pack as they were today. 
Logan’s eyes shifted away, thoughtful. He owed Katey not only an explanation, but a lifetime of atonement. He forced her into this, and now it was his job to help her adjust the transition from human to loup-garou. 
His deranged thinking before that day had convinced him that Katey would like being a loup-garou, that she would take to it like a natural. Time would tell if she could cope and if he could take on the challenge of being everything short of her alpha for her. 






  
  Chapter 2



Katey sat on a barstool in the kitchen, hands folded in her lap, focusing on her breathing. Ben stood on the living room side of the counter, the empty plate between them. Red juices dried in the circular groove in the center, the remnants of the raw meat katey forced down her own throat. It was almost impossible to ignore the instinctual revulsion that told her not to eat what hadn't been fully cooked. In the end, Katey had to admit it tasted good. The sumptuous smells of the old juices tempted her to lick the plate clean. 
Katey heard Darren's approach long before the sliding glass door opened. The tingling in her skull amplified, but she didn't need to see his face to know the alpha was still pissed. The metallic odor of blood assaulted her nose and she saw dark blood cover his hands and splattered across his forearms and clothes. She hunched her back to make herself small and nonthreatening without thinking about it. 
Darren came forward and let out a long sigh. Brown eyes fell on the plate, then Katey and he nodded. "Good. Do you want more?" 
Katey felt her eyes go round and shook her head. The vibe Darren brought with him pounded her into submission for no reason. The blood didn't help matters.
Ben leaned his elbows on the counter. "Might wanna ease back a bit," he said to his alpha, jerking his chin at the bloody mess. He didn't seem bothered by it, as if seeing blood all over his alpha wasn't disturbing. 
Darren blinked and the passive tension in the air left the room. "I apologize." 
She felt the muscles in her shoulder loosen, but her mind was still troubled. "Is Logan... is he going to be okay?" She continued to glance toward the door, as if he'd come walking through at any moment. 
"He will live. Don't expect him to come home before dawn." 
A shrill, breathy whine emitted from her throat, much against her own conscious effort. Katey cleared her throat and flexed her jaw. "That's new." 
Ben chuckled, but Darren took on a sympathetic expression. 
"I'm sure you have many questions." Darren gestured toward the sofa and his recliner. "I know it's late, but I also know those questions will keep you awake all night anyway. Allow me to clean up a bit and I'll answer them all." 
Darren didn't wait for consent before bounding up the stairs. 
Katey slid from the stool, taking it easy as she settled her weight on her feet. She felt lighter, like her leg muscles could carry her more efficiently. Ben went to clean off the dish in the sink while Katey sat herself down on one of the sofas to wait. 
Her new, keen ears picked up every little thing Darren did upstairs from his footsteps on the bathroom tile, turning on the faucet, washing off the blood that mingled with the hard water from the tap, his movements to his room, and changing his clothes. She found herself staring vacantly at the opposite sofa, fascinated by just how well she could hear and distinguish all of it as if she were in the same room. So engrossed in what Darren was doing, she hardly noticed when Ben slipped out the back door, perhaps to go check on Dustin and Logan. 
Darren returned and must have seen the amazed sparkle in her eyes. "Now you understand why we have no secrets in this house." 
"Is there any way to block it out?" 
Darren dropped into his recliner next to her and let out a long breath like an older man getting comfortable after a long day of work. "In time, you'll learn to block out what isn't important. It'll become background information, but won't overwhelm you.” He turned to her and flicked his fingers at her in a beckoning manner. “All right. Time for questions.” 
Katey glanced to the ceiling, searching for the words. “Where to start…” She touched the back of her head. “I don’t know if it’s some after effect of the bite or—”
“That tingling sensation? Like needles, but it doesn’t hurt?”
“Yeah.”
“That’s how you know when one of us is near. An early warning system, courtesy of the wolf side of you.”
Katey nodded. “What about this weird… I don’t know, like I feel… connected to the four of you?”
