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 PREFACE

Dylan

 


I shouldn’t be complaining. Generally speaking, I
have a pretty awesome life; great friends, a supportive family, a
grade-A boyfriend, and a lifelong dream which I am finally getting
the chance to follow.

But with everything that’s happened
recently, I want to dig a hole where no one and nothing can find
me, just so I can get a bit of uninterrupted sleep. I haven’t slept
in a while.

If I really think about it, I know that I
brought it all on myself. I was the one who’s been begging to go to
college her entire life, even though being the first female
werewolf to be born in centuries kind of puts a huge damper on that
plan.

But then I had to add to my plate by
sniffing around long buried secrets which are now more heavily
guarded than the most precious cargo in the world. Who wouldn’t be
intrigued? I mean, I just found out that I’m not the only one in
the world, and you want me to leave that alone? Where the hell have
you been for the past two books? It’s like you don’t know me at
all!

The worst part though, is what I should have
been paying the most attention to. I really didn’t notice anything
was wrong until we started fighting. Tell me honestly, with classes
taking up half my time and college life taking up the other half,
can you really blame me for forgetting to take care of my love
life?

Really? You do? That’s harsh.

Okay, fine, I could have done some things
differently. Relationships are not all roses and sunshine. I’ve
known that from the start. You have to work hard if you want them
to last, especially if it’s long distance. I guess I got so caught
up in everything that I lost sight of some things that matter more.
I wish I could take it all back, but I’m only human, after all. Or…
you know what I mean.


 CHAPTER 1

Dylan

 


It might be the nervousness talking, but I know I’m
forgetting something.

My room is a tornado of clothes, shoes, and
everything else one needs when moving out, strewn around like a
hurricane strode through the place. Last night, everything was
neatly packed in my three suitcases. It only took me five minutes
to get it all unpacked and go over it again. Although I have gone
over the list a billion times, I still have this nagging feeling
that something is missing.

Better check again, I decide.

Pants and jeans. Check.

Socks, trainers, boots, running shoes, warm
slippers, and my first feminine boots and flats –on the off chance
that I’ll have an opportunity to wear them. Check.

Sweaters, tops, T-shirts, and the likes, all
of which I am as of now classifying as “shirts.” Check.

The new bra my best friend Sadie made me get
and which took me a whole month to get used to wearing –again, just
in case. Check.

My trusted old chest wraps plus two brand
new binders. Check.

Skirts, shorts, sandals, high heels,
camisoles, tops, and the likes. All safely hidden in this room
where no one will ever find them.

Everything is accounted for. I even counted
all the hygiene stuff, the electronics, the warmer clothes in case
it gets cold. So what the hell am I missing? I have been
packing for days now, but I still can’t figure this out. I huff and
stare at my open suitcase. If only it could talk so it could figure
out what I forgot and maybe tell me.

“Stupid suitcase,” I mutter.

Frustrated, I kick it once on its side. My
foot throbs as it collides with something hard.

“Ow!” I yell and start jumping on one foot
while holding the injured one.

Sitting my ass on the bed, I examine the
throbbing area for any permanent damage. It’s not broken,
thankfully. It might have fractures, though. I better not move it
for about ten minutes, until it heals.

What the hell was that? I wonder.

Suddenly, I have an inkling. A tradition
that my brothers and I have stuck to for years is something we call
War Day. One of us is picked to play pranks on by the others every
Sunday, and the victim has until the next War Day to retaliate with
pranks of their own on the selected pranksters. The victim also
gets to select the next target for the next Sunday. It was my
brother Nathan’s turn last week. I love all four of my brothers
equally, but Nathan has a knack for getting on people’s nerves, and
I picked something extra special for him. Knowing his superb love
for Mom’s sandwiches and his aversion to spicy food, I lathered the
inside of his bread in hot sauce and added red peppers. Today is
Saturday, and he has yet to retaliate against my prank.

Suspicious, I drop to the ground next to my
suitcase, careful not to apply pressure on my foot. I search it
with my hands until I come in contact with whatever I banged my
toes against. There is something heavy and hard in the side zipper.
I quickly unzip it and pull out a checkered kitchen tile. A crack
runs through it horizontally from one side to the other. My foot
was probably the cause of that. Fuming, I grip it with both hands,
and push against its sides until it breaks at the crack.

“Nathan!” I yell. “I’m going to kill
you!”

My door is open, so everybody in the house
can probably hear me. I’m pretty sure Nathan is in the kitchen
eating.

“Love you too, sis!” he shouts back from
downstairs.

Before I could yell back a colorful reply
about just how I plan to show my love next time, I am
interrupted by a figure coming to a stand at my bedroom door. Sadie
Creed, the first real friend I ever made outside of my family, is
the picture of perfect innocence.

However, she has a tendency to either be
oblivious of personal space or completely ignore it, so she is
quite prone to overstepping her boundaries. Right now, for
instance, is one of the times when I wish she would realize on her
own that I am not in a sharing mood, and refrain from pushing me
into talking about my feelings on the whole ‘moving out’ thing.
Analyzing my emotional state is one of her favorite pastimes. I
can’t say that I blame her though. Anyone would be curious to know
what the girl who has been pretending to be a boy her whole life
thinks about things.

“Are you actually packing?” Sadie asks with
surprise. “Again? Dyl, that’s like the third time. Don’t you think
you deserve a break?”

Huffing, I decide to forget about Nathan’s
prank and focus on the real issue at hand. It’s not like I can
re-retaliate against him. Besides, it’s not really my brother that
I’m mad at right now.

“I’m fine,” I assure her.

