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 PROLOGUE

SUMMER.

ABOUT MIDNIGHT.

HIGH UINTA MOUNTAINS, UTAH.

 


“Get away from me!” Florianna
raked her tiger claws across the wolf’s glowing gold
eyes.

“Ahhhh!” He recoiled, jerking his
head to the side and pinching his eyelids shut.

She bolted toward the
kill zone.

“I will not be denied,” he
bellowed with a growl of agony. “Your baby’s beating heart
will become my next
meal.”

Florianna sprinted barefoot on the rugged
four-wheel-drive trail. Eight months pregnant, she clutched her
protruding belly with both hands. As she ran, the flowing pink
gauze dress sucked in around her thighs like flags twisting in a
hurricane.

Rocks and twigs pierced the soles of her feet.
Terror raced her heart. The cool mountain air singed her throat and
lungs. The towering pines filtered the brilliance of the full moon.
She had to depend on her wolf eyes to guide her through the inky
night.

“Run, run, run as fast as you can,
but you can’t escape me ‘cause I’m the hungry wolfman.”

Behind her, the thunder of paws hammered against the
dirt road. The killer wolf had resumed his chase.

The scent of fear,
her fear, flared her
nostrils. As scared as she’d ever been, Florianna pushed
herself to run faster. She released the
protective hold around her bulging belly and pumped her arms,
propelling herself forward faster. And faster.

With each pounding stride, her unborn child jostled
up and down within her womb. Although awkward and uncomfortable for
her, she imagined her child laughing as if playing in a built-in
bounce house. “Hang on, Baby,” she whispered, barreling around the
hard turn in the switchback road.

A barn-style log cabin came into view.

Another seventy-five feet she’d be safe and the
killer werewolf would fall into the trap. “We’re almost there.”

Suddenly, a sharp spasm rocketed
through Florianna’s stomach and into her chest, stealing her
breath. The agonizing pain shot down her legs, followed by an
audible pop! with
a rush of warm liquid gushing from her vagina and streaming down
her legs.

“Ahhhhhh!” Florianna’s scream came
out more as a blood-curdling howl than a human shriek. She buckled
in two, grabbed her stomach, and dropped to her knees on the stony
road. The pain ravaging her body was unlike anything she had ever
experienced. She collapsed onto her side. Gasping to breathe, she
vigorously massaged her stomach. “No. Not now,” she wailed as black
panic overcame her. She couldn’t deliver her baby now. Not in the
middle of nowhere. Not while under attack.

The grizzly bear-sized wolf caught up. Standing over
Florianna, a grin of superiority curled his black lips. Although
maintaining his wolf form, he spoke as a human. “I told you I would
not be denied.”

Florianna grimaced. She squeezed her inner thighs
together and endured the severe contractions. Prayed her baby would
not be born early. As badly as she wanted to transform fully, Dr.
Molnar warned doing so would kill her child. Thus, sweating
profusely and trembling in agony, she lay on the dirt road in a
pool of amniotic fluid, regret eating her up. Why had she insisted
on gallivanting around the woods as bait? Worse yet, why the hell
hadn’t her husband stopped her?

“Your water broke,” her would-be
killer noted. “You’re going into labor.”

Ya think, Asshole!

“Having savored the tang of babies
both ways, I can testify that biting into the beating heart of a
newborn isn’t as succulent as the taste of an unborn child’s
beating heart.” His gold eyes crimped and hairy wolf lips curved
into a crooked smile as he ogled her. “Yours will be my first taste
of an unborn werewolf child.” He widened his eyes then narrowed
them. “Likewise, your heart will be the first pregnant werewolf’s I’ve feasted
upon.”

Panting hard, quivering in pain, and holding her
stomach with all her might, she squealed a high-pitched scream.

The werewolf cringed. “Can’t have you popping that
kid out and wasting the time I invested in stalking you.” His black
lips twitched. “Something deep inside me stirred the first time I
saw you. I never felt so attracted, so driven, to anyone like I was
to you. You are my destiny and I am yours.”

The Curse. The sick bastard spoke more truth than he realized but she
wasn’t about to enlighten him.