Darren lifted his chin as if he had finally put two and two together. “Ah. I wondered if he tried that too. It’s the pack bond. Normally, only an alpha can create it, but a preliminary bond can form between a loup-garou and his sire upon the turning. An alpha can choose to galvanize that bond and fully integrate them into the pack, or not. Dustin and Ben shared that bond for decades before we brought him in… The fact that it’s not an exclusive bond between you and Logan, but connects all of us is interesting, to say the least.” Darren rubbed at his jaw. “There may be many things about your anatomy that will be different from our own experiences.”
That wasn’t entirely a comfort. She was loup-garou, but a different flavor. “When will I first shift?”
“Likely not for another month, but it’ll depend on a variety of factors. We’ll mark the calendar to keep track and see if there’s a distinctive pattern.”
Katey put a hand to her stomach and felt less belly fat beneath her hoodie than there had been earlier that morning. Her eyes widened, but made a mental note to give her body a full check later once she was in front of a mirror. 
“What… What happened to me, exactly? What happened when Logan bit me?”
Darren let out a long breath and let his stare go distant as if readying himself to give a long lecture. “From what I understand, the loup-garou venom is a chemical compound of radioactive elements that either hasn’t been discovered yet or the compound is unique and hasn’t been researched at all by human scientists. They still don’t think we exist, after all. The venom is in the saliva, but it’s voluntarily injected. It’s not like I can spit in someone’s eye and they’d change. It has to be administered through the bloodstream. Somewhat like a vaccine. The chemicals in the venom have unstable molecules and each one is biologically designed to go straight to some part of the body. When the compound finds its destination, it splits and gives off radiation to cause a mutation.”
Darren gestured at his body and then hers. “Those mutations bring about all of our abilities, everything from cell regeneration and enlarging some organs to handle the stress of our lifestyle, to our eye color and ability to eat raw meat without getting sick. A friend of mine is a scientist who has been researching this for years.
“Before he shared his findings, we believed it was more of a spiritual transformation, a blending of two souls within one body. The spirit of the wolf would come upon the human and a symbiotic relationship formed between the two. I still know a lot of people that reject the scientific explanation and doggedly cling to the old myths. You can pick which you would prefer to believe.”
Katey stared, engrossed. She didn’t know which she wanted to accept. The scientific approach seemed much more rational and comforting in the sense that she knew exactly why and how her body worked. 
However, the wolf spirit approach sounded more romantic and whimsical. It explained the new presence she felt deep within her that hadn’t been there before, but it was also disturbing to think she shared her body with something else that she couldn’t see or communicate with. She could only feel it and sense its yearnings. It was what convinced her to eat the meat and to react to Darren’s dominance. She first chalked it up to her new wolfish instincts, but the idea that it was an actual wolf spirit telling her what to do made more sense. 
“What do you believe?” she asked. 
Darren thought for a moment, then replied, “The Science explains the physical manifestation of the condition in our bodies, but the spiritual explains many other things. Some people feel the wolf spirit and develop a strong bond with it over time. Do you feel anything like that?”
Katey paused before answering. “I think so.” Her voice dwindled to little more than a whisper as she reached within herself to check for that wolf spirit. It was quiet for now, just as exhausted as she was from the long evening. They were both tired.
“In the beginning, it’s best not to fight or ignore whatever your wolf is telling you to do. Eat the meat, obey the alpha and beta, whatever it may be. The wolf is trying to teach you. What it can’t, we will fill in the blanks.” Darren’s expression darkened. “Logan, as angsty and foolish as he can be at times, will be your direct mentor when we’re not around. Training you to master your new skills and abilities will take time. You have a distinct advantage that many didn’t have in centuries past. We are all in your corner and will make sure that you do not harm others or yourself as you grow accustomed to this new life.”
Katey tilted her head. “You make it sound like… so serious.”
“It is serious. Every loup-garou has the capacity to do terrible things if they don’t know what they’re doing. A wild, feral thing lives inside you, whether it’s a soul or a new psychological entity. Understanding it, working with it, and… taming it as much as possible is vital to living amongst other humans in this society. If you can’t do that, then every loup-garou and human around you are put in danger.”
Katey’s mouth went dry. Up until that moment, she hadn’t come to the full realization that she was no longer considered human. It was a part of her, but no longer her identity. She had more in common with this four-hundred-year-old loup-garou than her best friend. 