She leans against the doorframe with her
arms crossed. “You’re stressing yourself out for nothing,” she goes
on when I don’t say anything else. “I know you must be scared of
the move and all, but –”

And there it is.

I roll my eyes and cut her off. “Don’t even
try going there right now, Sade.”

She puts her hands up. “I just want you to
know I’m here, if you need help with anything.”

I start shoving my plastic-wrapped shoes
into the smallest suitcase. “If you want to help, you can get to
folding.”

Though I expect her to make some remark
about how I can’t run from my emotions forever, she says nothing as
she kneels down next to me and gets to work. She is suspiciously
quiet, and I know she won’t remain that way for long. Still, I
ignore it and try to focus on making sure all my things are
packed.

“I know there’s something I forgot, I just
know it,” I insist after a moment.

“Forgot what?” she wonders.

“I don’t know, something.”

“Well you gotta give me something to go on.
How do I know what to look for?”

“It’s just this nagging feeling.”

Sadie considers this for a moment. “Maybe
your emotional avoidance is making you paranoid,” she teases.

Even though I want to defend my sanity, I
don’t respond. I’m not sure I disagree anyway. I have been going a
little crazy lately, what with the approaching date. Luckily, I
don’t have to think of a reply because Marianna, my brother Mason’s
fiancée, joins us.

Although she is just as important to me as
Sadie, Marianna feels more like a sister than a friend. She is one
of the wisest and most observant people I have ever met, and she
knows how to read me better than even Logan sometimes.

“Go easy on her, Sade,” Marianna steps into
my defense. “She’s been dreading this day for weeks.”

Not true. I have been dreading it for
months. And not just because I’m moving to another state for
college and living with two male roommates in an apartment, which
is scary enough on its own. There is also the fact that I am going
to be without all my close friends and family while I stay there,
which means I might be in more danger than I’ve ever been. Being a
female werewolf kind of puts a target on my back. It’s especially
more difficult considering my boyfriend revealed that fact to our
ally packs a few months ago, though they are currently sworn to
keep the secret and protect me if the need arises.

During the last couple of months, I have
been confined within the safety of the Silver Moon Pack’s – or SMP,
as my brothers and I like to call it – community compound. I have
only gone out a handful of times, and it was always with others.
For one of those trips, we came across a couple of young rogue
werewolves passing through our pack’s territory. They caught my
scent and started wondering why a girl smelled like a werewolf. If
it weren’t for Cade, the pack’s beta and Sadie’s boyfriend, we
wouldn’t have been able to get rid of them.

“This is Dylan, our alpha’s mate,” he
responded with a steady and authoritative gaze. “As you can tell,
they’re very close.”

The rogues didn’t think much of it, and the
guys with us were impressed, but I was just mortified. So far, I
have survived by successfully masking my gender and surrounding
myself with the right people. Though I still have to mask my gender
for the majority of the time, at the pack house, I have a safe
place where I don’t have to pretend. Now, I’m about to leave my
loved ones’ support and protection to chase my dream of playing
music. Honestly, sometimes it’s really not fun being the only
female werewolf to be born in centuries.

Well. Not the only one. Not anymore. There
are rumors of another shewolf. But if she’s out there somewhere, we
haven’t found her yet. Cade has been sending out some guys to look
for anything that could lead us to where she is, but so far we
haven’t found any leads. He had to reduce the search parties to
once a week. I’m worried we will eventually stop looking, but Cade
promised me he wouldn’t.

You would think I have enough on my plate,
but there’s a more pressing worry on my mind. You see, Cade is the
beta, which means he is second in command. The first in command is
the alpha. My boyfriend, Logan. My true mate – excuse the sigh of
content, I had a cheesy moment. He’s in a poison-induced coma right
now. He has been for over two months. I’m not afraid he won’t wake
up. He and I have a mind link through which we can communicate. I
know he’s okay because I have checked up on him multiple times
through that link, although I had to cut back on our talks when the
pack’s doctor, Dr. Ackhart, said the effort it takes Logan to
communicate with me might be slowing down his healing process. What
scares me is that he won’t wake up before I leave tomorrow. It’s
the cheesiest of all reasons, but I don’t want to start college
without telling him goodbye. Not forever, of course, but you know
what I mean.

Marianna interrupts my thoughts by gently
taking hold of my hand. “Come on,” she says with a smile. “Your
family wants you. There are a few things that we need to talk about
before you go.”

The sight of my friends and family as I come
downstairs is not very promising. My twin brother Daniel sits
nervously on the couch. Though he’s trying to look confident, the
look in his blue eyes betrays his façade. Beside him, his
girlfriend Zoey – also Sadie’s little sister – fidgets anxiously
until he grabs her hand. The two of them are faced with quite the
jury; both our parents and Zoey’s stand stoically on the opposite
side of the room.

The rest of my brothers are also present.
Connor’s imposing figure leans against the wall next to my parents,
while Mason sits on the other couch near Danny and Zoey. Knowing
him, he’s probably trying to put them at ease. That leaves Nathan,
who, although almost identical to Mason, looks the most content to
be here. While everyone wears either a mask of seriousness or
concern, Nathan just looks smug. He smirks at me when he sees me
coming, and I see the contempt in his eyes when he notices my
slight limp. I glare at him for the prank he just pulled on me, but
I don’t acknowledge him further because I can sense the seriousness
of the situation at hand.

Daniel and Zoey look like they want to be
anywhere but here. For a second, I think with dread, Please
don’t tell me they just got the safe-sex talk?

But when Sadie, Marianna, and I walk into
the living room of the pack house, all eyes turn to me, and I
freeze. Unless I somehow pulled a horrid prank in my sleep with the
two of them as accomplices and got us in trouble, I don’t know why
they would be staring at me this way.