He raised his thick front leg and curled the gorilla
fingers projecting from the end of his furry paw, the pointed tips
of his nails poised to slice through the flesh of her belly. “It’s
time to harvest your baby, pretty Florianna Veres. Since you’re
werewolves, I’ll behead you both after I consume your hearts. But
first, get up and run.” He pointed with his nose at the wooded area
to the side of the cabin.

Run? She
was in the throes of labor, how did the idiot expect her to
run?

“I said, get up and run. And while
you’re running, yell for help. Get your hot shot cop husband out
here to make my feasting event a family affair.”

Family affair? The bastard had no idea how much family was involved.
Florianna breathed hard. Her mind a scrambled
mess as another intense wave of pain assaulted her body.
“Ahhhh.”

“One way or another, you’re gonna
watch me eat your child’s beating heart, tear off the little fuck’s
head, and piss on his body before I do the same to you.”

Florianna inhaled a deep breath and gritted her
teeth. Glaring up at him, “No, Gary Norbert Ellis. Your reign of
terror as the Peter Stumpf copycat killer has ended. You’re the one
about to become headless.”

He froze. Jaw slacking, he studied her for a few
moments. “How the hell do you know my name?”

“Ahhhhhh!” Florianna wailed as a
tidal wave of excruciating pain ripped through her torso. Searing
heat blistered every muscle in her body.

Feeling burned alive from the inside out, Florianna
gasped to breathe. Sweat bubbled from her pores like boiling water.
She wrapped her arms around her pulsating belly, crossed her legs
at the ankles, and squeezed her thighs together. “Nooooooo!”


 PART ONE


 


 ONE

 


EIGHT MONTHS EARLIER.

ABOUT 6 A.M.

MONDAY, NOVEMBER
20th.

WEST SAGE, UTAH.

 


Florianna’s nostrils flared as she
flushed the toilet. A tinge of sweetness scented her urine. A wave
of excitement rushed over her. Six days
late. Her clockwork-like menstruation
should have occurred during the waning crescent moon when her
werewolf powers were near their weakest.

Standing naked in front of the bathroom mirror, she
gently rubbed her abdomen, wondering if she should share her
suspicion with her husband or wait until she secured positive
proof. Then again, maybe he already picked up the slight change in
her odorprint and was waiting for her to say something before he
mentioned it.

“Come back to bed for a few
minutes, Mrs. Veres,” Laszlo called out.

Mrs. Veres. She grinned at her new last name, opened the bathroom door,
and feasted her eyes on her alpha love.

Lying propped on his side, his head rested in his
palm. Washboard abs. Bulging biceps. Thick, dark hair tossed into a
sexy mess and the weekend’s worth of shadowy facial hair added to
his drop-dead handsome looks. A smile blossomed as she considered
the strong possibility of a little Laszlo developing in her
womb.

He pulled back the silky red sheet and patted the
mattress. “Since there were no new homicides to investigate this
weekend, Brandon said I don’t have to be at the station until
nine.”

As much as she wanted to cuddle with her studly
husband, she frowned and shook her head. “Can’t. I’m wrapping up
Chelsey’s recon procedure training this morning. We’re meeting at
seven and if I know her, she’s already at the office. But…” she
wiggled her brows at him in a sexually playful way. “You’re welcome
to join me in the shower.”

“You got it, Baby.” He scrambled
from under the covers and dashed toward her.

Baby.
Florianna beamed. Tomorrow they might be talking, literally, about
a baby.


 TWO

 


ABOUT ONE O’CLOCK.

THE PARKING LOT OF BINGMAN AUTO.

NEW GREENSBURGH, UTAH.

 


“I appreciate you making the extra
effort to get these cars delivered in time for our big Thanksgiving
weekend sale,” Rod Bingman said as he extended his hand.

“Happy to oblige.” Gary shook the
middle-aged business owner’s hand. “I hope you’ll call me first for
all your future delivery needs. Here’s my card.”

The slender, well-dressed man accepted the card and
furrowed his brows as he read the Ellis Auto Hauling business card.
“Family operated?”

“Sole proprietorship.”

“Have you been in business
long?”

“I moved from California a couple
months ago.” Gary squared his shoulders, preparing to deliver the
tale he’d been mentally rehearsing for weeks. “I’ve hauled cars all
over the U.S. for the past several years. I’m looking to slow the
pace and haul within areas requiring no more than an eight to
ten-hour drive in a day.”