“Did you have any more questions?”
Still rapt in her own revelation, Katey shook her head. More questions would come and she’d have the clarity of mind to ask them then, but not now. Not when she was dropped into the middle of an existential crisis. 
Darren transplanted himself to the cushion beside Katey on the couch. “May I?” He motioned to her shoulder. 
Again, she nodded and allowed the alpha to gently pull down the collar of her hoodie. The white bandages were still taped to her skin. With the utmost care, he peeled off the blood-soaked gauze. Katey peeked at her skin and saw it to be flawless. With a shaking hand, she touched the patch of skin that should have been torn to shreds. The only testament to Logan’s bit was the dried blood smeared across her shoulder and down her chest. That stench had become a part of her sensory background, just like Darren said. Only fresh blood caught her attention when he came in from outside.
Darren wadded up the soiled bandages. “You should probably change clothes before going to bed. We’ll take the blood stains out in the morning. “Are you going to shower tonight or in the morning?”
Katey blinked, and thought about wanting to check out her body in the bathroom. “Tonight… Do I have to go to school tomorrow?” 
“I would suggest that you don’t just because you’re going to need time to recover and get an initial grasp of your new abilities. We don’t want you pulling doors off hinges.” A ghost of a smile crossed Darren’s lips, as if he either had done such a thing as a young loup-garou or knew someone who did.  
Katey cracked the tiniest of smirks at the thought of it. “I’d like to try. I feel pretty okay now, and maybe Logan can come with me to help if things get overwhelming?” 
Darren seemed less than convinced and sighed before giving it some thought. “You have first and second period exams tomorrow. Dustin’s second period isn’t close to yours… But I’ll be there for your exam in my class. I suppose as long as Logan will accompany you, and you take measures to keep yourself apart from the other students when it’s not necessary, it could work. If something goes wrong or you no longer feel comfortable, you will come straight home. No exceptions. If that does happen, one of us will take off to escort you home and be a second help to Logan.”
Part of that seemed like a challenge. If she behaved, if she maintained control on her first day as a loup-garou, then that would show them all that they didn’t have to constantly watch her like she might explode at any moment. She’d make this work, one way or another. 
“I promise, I won't be a burden.”
Darren’s hand settled on her shoulder. “You are not, and will never be a burden. We are here to take care of you. You’re not alone in this, Katey. You’re in the pack now and that will never change.”
Such words would have made her cry like a baby if she wasn’t so tired. Her nose burned with those unshed tears and she closed her eyes before any could seep out. Darren rubbed up and down her back in a bracing, comforting way that she wasn’t quite used to, but it felt nice coming from him. 
“Go wash up. We’ll talk more in the morning before school if you think of anything else to ask.”
Darren went across the house and turned off the lights, except for one in the kitchen for when Ben came back from the woods, and Katey made her way up the stairs. Her legs, as before, carried her easily up each tread as if she weighed nothing at all. 
Once she arrived in the bathroom, she applied far more conscious effort to not grip the handle too tight or close it too firmly, just in case she used her loup-garou strength by mistake. She flicked on the light that she hardly needed, being able to see perfectly in the dark now, and gasped at her reflection in the mirror. 
Katey was met by a pair of bright green eyes that didn’t seem like hers at all. She leaned forward over the counter and touched just below her eyelid. Examining them closely, she saw bits of gold flecks across the irises, ringed by an even darker shade of green just around the outer edges. They were the same color she always had, but these were stunning and mystical, and certainly different from her human eyes. Part of the wolf bled into those eyes. 
She leaned back from the mirror and ran her fingers through her hair. Each strand was as soft and thick as before, but she could see the subtle highlights of blonde streaked through the dark brown base. They reminded her of Logan’s own hair. Clearly there was something more than just venom that translated through the bite. The contrast between her eyes and hair were striking and almost exotic. 
Katey lifted her hoodie up, remembering what she had felt earlier. Her hand flew to her mouth in shock at what she saw. Underneath the ribbons of dried blood along one side of her torso, her stomach was now flat and the faint edges of hard muscle created shadows in the bathroom light. She couldn’t help but let out a strained laugh.