“What’s going on?” I ask uncertainly.

“Sit,” Dad tells me.

“Join the awkwardness,” Daniel mutters
sarcastically.

I blink twice, my eyes wide. Please
oh please let this not be the sex talk again!

“Why is there awkwardness?” I dare ask.

“Our parents are giving us the college
talk,” Zoey informs me.

I sag in relief. Then my eyebrows go up in
surprise as her words register in my mind. “There’s such a thing as
a college talk? What does that include? Don’t party too hard
and focus on your studies?”

“That’s exactly it,” Mr. Creed says.

My face falls. Oh no. It’s just as
bad.

Sadie steps in. “For the record Dad, I
support this 100%.”

“You’re sitting down with them,” Mrs. Creed
informs her.

“What?” she squeaks, her voices somehow
stretching the single syllable so it kind of sounds like
whaaaa?

The stumped look on my best friend’s face as
she obeys her father and slowly slides down beside her sister is
not something I see very often. It distracts me from the horror of
having this conversation, and I have to grin.

“But I’m not going to college,” she
protests.

“You’re still going to Boston with them,”
her father points out.

A while back, Sadie and Zoey found out their
biological father had a son a few months before Sadie was born.
They have already met him, but they want to get to know him better.
Since John also happens to go to the same college I will be
attending, they decided to come with. Danny is coming too because
he’s part of Zoey’s package deal now. Ever since the accident that
ended with her breaking several bones, Logan in a coma and me
kidnapped, he has constantly been one step behind her. They’re not
officially mates, but it’s obvious how they feel about each other.
He enrolled in every college near Zoey’s new high school until he
got an acceptance letter.

While I am going to Berklee College of
Music, Danny is attending Boston University, which is like five
minutes away from Berklee, and Zoey is transferring to Fenway High
School, which is even closer. When it came to deciding our living
arrangements, the first idea that the four of us suggested was to
get an apartment together. Safe to say all four of our parents were
completely against letting Zoey and Daniel live together, no matter
how many times they tried to defend their relationship. Danny is
eighteen and can obviously do whatever he wants, but Zoey just
turned sixteen in September. There’s no way her parents would ever
let her live with a boy at this age, even if Sadie and I would be
with them. It was a long and lengthy discussion that had only ended
when Mason and Marianna stepped in.

“Why don’t Zoey and Sadie stay with us?”
Mason had suggested. “At least until you can figure out a better
plan.”

“That’s a great idea,” Marianna seconded
with excitement. “We were thinking about getting a small apartment
until the wedding anyway, but we didn’t have a specific location in
mind. Boston isn’t too far from where Mason works, so why not?”

It took some convincing, but then everybody
came to an agreement. The sisters would live with Mason and
Marianna until their wedding next spring. After that, their parents
will have come up with other living arrangements. Mason and
Marianna offered to let me stay with them too, but there wasn’t
much room left. I would have had to either share a tiny bed or
sleep on a mattress on the floor. Instead, I got an apartment a few
minutes away from Berklee, and Daniel is going to live in a dorm on
his campus.

The parents agreed to it, but with some
conditions that included how often and at what times Danny can
visit Zoey, as well as who my roommates would be. I’m not sure how
Logan will react to the news, but I’m hoping he will be calm about
the whole thing. Logan rarely loses his temper. The only time I’ve
heard of it happening is when I was kidnapped after the car
accident. I heard he was a force to be reckoned with that day.

“What’s there to say?” I ask once I have
taken a seat, trying to find some way to avoid the conversation
altogether, or at least change the subject. “You’re not going to
tell me again to be careful who I reveal my identity to or where I
shift, are you? Because we’ve established I’m going to remain a boy
everywhere except at home, when it’s safe to be myself.”

“Nah, that’s the usual talk,” Nathan throws
in, trying to be serious. “This is more specific to drugs, sex, and
alcohol.”

I chortle a laugh.

“Dude!” my eldest brother Connor
objects.

“Nathan!” Mom chastises at the same time,
baffled.

He seems surprised that he was yelled at and
looks from one to the other. “What? It is. I’m just summing
it up for them.”

Dad steps in before the argument can
escalate. “Why don’t you let us do the talking, son?”

Nathan shrugs and casually leans against the
wall. He watches us with interest.

“Haven’t we had this talk before?” Daniel
interjects. I can sense that he’s dreading hearing this as much as
I am.

“Not with Zoey and Dylan, and certainly not
when either of you two was in a serious relationship,” Dad
replies.

“I’m pretty sure the mechanics don’t
change,” he grumbles, making me hold back a chortle.

“Look, just hear us out for a bit so we can
rest easy that we fulfilled our jobs as parents. I know we probably
can’t stop you from living your lives, but you have to be
careful.”

For the next few minutes, we helplessly try
to get through this mortifying topic and convince our collective
parents that we know how to… properly use wrapping. Technically,
this is my first time having the talk, ever, but that does
nothing to ease the embarrassment. When your brothers have as much
experience as mine do, some things become obvious no matter how
inexperienced you are.

As if having the talk is not
mortifying enough, it’s taking place right in front of my friends
and siblings. Nathan is trying to hide his reactions from the
parents, but I can see him snickering at us when they’re not
looking. I have to admit though, as embarrassing as this is for me,
it must be ten times harder on Daniel. He’s having it with his
girlfriend and her parents!

Finally, we convince them that we know
enough to act responsibly, so they drop it and move on to a less
embarrassing topic of conversation.

“We also want you to be careful when it
comes to drinking and going to parties, specifically you, Zo,” Mr.
Creed adds, “because you’re a minor. We trust you to make good
choices, but we don’t know what will happen when we’re not
there.”