“Slow down?” Rod chuckled. “You
barely look old enough to buy beer, let alone run a business and be
concerned about slowing down. How old are you, anyway?”

Gary forced a smile.
Not that it’s any of your business…
“Twenty-four,” he lied, although thirty-two. He
attributed his youthful appearance to a side effect of consuming
the beating hearts of unborn children.

“Are you married? Have
kids?”

“That’s why I want to haul
locally,” Gary answered without answering. “It’s hard to keep a
woman happy and raise kids if you’re always on the road.” Truth be
known, he had no interest in complicating his life with a wife and
his only interest in children was eating them before they were
born.

“Smart.” Rod slapped his palm on
Gary’s shoulder. “Speaking from experience, after two divorces I
understand the importance of regular wife maintenance.”

Wife maintenance.
Gary chuckled at the term. He supposed it meant
regular bouts of cuddling, flower giving, and passionate sex most
human women craved. Perhaps demanded.

“Where do you live?”

What is this … a police
interrogation? “I’m looking to buy a
townhouse or condo here,” he replied, evading a direct answer. It
was nobody’s damn business where he resided. Especially when he was
squatting in an abandoned farmhouse on the outskirts of West Sage
where the infamous Meat Grinder
serial killer once lived and performed his
tortures.

“You’ll like living in New
Greensburgh,” Rod assured as if bestowing fatherly advice. “We’re
small enough to have plenty of ma and pa shops yet large enough to
have a Jelco Foods Superstore, Walmart Super Center, and a Home
Depot.

“We have plenty of chain fast food
joints, plus some great independent restaurants.
I highly recommend Kate’s Diner and the Fiddle
and Grub.” In blatant appraisal, his eyes shifted to Gary’s lean
body. “You must workout a lot. If you’re interested in a gym
membership, check out BJ’s Athletic Club located on the next street
over.” He pointed to his right. “Be sure to tell him I referred you
and he’ll wave the sign-up fee.”

Preoccupied, Gary nodded and made a mental note of
the suggestion while remaining focused on the bustling strip mall
across the street.

A hair and nail salon, cell phone
store, and a craft supply shop. All businesses likely to attract
women. Next to the retail storefronts, a bank of medical and dental
offices. Dr. Roland Molnar’s sign
indicating he was an OB-GYN drew his attention.

Gary’s heart beat faster. The
modest shopping center was a magnet for women and pregnant women at
that! Yes, he was going to love New Greensburgh now that he knew
exactly where he would prowl for his next gourmet
meal.

He parted his lips and tilted his head back. Sucking
in a long breath, he sought to pick up the scent of a pregnant
woman, perhaps one visiting Dr. Molnar.

“Clean air,” Rod stated, noting
Gary’s inhalation, as he continued to tout the virtues of the
community. “Low crime, our roads are well maintained, and we even
have a national hero living in the area. Marshall Watters, that
famous MTAF commander, and his equally famous crime-busting wife,
Jewels, live in a mansion on the outskirts of town.”

Whatever. Gary couldn’t care less about crime statistics, road
maintenance, or celebrities. All he cared about was finding fertile
hunting grounds, which he would explore in that little shopping
center across the street. “Sounds perfect.”

“No place is perfect,” Rod went
on, “but New Greensburgh comes damn close in my humble
opinion.”

“Thanks for the scoop. You sound
like a Chamber of Commerce advertisement,” Gary noted with a
chuckle.

“Busted. I’m on the city
council.”

“If I’m still in the area when you
run for re-election, I’ll vote for you.” Gary glanced at his
watch. “I better hit the road.” He turned and
briskly walked to his rig, eager to drive
home and park his truck and the cumbersome four-vehicle hauling
trailer. Once behind the wheel of his Toyota Prius, he’d return to
the woman-magnet shopping center. The unremarkable white car
permitted him to explore neighborhoods and seek targets without
drawing attention.

He sought a pregnant woman but
not any pregnant
woman. She had to be in her first trimester of pregnancy to give
him ample time to study her, learn her routines, and watch her
belly grow. Plus, she had to be fit. No fatties. And, finally,
though not a deal-breaker, he preferred a woman with blonde hair.
The longer her hair, the better.