She stripped off her hoodie to stand in just her jeans and underwear. Never had she looked so trim and fit. Turning in the mirror, she found that nearly every body part had changed in the same way. She had the figure of an athlete. No, she had the body of a loup-garou. If the change in her sensory perception and the feel of the wolf inside her hadn’t confirmed the change, this obvious outward transformation was enough to finally convince her. 
In a low, astonished whisper, she told herself, “I am… loup-garou.” 

      [image: image-placeholder]Every stiff muscle in Logan’s body screamed for the warmth and comfort of his bed. It was the only thing on his addled brain when he and Dustin stepped through the sliding glass door into the dark living room. The sun was an hour away from rising, and if he could make it up the stairs, Logan may have been able to snatch a couple of hours of sleep before breakfast. With any luck, Darren would let them stay home from school and he could get even more rest. 
By the time he shuffled around the sofa, he heard Katey stir from her room. He hadn’t seen her since he bit her, though he had been vaguely aware she was in the kitchen when he awoke earlier. He stopped and looked to Dustin. He gave a nod of consent. They’d be allowed to talk, but only for a little while. 
He listened to her dart down the hall and crash into the wall at the landing, not having the chance to get a hold of her inhuman speed. He had done the same thing, only crashing into trees instead of walls. Dustin tried to hold in a chuckle. They had all done it. Underestimating their new abilities seemed like a rite of passage for all loups-garous. 
When she came to the stairs, she went slower and more carefully. Katey stood in the living room, the lights off, but they could see one another as clearly as if it were daylight. 
For a long moment, they stared at one another, gazes brimming with emotions neither of them could possibly understand. She knew what he had endured as his punishment, and he knew all too well what he had put her through. What could they possibly say to one another? How could they come back from this? 
"You should be in bed," Dustin said to Katey as he moved toward the kitchen to give them some semblance of privacy. 
Katey wrapped her arms around her stomach, as if suddenly self-conscious. She wore a pair of casual pajamas, but he could see the slight difference in her physique beneath her clothes. He had done that to her.
But one step forward from Logan made her rush forward, heedless of her speed. She collided into him and he didn’t hesitate to catch her. The force of her run made him stumble backward, but his arms held her securely against him. Her warmth, the feel of her body pressed into his, all of that could have been taken from him because of one stupid, stupid mistake. He squeezed her a little tighter, despite the ache in his ribs, and wasn't afraid to crush her. She was so solid now. He could feel hard, lean muscle where soft flesh had been the day before. Katey wasn't so fragile anymore. 
It worked. It actually worked. Katey is loup-garou. 
Logan could have wept if he weren't so exhausted. 
"Are you all right?" she mumbled against his torn and bloodied shirt. 
He let out a breath and felt he could collapse. After everything he had done to her, she was worried for him? 
"I'll be fine... Katey, I'm so sorry." He would have pulled away to look her in the eyes as he apologized, but relief that she was truly alive and loup-garou made him never want to let go. 
"Don't be. Everything is going to be fine now." 
With all the willpower he could muster, Logan took her by the shoulders and pulled her away so he could meet her gaze. He could see new golden flecks interspersed with the gorgeous green he loved so much. "That's just it... Everything is going to be very, very different." He dropped his voice, hopefully to convey the gravity of the situation. Neither of them had a right to be so happy in that moment.
Katey gave him a hopeful smile, her cheeks glistening with happy tears. "But in a good way. We can be together, just like we wanted. I know it'll be a lot to get used to, on my part at least, but now we can—"
"I think we need to take this slow." Logan had to cut her off before she got too excited. He knew what she would say. Yes, becoming true mates was a possibility now, but she wasn't even a day into her new loup-garou life. Mating should have been the last thing for either of them to consider.
Yet, the struck look on her face the minute he suggested they take it easy made him want to take it all back and form the mating bond right there in the living room. 
"What do you mean?" 
Logan steeled himself for the ultimate letdown. He had already come to this decision long before coming back to the house. "I think you need to focus on training and getting used to... everything. We need to be put on the back burner for a while." 