“We can’t dictate what you do, but you need
to keep in mind some precautions,” my dad goes on. “You know the
important ones. Don’t drink from a cup someone else has given you,
don’t leave your drink unattended, and all that.”

“But drugs are a completely separate issue,”
Mr. Creed says emphatically.

“Dad,” Zoey groans, interrupting him. “We’re
not going to do drugs.”

I agreed with Zoey. I might go to a few
parties, enjoy the college experience I kind of wanted to try, but
I’m never doing drugs. The effects of alcohol on werewolves fade
after a few hours, but drugs take days to get out of one’s system
so their effects last longer. After my kidnapping, I know firsthand
what those effects are, and I never want to feel that helpless
again.

Sadly, no sex for me either, I
remember. Not while Logan’s out of commission.

“I know,” Mr. Creed tells Zoey. “I’m not
talking about you taking them, I’m talking about being careful
around others who do.”

“You’re absolutely right Mr. Creed,” Daniel
vehemently agrees with him. “And I won’t let anything happen to
Zoey, I promise.”

I put my hand up to hide a smirk. Mr. Creed
gives Danny a look that suggests he is not buying what Danny
is trying to oversell. I don’t doubt his sincerity in protecting
Zoey, but you can just tell by his expression and tone of voice
that my brother is really dying for the approval of his
girlfriend’s father. He has been trying –and mostly failing– to get
on Mr. Creed’s good side since he and Zoey revealed their
relationship. The fact that they snuck around behind everyone’s
backs is not working in his favor, though.

Dad interjects again. “Guys, look,” he says.
“Believe me, I know what college parties are like. I remember them
being fun in my days, and I’m sure they still are today. But you
don’t want to wake up somewhere you don’t remember going to, with
no idea where home is and no way to get there. Take it from
somebody who’s been there, it is not fun.”

Silence passes over us. Looking behind my
back, I see that my brothers are just as surprised as I am. My dad
is so serious all the time, I kind of imagined him being the same
during his teens and college years. I never imagined him as the
type who got wasted and ended up in an unfamiliar place.

“Are you saying you’ve actually woken up
somewhere before without remembering how you got there?” Mason
ventures to ask for the rest of us.

“Well… yeah,” his voice comes out a bit
sheepish.

“We both have,” Mom adds.

That’s when my eyes start trying to bulge
out of their sockets. “What?!”

My parents have always given me grief for
even forgetting to close the drapes when I’m getting dressed! I
can’t picture them going out, getting drunk, and passing out.
They’re just too... proper.

“No way,” Connor replies in sincere
disbelief.

“It was once and we certainly would never
want to do it again,” Dad confirms. “We won a trip to Amsterdam. It
was before you two were born.”

He gestures to me and Danny as he says that.
I try to picture my parents blending into the party scene in
Amsterdam, but all I see is every teenager’s nightmare of their
parents awkwardly standing out with horrid dance moves. A
terrifying thought suddenly occurs to me, and I grimace as if in
pain.

“Please don’t tell me we were conceived on
this drunken escapade of yours?”

“I beg of you,” Danny seconds.

“No, you two were conceived about two years
later when we –”

“Mom, don’t even finish that sentence!”
Connor stops her.

She rolls her eyes, but thankfully, she
doesn’t finish her story.

“The point is,” Dad continues with an
impatient tone, “we woke up in a hotel room that was five miles
from ours with the worst hangover I ever remember having. We
couldn’t get out of bed for two weeks, and I couldn’t shift for
almost a month, because something was also slipped into our
drinks.”

We all exchange looks, and I know we’re
thinking the same thing. For a human, my mom has always been a
resilient heavyweight. She rarely ever got sick, and she has always
been able to hold her liquor pretty well compared to the rest of
us. And if my dad, a werewolf with a very strong immune system, can
get this affected by a drugged drink, it must have been a pretty
strong drug. Maybe they’re right to warn us.

“We don’t want something like that to happen
to you guys,” Mom adds.

“Hence why we’re having this conversation,”
Mr. Creed finishes.

The four of us exchange a look of
resignation. A silent agreement passes between us concerning who
should speak first and concede to our parents’ terms. However,
before we can say anything, a loud insistent sound coming from
outside makes everyone stop in confusion, even the humans who don’t
hear as well as werewolves. Footsteps. Running, based on the fast
rhythm.

“Dylan!”

Seconds later, the front door is flung open
and Cade comes stumbling in, gasping loudly and struggling to get a
word out.

“He’s awake.”


 CHAPTER 2

Logan

 


Part of my training to become the pack alpha had
included theoretical lessons. It’s not enough to be strong, or a
good leader, I also need to be equipped with knowledge. Most of
what I learned was related to history, but I was also taught a bit
of science, like biology and physics. My knowledge isn’t advanced,
I’m not a genius in any way. But I do have a basic understanding of
several complicated concepts, because they might someday be helpful
to the pack.

Sometimes, I went outside my training and
did some research by myself. Once, Dr. Ackhart was explaining to me
how REM sleep works. I started wondering about how we sometimes
kick our legs or move around in our sleep, and whether or not it
could be hazardous. He explained that something happens in REM
sleep that prevents such movements, but that disrupting a REM cycle
can cause something called sleep paralysis. That was one the things
I was curious enough about to research on my own.

Sleep paralysis happens when you are either
just waking up or just falling asleep. You are aware that you’re
awake, but you can’t move. You feel like you’re floating, because
the coordinators of your body movement are activated, since you’re
dreaming of it, but you aren’t actually moving. Some people
experience hallucinations during sleep paralysis. There is a
feeling of helplessness involved, because they know they are awake,
but if they feel a dangerous presence with them, even though it’s
not real, they can’t do anything to protect themselves. They just
lie there, terrified.