“Hang on a second.”

Gary slammed on the brakes and turned around, eyeing
the car dealer.

Rod waved him back.

Gary jogged to Rod and looked at him
expectantly.

“I’m holding three fleet pickups
for Henry Chapman’s Appliance Installation and Repair based in Salt
Lake.” Rod drew his phone from his shirt pocket and consulted the
calendar. “Henry wanted them delivered in the early afternoon on
Friday so his trim guy had the weekend to jazz up the vehicles with
logos and install tool boxes in the beds. But I told him with this
being a long holiday weekend for most, my contracted driver
couldn’t deliver the trucks until Monday.” He raised his head and
eyed Gary. “Here’s your chance to impress me by making me look good
with Henry.”

“What time do you want me here
Friday morning?” Gary jumped at the opportunity to pick up a job. A
contract for steady work in the area provided the perfect reason to
hang around in the vicinity.

“Ten. That will give you plenty of
time to load the vehicles and drive them
to Salt Lake by two o’clock or so.” Rod slapped his hand against
Gary’s shoulder. “If business works out for me with Henry’s
expanding company, I’ll make you my preferred carrier. I’ll give
you first dibs on all my vehicle transports.” He extended his hand.

Gary took up his hand and gave it a firm shake.
“Thank you.” He spun on his heel and jogged to his empty rig. A
mile-wide smile on his face and flutter of excitement in his gut.
As if guided by a higher power, everything was falling into place.
With little doubt, he’d secure that contract with Bingman. As a
bonus, the perfect pregnant woman waited to be discovered at the
shopping center across the street. He felt it in his bones.


 


 THREE

 


EREW CONSULTING FIRM.

FLORIANNA’S OFFICE.

 


“You sold Laszlo’s condo already?”
Florianna shrieked with joy over the phone. “It’s barely been on
the market a month. Is it a decent offer or did the buyer low-ball
it?”

“Two-thousand over the asking
price to help cover the buyer’s closing costs,” Kaitlyn, one of
Florianna’s closest friends, answered.

“Wow.”

“But wait, there’s more.”
Kaitlyn’s excitement radiated through the phone.

Unable to imagine what the
more might be, Florianna
inhaled a deep breath and held it.

“The buyer has already
pre-qualified and is eager to close.”

“Double wow. That’s fantastic.
What did Laszlo say when you told him?”

“He doesn’t know yet. I left a
message on his voicemail right before I called you.”

“He’ll be floored.” Florianna
smiled with a bit of pride. “I told
him you were one of the best realtors in West
Sage.”

“I have even better
news.”

“Better news?” Florianna perked up
and sat a little taller in her overstuffed desk chair. “What could
be better than selling Laszlo’s condo for full price to a
pre-qualified buyer eager to close ASAP?”

“Are you sitting down?”

Florianna bobbed her head.

“This morning I listed a house in
your neighborhood.”

“You did! Which house?
Where?”

“It’s a fixer-upper red brick
ranch-style on Quail Run Court. It’s forty-two-hundred square feet
on an acre. Five bedrooms, four and a half baths, and a partially
finished basement.”

There was only one red brick
rambler in the neighborhood. It wasn’t so much a fixer-upper as
in rundown, rather in desperate need of a
thorough update from its 1970s decor. “The Ingram’s house, right?”
Florianna said more as a statement than a question. “It’s that
sprawling rambler with black shutters, mature landscaping, a
fabulous covered patio, and a six-car
attached garage.”

“So you know the
house.”

“Zsazsa and Louise Ingram were
friends. Louise passed away last Christmas. I’m surprised Wilburn
held on to that big house this long.”

“Are you interested?”

“Absolutely. What’s Wilburn
asking?”

Kaitlyn expelled a heavy sigh. “Despite the upscale
neighborhood and how well-maintained the property is, for the dated
condition of the house it’s overpriced. I showed Mr. Ingram several
comps but couldn’t get him to budge on the list price of
one-point-two-million.”

Florianna winced. She hoped not to spend more than a
million for a house, let alone one begging for a major
makeover.