Katey stepped away and out of his arms. He could sense her building indignation through the pack bond they now shared. "How long?" 
"As long as it takes for you to be fully comfortable." 
"I'm comfortable now!" 
Dustin came back from the kitchen, two sticks of jerky in one hand and a half-eaten stick in the other. "Cool it. No loup-garou is going to be totally acclimated to this freak show for at least a few years." 
Katey spun to face the beta, her thick hair whipping around her shoulders. "A few years?" She turned back to Logan, a frightening intensity in her eyes. "You're saying we need to wait a few years?" 
Logan’s lips tightened into a firm line, knowing there wasn't any easy way to say it, or put it in words that would make her understand just how her life would never be the same again. She would look like a teenager for decades. She would see her friends move away and start their own lives. She wouldn't have the kind of freedom they talked about in the cemetery the night they met. She would know what it was like to be like him, the good and the bad. It would take time for her to come to terms with that, and by then, she'd likely hate his guts for turning her. Mating may be completely off the table in a few months’ time. 
When he didn't say anything, Katey began to shake with suppressed anger, her face hardening and eyes flinty. Everything would feel so extreme now. What would be a mild nuisance before would send her into a flying fit of rage. They would have to watch out for that in the coming weeks. Though, telling her that they had to wait to be together was certainly more than a nuisance.
"If that's the way it has to be, then fine." Katey’s clipped words cut him like a silver knife. She hurried back upstairs, leaving the room icy cold in her wake. 
Logan didn't move, though his legs ached for rest. He stood rooted in place, hoping he hadn't just made another terrible mistake. 
Dustin approached and handed him the beef stick. "You did the right thing." 
"Tell me that in the morning when it doesn't hurt as much." He took the food and bit into the tough meat, though his jaw muscles protested against the act of chewing. The food tasted dry and dull in his mouth, and felt like a rock going down his throat. It may have been his body still trying to recover, or the dread that what he and Katey shared just became more complicated. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Katey glowered at her reflection in the mirror, her eyes darting from one new feature to the next. Her thoughts began to crowd in, tripping and stumbling over each. 
Sleep was a torrid experience and afforded her no rest. Dreams of loups-garous flashed before her eyes in a tangled, snowy mess with no cohesive message. The faces of people that she didn’t know or recognize spoke in foreign languages, some whispering and some shouting. In her dream, she traveled to places she had never been. Some seemed like visions of the past. As if taking a whirlwind tour of the world, she saw jungles, deserts, ancient ruins, dense forests, and barren prairies mixed in with the voices and people. 
The woman in white was there, but not in the same fashion she had seen her before. The image of her was surrounded in flames as white as her dress, the fire charred her body. Katey awoke in a cold sweat as the rest of the pack began to leave their rooms for their morning routine. As she had done on other mornings, she listened from beneath her covers. Only now, their movements sounded loud in her sensitive ears, as if they were tramping around in her room. 
She waited until everyone was downstairs, but Logan remained in his bedroom, dead asleep. He was the last person she wanted to see. 
Earlier that morning, before dawn, he basically said that they couldn’t be together, not until her training was finished. According to Dustin, that could have taken years. Years without Logan as her mate or boyfriend, or whatever it was they were supposed to be by now. Years of being so close, just on the other side of a glass wall from one another. When she agreed for the bite, years or waiting were not what she had in mind. 
Perhaps, if she had fought back yesterday in the classroom, refused the bite and forced him to calm down, they could have talked it through. He wanted her so badly that he forced the issue on her before she was truly ready. Maybe if they had just talked about it like mature adults, they could have set aside the possibility of becoming a loup-garou herself and just formed the mating bond to make things more official. Turning could have come later, but Logan obviously didn’t think so. He wanted her to be loup-garou immediately, not later. Upon reflection, if Katey didn’t think the same, she wouldn’t have felt the instinctual agreement slip between her lips. Before yesterday, she thought it’d be the ultimate solution to everything too. 