This is the closest I can come to accurately
describing my two-month coma. I experienced moments when I was
truly asleep and dreaming regularly. But the moments when I was
aware were like nightmares. I couldn’t open my eyes to see what was
happening around me. I couldn’t move whenever someone took my hand.
I heard them talking to me, but I couldn’t talk back. The first few
days were the worst. I was in a lot of pain from the fresh stab
wound, and I couldn’t do anything to ease it. I heard my friends’
reactions to seeing me, and it killed me that there was nothing I
could do to let them know I was still here. Sadie cried and
clutched my hand painfully. She kept repeating that she was sorry,
but I wasn’t able to tell her that it wasn’t her fault. Dr. Ackhart
examined me and concluded that he didn’t understand what was wrong
with me but that he thought I was going to be fine. I couldn’t yell
at him that it was not fine.

The worst was Dylan’s reaction. It was
unbearable hearing her call for me, her voice completely
heartbroken. She was still recovering, and she should have been
resting. I was angry with her parents for letting her out of
bed.

“Please, I need you to come back,” she
cried. “I’m right here for you, and I’m waiting. Just please, open
your eyes, baby.”

Then it happened.

You can’t leave me, she whispered,
sending her thoughts out to me. I need you. Please,
Logan.

Up until that point, all my attempts to
communicate with her in my mind had been futile, but I wondered if
I could try again. It didn’t work at first, because whenever I
started saying something to her, it would get cut off by a
migraine, like there was an unseen force pushing my thoughts back
into my head. But I finally managed to say her name.

I knew she heard me because she gasped and
thought, Did I just hear right?

With effort, I was able to say her name
again. She crushed my hand with both of hers, but I couldn’t care
less. This was the first time I had finally been able to let
someone know that I’m still here. More importantly, it was the
first time she had ever heard my thoughts.

Logan? she called out again. I
heard you! Can you hear me?

My strength was wearing down. I could feel
myself weaken, on the edge of losing consciousness. I had a feeling
I wouldn’t get the chance to say much, and I had to choose what I
wanted to say carefully, and decide what was more important.

I took too long answering her, and she
called my name again, worried I was slipping away. That’s when I
knew exactly what to tell her.

I love you, I whispered.

Her relief was so great that she laughed
through her tears. It was just the push I needed to regain my
optimism. I didn’t have to reply to her all the time, but I could
do it just enough for her to know I was still here. And if she
continued talking to me, maybe the waking moments wouldn’t be so
bad.

I love you too, she replied.
You’re going to be okay. You’re going to wake up soon.

However, ‘soon’ didn’t come as soon as we
were both hoping. My coma persisted for a month and a half before I
started regaining some tiny form of control over my body. The first
thing I moved was my toes. It was brief and went unnoticed by the
others in the room with me. But I noticed it, even though I
couldn’t do it again for several days.

Then my senses started coming back to me.
First, I could smell what was cooking in the kitchen, one floor
below me. I was hungry, and I think that sense worked on its own as
a response to it. The second time I moved, it was my hand. But it
was night time, and again, no one saw.

But then yesterday, my heightened hearing
was suddenly working again, and it came back stronger than I’ve
ever felt before the coma. I don’t know how it happened, but I
detected the sound of Dylan’s voice all the way across the pack
house. Her window was open and the sound traveled. She was playing
the piano and singing a song I didn’t know.

I was amazed by her. I know she’s talented,
but I haven’t really heard her sing before. I have seen her perform
on an instrument, though. We snuck into her school once, and she
played me a piece she said is one of her favorites. She was still a
boy to me back then, but that was the moment I started loving her.
Because she didn’t just play a song, she lived the music. It
went through her entire being and transported her to some state of
mind that was beyond just existing. Her passion is what first drew
me to her, and it transported me along with her. The one time I
heard her sing was at her graduation party, but I was too focused
on getting her away from the lustful stares of the males in the
room to really pay attention.

I listened to her fingers moving
effortlessly over the keyboards, to her voice carrying over to me
in my hospital room. It was tinted with a sadness that I knew was
not just because of me. I could picture her closing her eyes and
pausing over the keyboards in between parts, and then leaning
toward the keys when she started again. I was floating in a
different way. When the song was over, she took a deep breath, held
it in and sighed, like she just let something very heavy out of her
system.

“Photograph?” Marianna’s voice
spoke.

I guessed that was the name of the song she
was playing.

“Yeah,” Dylan replied quietly. “I’m
practicing.”

“For what?”

“There’s a performance event during
orientation. Just in case I decide to go up. I’m not sure I’m going
to have the will to play, though.”

My surprise was only mild, because I was
mostly concentrating on maintaining this link to her. But a tiny
part of my brain did wonder what orientation she was talking
about.

“Sœurette, you do know he will wake
up, right?” Marianna softly asked.

“That’s not what I’m afraid of,” Dylan
replied evasively.

There was a pause before Marianna spoke
again. “You leave in two days,” she stated. “You’re afraid you
won’t get to say goodbye before then. And maybe you’re also a
little scared about going to college?”

Dylan’s silence confirmed all of Marianna’s
assumptions. The girl is usually very intuitive, but when I heard
her mention Dylan leaving, I hoped she would be wrong for once. The
college reference was what did it, what made it finally hit me.

Dylan is going to Berklee. In two days. And
I’m still f*cking unconscious.

“Go to bed, Dyl,” Marianna went on. “It’s
late. You know you’ll be grumpy all day if you don’t get enough
sleep.”