“Depending on what you choose, a
new kitchen, bathrooms, flooring, lighting fixtures, and paint
could cost a hundred thousand or more,” Kaitlyn estimated off the
cuff.

“Probably more.” Florianna pulled
a face.

“Since you’re friends with Mr.
Ingram, maybe he’ll be more realistic on the price.”

“It’s worth a shot.”

“Shall I make an appointment to
show the house to you and Laszlo? I need to meet with your hubby
anyway to present the offer on his condo. Once he signs the offer,
I can get the ball rolling with the title company so we can close
in a couple of weeks or sooner.”

“Sure.” Florianna bobbed her head.
“How soon do you think you could get us in?”

“Pretty much anytime. The house is
key-boxed. If you can slip away from work, I could meet you in an
hour or so. That way you could do a walk-through and assess the
updates needed. If the house looks like something you want to
pursue, I could meet you and Laszlo this evening to take a closer
look then write an offer.”

Florianna glanced at her wristwatch: 12:53. “I could
meet you at the house about three if that works for you.”

“I’ll
give Mr. Ingram a heads up that I’m bringing in a prospective
buyer. As is standard practice, I’ll be
sure to ask him to not be at the house when we arrive so you can
take your time going through it.”

“Fantastic. See you at three.”
Florianna relaxed back into her leather
executive chair and closed her eyes. Tingles of excitement raced
through her veins. Life was moving along. Rapidly. First suspecting
she was pregnant. Then learning Laszlo’s condo sold. And now, a
house coming on the market two streets over from where she
currently lives. All the stars in the Universe were aligning in her
favor.

RING-A-DING-A-LING. The vintage
telephone ringtone of her cell phone drew her from thoughts of her
charmed life.

Her eyes flew open. She sat up and scooped up the
phone off her desk. Expecting to see Laszlo’s number, she was
surprised when all eights showed on Caller ID. A sick feeling
overcame her as if a black cloud of doom had engulfed her body,
snuffing out everything bright and positive.

Warily, she answered, “Hello, this is
Florianna.”

“Inmate call,” the digital voice
stated. “To accept press three. To decline press five.”

Inmate? Florianna’s mind tumbled. She couldn’t imagine who would be
calling her from jail or why. More curious than concerned, she
stabbed her finger on the three of the
phone dial pad.

CLICK-CLICK-CLICK.
Then silence.

“Hello?”

No response.

“Hello?” she repeated, puzzlement
twisting her face. “Is anyone there?”

“You did this to me,” a male
whispered.

Goosebumps splattered her body. She couldn’t place
the caller’s voice, though eerily familiar.

“You’re gonna pay, one way or
another.”

Then it hit her. “Sam Jelkins Jr.,” Florianna
acknowledged with a huff of disgust.

“Just because I’m in here doesn’t
mean you’re safe out there. I have connections. Powerful
connections with people at my beck and call to do whatever needs to
be done.”

Florianna scowled. “Are you threatening me?”

“Threatening?” He let out a
truncated chuckle. “No. I’m promising you’re gonna get what’s
coming to you. Soon.” He bellowed a maniacal cackle and
disconnected the call.

Mouth agape, she sat staring
blankly across the room with the phone
plastered against her ear.

After a few seconds, she dropped the phone onto her
desk, buried her head in her hands, and massaged her temples.

Since Sam’s plea bargain, Florianna thought she was
through with him. If not forever, then at least until he became
eligible for parole after serving a mandated forty years. Quite
clearly, she thought wrong.

“Sam Jelkins, as usual, your
timing sucks,” she grumbled, recalling the day Laszlo proposed and
how Sam had put a major damper on that day too. She raised her head
and forcefully exhaled a breath through her gathered lips. “So much
for all the stars aligning in my favor today.”


 FOUR

 


MONDAY. MIDDAY.

VIKTOR BALOGH’S RANCH.

GILLETTE, WYOMING.

 


“How goes the novel writing?”
Viktor stood in the doorway of his deceased father’s bedroom
converted to Samantha’s writing room.

Samantha gasped, jerked her head up, and clutched
her hands over her chest. Eyes bloated, she peered over the top of
the computer monitor. “You scared the bejesus out of me.”

Viktor chuckled. “Werewolves can have that
effect.”