Now she hated the sight of what she had become, but only because it caused so much friction between herself and Logan. If she were human, perhaps things would have stayed the same. In fact, she knew they would have. There was nothing wrong with where their relationship had been, besides the occasional moments of nearly losing themselves in one another. As far as she was concerned, things were going well before he turned her. In comparison, she would have gladly taken sneaking hugs and caresses behind the pack’s back over absolutely nothing. She would have had Logan and the warm feeling of rightness in her soul. But all she felt was the wolf and a sense of displacement. Without Logan, what was the point?
The more Katey gazed in the mirror, the more she wanted to gouge out those new, bright green eyes tainted by the gold she couldn’t give back to Logan. She didn’t want it anymore, not the superhuman senses or trim, fit body, and especially not the wolf inside her. The only thing she wanted was Logan, and now she couldn’t even have him. 
She forced herself to stare longer, letting her anger grow, her body trembling from the power of it. A snarl rose up in her throat, her nose wrinkled, and her brows pinched into a glare as she felt the unadulterated hatred building up within. It was so intense, more intense than she had ever felt before and she finally understood why everyone had tried to warn her about a loup-garou’s temper. 
The more angry she became, the more gold spun into her irises, and the cold sensation she felt the night before was now linked with this physical manifestation of the wolf. After only half a minute, her eyes were no longer green, but a brilliant and vicious shade of amber. The wolf glared back at her, taunting her. 
This is your life now. 
She shrieked in fury, raised her fist, and smashed the mirror with every ounce of her loup-garou strength. Broken pieces clattered into the sink and fell to the floor. A dent in the drywall behind the mirror was a testament to just how strong she was. Her breath quickened, each exhale coming out gruff and growl-like as she sneered down at the shattered glass. 
Before Katey could bring her fist down on the marble countertop, two strong arms pulled her backward. She fell into Logan’s warm body, one arm encircling her waist and the other crossing her chest, hand braced on her shoulder to hold her away from anything breakable.
Blind rage had her kicking and flailing, screaming like a mad woman as she fought against him, not unlike she had the day he chased her down in the senior hallway, the day her life changed forever. 
"Easy, Katey. You're safe. Take a breath." 
With his words, a surge of comforting dominance whirled around them like a tornado of calm. Along with being a tool to subdue insubordinate loups-garous, dominance could be used to sooth pack members who spun out of control. In that moment, Katey was out of control. 
The dominance tightened like a warm blanket, enfolding them and restraining her wild limbs like an invisible straitjacket. Her hands gripped Logan’s arms, feeling the ropey muscles beneath hot skin. Breaths slowed from harsh bursts out her nose to a gentle panting, her chest unclenched, the cold gold of the wolf left her eyes. A stillness settled over what used to be a warzone. 
Her whole body felt as if it had deflated, the anger gone and little more than a memory, leaving her feeling embarrassed. Logan became like a rock in the middle of deadly rapids and Katey clung to him like her life depended on it. Her outburst left her exhausted and she sagged against him. 
His face buried into her neck, his nose and lips pressed into her skin. The steady pressure of his expanding chest against her shoulder blades was both erotic and relaxing. It occurred to her that he only wore pajama pants, the upper half of his body completely bare. If she wasn't so emotionally spent, she might have felt something else other than relief and regret. 
"That's it... Just calm down... Let it go." Logan’s whispers were the last straw and silent tears rolled down her cheeks and curled around the edge of her jaw. 
Why couldn’t he have held her like this when she was human? Why did she have to lose her mind for him to give her this kind of attention? 
A moment later, Dustin appeared in the doorway, but she couldn't take her eyes off the mess on the floor. Shards of mirror littered the floor and bathroom counter. In her peripheral, she saw thin streaks of blood down the length of her forearm and, rather delayed, she felt the sting of the jagged cuts across her hand and wrist.
Dustin nudged a big sliver of the broken glass with the tip of his shoe. "I didn’t like that mirror anyway." 
"Not now," Logan muttered, a half growl at the beta. 
"All right, all right. I'll get a broom." 
Katey blinked out more tears as Dustin walked away down the hall. They remained there, Katey blissfully trapped in his hold. She wished there was more to this embrace than just a way to get her under control. She wanted Logan to hold her like this because he wanted to, not because he had to. But, he was supposed to be her mentor, not her lover. 