I didn’t suddenly lose the super hearing and
go back to the sensory deprivation. I retracted it on purpose,
because I needed to focus on getting a different function in my
body going again. I couldn’t let Dylan leave without talking to her
at least one more time. Really talking to her, I mean, and
not just in my sparse thoughts.

That’s what I’ve been doing all night and
all day today. I don’t notice the time passing, but I’m guessing
it’s late in the afternoon by the time I start having some sort of
success. It starts with my extremities again. I pinch my toes
together until they crack, then I fist my hands.

“Logan?” a voice asks.

It’s one of the younger pack members, a
teenager named Blake. Cade has been assigning people to stay in the
room with me, since he has to take my place as alpha for the time
being, and Dylan is being forced by her friends and family to
continue living her life. I’m grateful they did that. I don’t want
her to put her life on hold because of me. But I still miss
her.

“Oh my God,” Blake says with agitation.

My fists are so tight that my arms are
shaking. My body then goes into spasms because I’m struggling so
hard. I have to bring myself to the surface.

Blake runs out of the room, yelling, “Doc!
Doc, you need to see this!”

Seconds later, he comes back with Dr.
Ackhart. The doctor runs to my side and starts a hasty examination
of my responsiveness. He lifts an eyelid, and directs a light
there. The brightness burns, because it’s the first thing I have
seen in two months. He lets it drop again and checks my pulse.
Seconds later, he grabs my hand firmly in his.

“Logan, if you hear me, squeeze my hand,” he
urgently requests.

Within a few seconds, I succeed.

“Find Cade,” he orders Blake. “Tell him
what’s happening.”

Blake’s running footsteps echo out the door
and into the hallway.

No! I want to scream at him. Get
Dylan!

“Don’t strain yourself, Logan,” Dr. Ackhart
cautions. “You need to relax. You’re regaining your motor
functions, but give yourself some breathing time. Your muscles have
been out of practice for too long. You have to be patient and wait
for them to respond. It’ll be easier to come back.”

If relaxing gets me to Dylan faster, then
that’s what I’ll do. I stop pushing so hard and let my body go
limp. It’s like I’m having a seizure, and it takes a moment for the
tremors to stop altogether.

“Very good,” Dr. Akhart says encouragingly.
“Let’s do this slowly. Flex your hands and toes.”

I comply. My movements are shaky and slow,
but abrupt, like the information to move is being slowly faxed from
my brain to my muscles. Step by step, Dr. Ackhart guides me into
regaining control of my body, until I start opening my eyes.
Somehow, this final part is more difficult to accomplish than
moving the rest of my body.

As I’m struggling, footsteps come running
back into my room. There are at least ten people huddling in, but I
immediately make out which sound is coming from her.

“Logan!” Dylan calls out right before she
runs to my bed. She grabs the first things she can find, which are
my arm and my face. “Logan? Can you hear me?”

For a second, I debate answering her in my
thoughts, but I don’t want it to set back whatever progress I have
made so far. Instead, I focus on the sound of her voice and use it
as an anchor. My eyelids begin to flutter uncontrollably.

She sighs heavily. “I’m here. You can do
this.”

Slits of light appear in my line of vision.
They widen until I am staring at her familiar face. The sight sends
a stab of nostalgia and relief through me. I have missed her face
so much. She has tears in her eyes, but her smile is radiant.
Wanting to reassure her, I find enough strength to smile back. With
a cry of relief, she bends down and kisses me. Both of her hands
are now on my face. It’s too difficult to kiss her back, but I do
try, and I don’t think she cares that I’m failing. Moments later,
she pulls back and stares at me, stroking my face.

“You’re back,” she whispers.

Everything in me is desperate to pull her
close to my chest and hug her tight, but it’s beyond my current
physical abilities. Besides, this is a moment that I prefer to have
in private and not with an audience around us. I don’t think Dylan
even notices the people standing behind her, waiting for their
turn. Let’s find out if I can talk.

“We got...” I whisper the words brokenly,
“...company.”

She laughs and stands up straight again. Her
hands slide down to my chest with her movement. “No offense, but I
don’t really care.”

“Well we do,” Sadie interjects. “So please
refrain from any PDA while we’re still here.”

Dylan turns to her, objecting. “Hey, you’re
one to talk!”

Sadie ignores her and comes to stand on the
other side of my bed. “How are you feeling, Logan?”

I take a deep breath so I could talk at a
normal volume and without stopping, although my voice still cracks.
“Exhausted, but okay.”

“You should probably let him rest,” Dr.
Ackhart warns them.

“No,” I object.

“We won’t take long,” Cade promises. “Just
let us be happy that he’s back for a moment.”

The doctor presses his lips together in
dislike, but he nods. “Five minutes. I’ll get you some water in the
meantime.”

One by one, they each come to my bed to hug
me, or in Sadie’s case, plant a kiss on my forehead. Most of them
just gently touch my arm to make sure I’m really here. Sadie and
Dylan move away so the others would be able to get closer.
Thankfully, they do most of the talking, which relieves me from
having to say much. As I watch and listen to my pack members, I
relish in the rushing sense of home and family. It’s a mostly sweet
moment, but while I have missed them, it saddens me a little that
the sense of having an incomplete family is still there after all
this time. I thought I was over my parents’ deaths, but my father’s
still feels fresh after the fight with Colton. As for my mother, it
doesn’t matter how young I was when she passed away, that kind of
stuff never really leaves you, even if you’re not aware of its
effects all the time.

“You didn’t miss much, but man you should
have been there for when we went looking for that kid Paul’s
parents,” Jared says.

“There will be time to catch up later,” Cade
interrupts his younger brother. “Right now, we’re only going to
check on him, and then we’re letting Dylan see him alone.”