Ruby, the red brindle pit bull adopted from the
animal shelter, perked one of her short-cropped ears. Otherwise,
she remained curled in her plush doggy bed at the side of the glass
and metal desk Viktor had bought Samantha.

He strolled into the room and
around to the back of the desk. Standing
behind Samantha, he peered over her shoulder at the computer
screen.

“No peeking. It’s a surprise.” She
quickly closed the file and rose from the chair. Draping her arms
around Viktor’s neck, she radiated a prideful smile. “I’m so
excited. A few more tweaks and I should have the first draft of my
outline ready for you to read after dinner tonight.”

“You might not be so enthusiastic
to hear my comments,” he said half teasing.

She rolled up on her tiptoes and grazed her full
lips over his. “I have complete faith in your judgment. Besides, I
don’t want to write anything that might jeopardize you or your
species.”

Viktor forced a smile. Having toured her mind
numerous times, he knew the former conspiracy theorist reporter’s
comment was full of shit but didn’t call her on it. “At least tell
me the title of your book.”

“Murder Lust.”

“Hmm. That conjures some
interesting pictures in my head.” He wiggled his brows in a
seductive way. “I like it.”

“You’re gonna like it a whole lot
more when you read the outline because
there’s not a single werewolf in it.”

Not a werewolf book?
Viktor cocked his brow in skepticism. Could she
be working on two books? One fiction to appease him. The other
nonfiction to satisfy her grandiose dreams of winning a Pulitzer at
the expense of exposing him and his species? “Why the sudden change
of heart?”

“I have news.” Her eyes danced
with excitement. “Big news.”

“Bigger news than finishing the
outline for your novel with no werewolves in it?”

“It’s the grandest news of all.”
She latched onto his hand and pulled him to the king-size bed
pushed against the corner of the room to create space for her desk.
“You better sit down for this.” She patted the mattress, gesturing
for him to sit next to her.

Confident he already knew
her big news, he
played along for her sake. He had picked up a subtle difference in
her odorprint a couple weeks earlier, revealing a change in her
body.

She gathered both of his hands into hers. Nibbled
her lip, scrunched up her shoulders, and let out a silly little
giggle.

Viktor relished her childlike enthusiasm. Samantha
possessed the potential to meet his companionship needs. Too bad he
couldn’t trust her.

“I’m pregnant. We’re gonna have a
baby, Viktor! A baby!”

Faking his surprise, “That’s fantastic, Sammi,” he
said, escalating his voice in delight. He enveloped her in his arms
and eyed her with tenderness. “Having a baby makes me happy.
Happier than words can express.”

She pulled back and looked him square in the eyes.
“I have to admit, as excited as I am, I’m also scared.”

“Me too. Raising a child is a huge
responsibility.”

“That’s not what I
mean.”

He raised his brows and held them there. Had she
somehow found out the deadly odds a human faces birthing a werewolf
child?

She placed her hand on her abdomen. “What will our
baby look like?”

Not the question he expected. “Well, if it’s a boy,
he’s gonna be a stud, taking after his father,” Viktor boasted with
a grin. “And if it’s a girl,” he softened his voice, “she’ll have
the most beautiful red hair and a high-spirited personality, like
her mother.”

She flickered a short-lived smile and dipped her
head toward her chest for a moment before reengaging eye contact
with him. “I’m talking about birth. Will he or she look human or
like a furry wolf?”

Viktor erupted into laughter and hugged her.

She broke his grip and scowled.
“It’s a valid question considering you’re
part wolf and gorilla.”

“I’m sorry for laughing, Sammi.
Your comment caught me off guard.”

Eyes bulging, “Well?” she pressed.

He affectionately rubbed her shoulders. “Our child
will appear one-hundred-percent human. Shape-shifting abilities
don’t develop until around their nineteenth year.”

“That’s good to know.” Relief
underscored her words. “Does Gillette have a good
OB-GYN?”

“Uh…” Viktor pulled a
hell-if-I-know face. “I imagine we do.”

“I’ll ask Stella when she comes
over later. She’s gonna teach me how to make that meatloaf recipe
you love so much.”