Logan lifted his head and tilted to look at the bathroom floor. They were both barefoot. If they took a step in any direction, the undersides of their feet could be sliced open. 
"We need to move carefully." His breath tickled her skin. "I'm going to let go now." 
Katey’s fingertips squeezed his arms, a wordless protest to the idea. 
"I know," he said, understanding perfectly. "It'll be all right. I'm not going to leave you." 
She swallowed hard and took a moment to prepare herself, then nodded. With the utmost care, Logan released her body, but transferred his hold to her hands. They picked gaps between the broken mirror and were back in the hall. 
Out of his arms and out of the bathroom, a knot of nausea clamped over her stomach and fresh adrenaline shot through her limbs, making her tremble. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to. I'm so sorry," was all she could manage to say in a jumbled, blubbering way.
Logan stepped closer and cupped her face between his hands to shush her manic sobs. "It's fine. It happens. It's very normal, okay? We've all been through it." 
That wasn't a consolation. Katey expected better from herself. She had to prove she could do this, that she could manage the wolf and her temper. But where did the wolf begin and Katey end? How much of that outburst was her and how much was the wolf? Did she instigate the rage and the wolf fanned it into a roaring flame? How was she supposed to get through a normal day without flying off the handle like that? The thought that perhaps she couldn’t, made her want to cry even harder.
Dustin's approach with a broom had her tamping down the rest of her unshed tears as Logan wiped away the moisture on her cheeks. 
"Might want to get her cleaned up," the beta said. "This will take me a while." 
Logan forced her to meet his crystalline blue eyes. "Let's go downstairs to the other bathroom." 
All the fight had gone out of her, and she let him lead her away. Katey refused to lift her stare as they made their way down the hall and across the house. She couldn't bear the looks the rest of the pack must have given her from the breakfast nook. Thankfully, they didn't say a word, but she sensed Darren rise from his chair and follow them down the hall to the half bathroom off the billiard room. 
Like a helpless child, she let Logan turn on the faucet in the sink and wash away the blood. The water turned red against the white porcelain before swirling down the drain. She expected his strokes to hurt as he rubbed over the places where sharp edges carved into her skin. But his hands passed over her perfectly healed wrist and knuckles. Just like the spot on her shoulder where Logan had bitten her, there was no evidence of what she did. 
"She's all right," Logan told Darren standing in the doorway. 
Was she? Wasn't this some sign that she needed to be watched more closely? That she needed a guardian after all? That she couldn't be trusted around others? 
"You two may be late for second period exams," Darren said. "I'll inform Lisa. This may be a good thing. Avoid the crowds." 
Fighting weariness, Katey looked up to her alpha, a muted, panicked question in her eyes. 
"Only if you feel up for it,” he assured.
Katey gulped back the flash of anxiety and gratefulness. They were willing to give her another chance, but also a pass if she wanted to forfeit the challenge of going to school. Did that mean what she did was meaningless? That it was not as terrible as she thought it was? That made no sense.
Logan cut off the water and took up a towel to dry her hands. Again, he took care of her as if she couldn't do that herself. "Let’s get some breakfast, then you can decide." 
Katey snapped out of her daze. "No... I'll go." 
She had to make up for what she did, to take the second chance she was given. Maybe this morning was a slip up, a temporary lapse in judgment brought on by an overflow of emotions. That was what they all acted like anyway. Katey knew she could do better and she had to show them.
Logan and Darren didn't seem too shocked, and the alpha gave a nod before pulling out his phone to make the call. "Take your time." 
When Darren was out of the way, Logan turned Katey around and forced her to look up at him again. "Are you absolutely sure? No one will think less of you." 
Checking herself, Katey realized she wasn't shaking as violently anymore, and a bit of her strength returned. "I'm sure."
Logan studied her, his stare devoid of affection and then let out a breath. "Next time you feel that mad again, close your eyes, clear your mind, and count. I know it sounds silly, but it can work. Count to ten or a hundred if you have to, but as long as you need until it goes away and you can think straight." 