I have never been so happy that he is my
best friend. Of course, I am glad to see all of them, but Dylan is
leaving tomorrow, and I need some time alone with her. I have
plenty more time to see everyone else.

Exactly five minutes later, Dr. Ackhart
returns with a water bottle for me and kicks the rest of my
visitors all out. Cade has to whisper to him that Dylan is staying.
Fortunately, he doesn’t put up much of a fight. I gulp down the
entire water bottle as they all file out of my room. With everybody
gone, Dylan comes back to stand next to me. She takes the empty
plastic bottle from my hand and puts it aside on the table. She is
smiling, but I can see what she’s been hiding from everyone.

I open my arm for her, and whisper, “Come
here.”

She lies down in the small space beside me
and rests her head on my chest. The pressure hurts a little bit,
but I don’t say anything because I want her that close. It’s
becoming easier to move with each passing second, so if I can
actually hold her, I will.

“I missed you so much,” she says, her voice
heavy with relief.

“Me too,” I second.

“You’re really back,” she says, as if she
still can’t believe it.

“I wasn’t going to let you leave for Berklee
without saying goodbye,” I tease her.

Her head snaps up, and she looks down at me
with confusion. “How do you know about that?”

I smile crookedly. “It started coming back
to me – I guess a few days ago? I’m not sure,” I tell her. “Not
just movement, but my senses too. I heard you yesterday. You should
play that in orientation. It’s beautiful.”

She laughs quietly and puts her head back on
my shoulder. “I don’t think an instrumental performance is going to
help me impress anyone on my first day.”

I frown at her choice of words. “What do you
mean? You wouldn’t sing along?”

“No,” she replies, hesitating. “I’m
registered as a boy, and I have to be one everywhere except with
people who already know. They’re all supposed to keep it a secret
too, of course. Cade made sure of that. But anyway, it’s not just
that. My school records state I’m a boy. At my audition, I applied
as one too and did an instrumental piece. I don’t have a choice in
that.”

I realize she’s right, and that I hadn’t
thought of that before. “Ah. I see.”

“But,” she counters, suddenly excited, “that
doesn’t mean there aren’t situations when I could be a girl.
The family packs in Boston are very few and there aren’t that many
werewolves in them, so I’ll just have to steer clear of possible
hangout spots. And as long as I also stay far away from places that
people at school go to, no one will recognize me and see through
the lie.”

My eyes widen. “Really?”

She nods happily. “I’d have to go a bit far,
though. That’s why I didn’t take a dorm room on campus.”

“Where are you staying?” I ask.

Like a light switch, she suddenly grows
tense, and she doesn’t immediately reply, hesitating.

I’m back to being confused. “What?”

“I’m staying with John,” she says all too
quickly, “and Kevin.”

Neither of those names means anything to me,
though the fact that they’re both male names doesn’t put me at
ease. “Who?”

“Kevin is one of my dad’s cousins’ sons,”
she explains. “My dad doesn’t have any siblings, but he has cousins
in the Redwood pack.”

Now that name is familiar. “Your
family’s old pack?” I recall.

“The very one,” she confirms. “Since my
gender is exposed to our allies now, Dad reached out to them for
their help in protecting me. Kevin is kind of a musical prodigy. He
was enrolled at another college, but he transferred to Berklee when
Dad called the pack. He’s taking all my classes with me, so he’ll
be around. All the time. Except when I have to use the bathroom.
He’ll always be there.”

The bitter tone of her voice lets me know
that she’s not too happy about having a bodyguard. “I’m guessing
you’re not okay with that?”

“It’s extreme!” she protests hotly, like
she’s been saying this too many times already to anyone who will
listen. “He had to start from scratch. That’s a whole year he lost.
I get that I need him around, but I don’t like having a babysitter.
It makes me feel fragile.”

I try to hide my amusement, as I don’t want
her to feel like I am taking her father’s side, even though I am.
“Kevin is not your babysitter,” I reassure her. “Don’t think of him
like that. He’s your roommate who also happens to be taking the
same classes you are.”

Dylan huffs to show her displeasure, but she
thankfully doesn’t press the matter any further.

“And you’re not fragile,” I tell her
truthfully. “We just doesn’t want to risk losing you again.”

“I know. I do get it, it’s just... it still
sucks.”

I understand her frustration. All her life,
she had fought so hard to be herself, and now that she had a taste
of what that’s like, it comes with a lot of tight limitations.
That’s not really the freedom she expected, the freedom that
everyone else around her enjoys and sometimes takes for
granted.

“I know,” I assure her sympathetically. Not
knowing what else to say to make her feel better, I add, “I’m
sorry.”

She sighs and nuzzles against me. “Not your
fault. I’m exaggerating a little anyway. I mean, he is my
cousin. He must have some of the awesome genes in the family.”

This makes me laugh. I’m relieved she’s at
least trying to look at the bright side. All she needs is some time
to get used to this new life. We’ll find a way to make the most of
it and make sure she’s happy, as she deserves to be.

A moment of silence passes during which we
simply hold each other. I’m content with the silence, so long as
she’s in my arms. Then I recall what she said, and I frown once
again.

“What about the other one?” I ask.

Her pause is tense. “John?” she hints.

“Yeah, that guy. Who’s he?”

“Don’t you remember? John Brock?” she tries
again, but I still don’t recognize the name. “Sadie and Zoey’s
brother?”

All at once, it hits me. Of course,
John. The guy we were going to see when we had the accident.
The accident that ended with Dylan being kidnapped by my lunatic
uncle Colton. The same uncle who stabbed me in the back with a
poisoned knife and landed me in a coma for two months. That John. I
definitely don’t like the idea of Dylan living with him.