Viktor feigned a smile, his mind
in turmoil. He had grown fond of the disgraced reporter. No doubt,
Samantha could never be
Florianna. Yet she satisfied a void in his heart,
at least somewhat. Although he couldn’t trust her to keep his
werewolf secrets to herself, she made him laugh, embraced his style
of hard pounding sex, and filled the otherwise empty ranch house
with her spunk.

And now, he thrilled at the prospect of becoming a
father. Samantha may be his one chance to raise a child. Good
news.

The downside, purebred humans had less than a
fifty-percent chance of surviving the birth of a werewolf child. If
she survived giving birth, the odds she’d live past the baby’s
first week of life were almost nil.

Viktor didn’t want his child to grow up motherless
as he did. Furthermore, he wasn’t sure he wanted the responsibility
of raising a child as a single parent.

Filled with questions for which he had no answers,
Viktor’s mind galloped like a runaway steed. Suddenly the image of
the BWI commander plowed into his head, halting the rampage of
thoughts.

As much as Viktor hated to admit
it, over the last few months, Bence Csonka had become a father
figure to him. The larger-than-life commander had dished out sound
advice, often unsolicited. He laid the foundation for strong
character-driven principles to guide Viktor’s life as an
honorable werewolf. A
standard neither his father nor Uncle had practiced.

With honorable practices in mind,
he should consult
the BWI commander for advice regarding Samantha’s pregnancy. Surely
he would know if there’s a way to increase the odds of a human
surviving after birthing a werewolf baby. Then again, maybe human
death was the price of propagating the werewolf legacy.

Regardless, Viktor needed answers. Even if they may
not be what he wanted to hear.


 FIVE

 


EREW CONSULTING.

 


Florianna sat looking out the window, her back to
her desk. All she could think about was Sam Jelkins Jr. More
specifically, his threat. Not that she was afraid of him or
whomever he might send after her. Rather concern for the impact the
aftermath of defending herself might have on her pack, even her
species. And if pregnant, that twist added an additional level of
consideration.

TAP-TAP. “Flo…?”

She spun her chair around. Chelsey, her executive
assistant, stood in the doorway. With her long auburn hair pulled
into a French twist, and wearing black slacks and a black
turtleneck sweater, the shapely twenty-two-year-old could double as
a sexy cat burglar.

“I want to do a little recon on
the Webb Construction claimant.”

“Milton Boggs.” Familiar with the
case, Florianna frowned. Milton claimed there was no sign warning
of the damaged sidewalk in front of a construction site. As a
result, he tripped and pinched nerves in his back causing his legs
to lose all feeling. The fifty-seven-year-old unemployed short
order cook levied a lawsuit against Webb Construction. The suit
claimed he needed one point six million dollars for medical
expenses and compensation for his inability to work due to the
injury.

“His grandson plays football for
West Sage High. They have a game later this afternoon in New
Greensburgh. It will be interesting to see how he attends the game.
In a wheelchair or if he regains feeling in his legs to climb into
the bleachers to watch his grandson play.”

Her executive assistant was a quick study with an
impeccable work ethic. “You could break the case with that football
angle. Good job, Chelsey.”

“Thank you. I have a great
teacher.”

Florianna chuckled and volleyed the compliment back.
“Well, you’re a great student.”

Chelsey beamed. “I don’t know why claimants think if
they drive out of the city where the alleged accident occurred they
no longer have to fake their injury.”

“Luckily our claimants, like most
criminals don’t think through their crime too well. They set
themselves up to be caught in a lie.”

“Well, if you don’t need
anything…” Chelsey consulted her wristwatch. “It’s a little after
one. I’d like to leave now to give myself plenty of time to scope
out a place at the football field to people watch without being
conspicuous.”

“I’m fine. Go.” Florianna flicked
her wrist, gesturing for Chelsey to leave. “Be sure to text me when
you arrive at the high school and when you leave so I know you’re
safe.”

“Will do.” Chelsey turned to leave
then stopped. “By the way, Flo, there’s a special
glow about you today.
You’ve been playing cops and
robbers, haven’t you?” Her face reddened
and she let out a little giggle.

Cops and robbers?

“I dated a cop once and he …
we—”

“Detectives like loose-lipped
suspects,” Florianna blurted.

Chelsey’s eyes widened. She slapped her hand over
her mouth and
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