Katey listened and nodded, but she wondered just how effective it would be when the reason for her rage would never go away. Every time she looked at Logan, she'd be reminded that they couldn't be together until she got a handle on her loup-garou life. She needed that to happen sooner rather than later. She doubted any other loup-garou was as driven as she would be to earn that independence.
"It's also easier to deal with your anger when you've eaten. I know you're not big into breakfast, but it's going to be important that you try to eat three meals a day, if not more."
Katey’s face wrinkled like she tasted something awful. "I don't know if I could eat anything right now. I'm... I'm too nervous about the exams. I studied a lot, but I don't know if I'll be able to focus enough." Right now, she couldn’t remember a damned thing she learned over the last few months at school, besides what had happened just within the last week. 
A corner of Logan’s mouth tilted. "I think once you get into it, you'll find your information recall is much better than it used to be. If you're not going to eat, Darren will probably send us off with hunger suppressors."
"Hunger suppressors?"
"It's something a loup-garou scientist came up with. It holds back our hunger for a short time, but shouldn't be used all the time. He makes other things like pain killers specially formulated for our body chemistry. Darren keeps a stash of different little cures in his room.”
Logan moved around her to the bathroom door, but then turned back. Either in her face or through the pack bond, he must have sensed her general apprehension. Today would probably be the hardest day of her life, if this morning was any indication of that. Hopping from one foster home to the next would be nothing compared to all of this, yet everyone had faith that she’d pull through. She had to have faith in herself, but all she felt was… overwhelmed. 
"Don't worry about today. It hasn't been that long that I can’t remember how rough this must be for you. I'll be right there the whole time to keep you on track if that's what you need." 
She nodded and tried to take comfort in that. They may not have been an official couple, or whatever it was that they were before he turned her, but he was still here. It may have been out of obligation, or that he had much more patience to wait through the years, but he was still in her life. That was something.






  
  Chapter 3


By Katey’s estimation, they would end up arriving at school almost right on time. Instead of driving separately, Logan had suggested that he drive her to school instead of the other way around. With her new senses, her reflexes may have been better, but driving, like everything else, would be a brand new experience. Katey gave in, but not without some eye rolling. She didn’t like the idea of letting someone else drive her car, but there was logic in what Logan said. That became clear once they were on the road and Katey’s eardrums felt as if they would vibrate out of her head from just the road noise.  
Before they left the house, Darren had entrusted Logan with their lunches, an exorbitant amount of deer steak and sliced roast beef, most of which would be for Katey. She may have taken some hunger suppressors, but there was no telling how the pills would affect her. New loups-garous were not supposed to go too long without eating, especially within the first twenty-four hours. 
For the first half of the commute, they sat in silence. Through their bond, Katey could tell that Logan was just as conflicted as she was, though she wasn’t sure why. With one elbow propped against the edge of the driver’s side door and fingers thoughtfully grazing across his chin and cheek, Katey wondered what was on his mind.
In an effort to sneak the truth out of him, she said, “I’m sorry Darren’s making you go with me. I’m sure you would rather be sleeping off what… what happened last night.”
He shook his head, gaze still fixed on the road. “It’s fine. I’d rather go and make sure you’re all right.” 
Katey shifted against the seat and sucked in a breath. “What about that whole sleep deprivation thing?” 
“I’ll be all right. I’ll probably sleep during the exams anyway. Mrs. Kimbrough won’t like it, but Darren will understand… Unless he decides to be a sadistic ass about it.”
That made her smile a little, but her thoughts trailed back to exactly why he was tired, and why he walked a little stiffly around the house that morning. “Did you know that they would do that to you?”
He blinked slowly, as if the memory of his punishment caused him pain. “No, I didn’t.” 
Katey couldn’t stop herself. “If you knew what they would do, would you still have… you know.” 
His blue eyes darted in her direction and he sighed. “I don’t know… I wasn’t thinking clearly yesterday. I… I let my wolf take control of the situation and I shouldn’t have done that.”
“Why did you?”
“The wolf is braver than I am, but also more reckless. It didn’t care that I could have killed you, but we… we agreed so strongly on one thing that I made the logic work when I
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