“Oh. Him. Are you sure you’ll be able to be
yourself with him around?” I ask, suppressing my possessive need to
ward the guy off.

“That’s the thing,” she says slowly, like
she’s treading a landmine and she’s afraid to step on an explosive.
She hesitates once again, and bites her lip nervously. I can’t
figure out why she’s reacting this way, so I wait for her to tell
me.

“John... kind of already knows.”

Maybe I am slow from healing, but I still
don’t understand. “Knows what?”

Dylan looks up at me with big eyes.
“Everything.”


 CHAPTER 3

Dylan

 


I found out a month ago. Zoey was just out of the
hospital, and the first thing she did was to ask to see me. She
came with Daniel, who’d already known but hadn’t wanted to tell me
until Zoey was ready.

“The first time we talked to John, I
introduced him to Daniel, and it turned out John knew he was a
werewolf,” she said.

I was in total shock. “What? How?”

“Because our dad knew,” she explained, which
seemed like a hard thing for her to do. “My biological father knew
the pack before he died. He was their liaison with the human world.
But he only ever communicated with Cameron Underwood when he was
alpha. That’s why we didn’t know about it before.”

This wasn’t a new concept for me. Sometimes,
big packs tend to attract a lot of attention from human police.
Because my kind often lives in big numbers, all in one place,
humans tend to think the worst of us. In the past, they used to get
suspicious and send in investigators to find out if we’re doing
anything illegal. Some of us were exposed to the world because of
that, and the pack involved had to flee and find a way to cover
their tracks.

For that reason, big packs today usually
tend to pose as some sort of organization or another, and they get
help from one or two humans that they trust to put up a convincing
front. These humans are called liaisons. SMP’s legal front is that
they help struggling youths and their families, since most of the
members are young.

“And get this,” Danny added excitedly. “Mr.
and Mrs. Creed met through Cameron. He introduced them to each
other.”

I had to take a moment to process what this
means. It was so confusing, I needed to put it into words to make
sure I understood. “So... your dad, I mean your stepdad, Mr. Creed,
didn’t just meet your mom by accident?”

“No,” she confirmed my suspicion. “I
think... my biological dad –”

“Let’s just call him Trenton from now on,” I
suggested.

“I think Trenton,” she acknowledged,
“asked Cameron to take care of us if something happened to
him.”

The realization hit me with astonishment. It
is plausible, given the circumstances, that Cameron introduced Mr.
and Mrs. Creed hoping they would be a family, to keep his promise
to Trenton. But God, it blew my mind to hear it. There were way too
many coincidences for me to feel comfortable with the whole
thing.

“Okay,” I said slowly. “So I guess that
means Trenton was hoping John would be the next liaison, right? And
he told him werewolves are real. Why are you telling me? This is
stuff Cade should be hearing first.”

“There’s more,” Danny warned me.

I looked from one nervous face to the other.
I was afraid to ask, but I suppose the question was written plainly
on my face, since the answer came anyway.

“John found out your secret,” Zoey finally
admitted. “He, um, he overheard us talking, and when he confronted
us, he wouldn’t buy any of our cover stories. But he promised not
to tell.”

I couldn’t do anything other than blink. I
waited and hoped that Danny would say that this was all just a War
Day prank he was pulling on me, even though it had been Mason’s
turn at the time. He didn’t though, and I started to get a bit
annoyed. How did Danny keep finding himself in these
situations?

“Dylan, I’m beyond sorry that this happened
again, and it was my fault,” Danny stepped in. “The last thing I
wanted was to make you feel less safe. But for what it’s worth, I
think he was honest.”

“You can’t know that,” I refute, my voice
getting choked up with fear.

He senses my mood and rushes to reassure me
and keep me calm. “I can’t explain how I know, but I promise,
you’re safe. None of us will let anything happen to you.”

As I studied his face trying to judge
whether to take his word for it or not, I saw something in his eyes
that made me ponder, a look that suggested there was something he
was not telling me, but for good reason. He really did trust John,
but whatever his reasons for it, it was a secret that he probably
will not be sharing anytime soon. Something must have happened, I
concluded, and he discovered something about John that cannot be
shared.

“Does Dad know?” I asked, and he understood
what I was asking about.

“Yes,” he confirmed. “He believes John too.
But either way, he’s keeping an eye on you.”

I pause, curiosity starting to win over my
anxiety. “Are you planning to tell me or Logan about this?”

“If it becomes relevant, I promise we will,
but it’s inconsequential at the moment,” he said. Then, a regretful
look crossed his face. “I only told Dad because after what
happened, he needs more than my word to believe something.”

Truth be told, I kind of agreed with Dad.
After Danny revealed my secret to Zoey, I wasn’t sure whether my
faith in him had been restored yet or not. However, Zoey turned out
to be the best thing that ever happened to him since he had his
muscle growth spurt after he started shifting. And if the look in
his eyes was any indication, whatever happened to make him and Dad
believe John must have been big. Besides, if I was sure of anything
it’s that they would never let anyone who could put me in danger
into my life. Despite their flaws, this is one thing we always
agreed on. Family comes first. So, I decided to trust them and not
worry about John blowing my secret.

As I relay this information to Logan, I
study him and assess how much he’s changed in the past two months.
Seeing him like this twists my heart. He used to be so buff and
muscled, but he’s lost a lot of that now. He’s not exactly scrawny,
but he’s lost some of his defined features, and his muscles feel
much softer now. But the scariest part is his face. His cheeks seem
a little gaunt, and his eyes are droopy from exhaustion, with the
outline of circles visible underneath them. The fear reflected in
them mirrors my own.

“And now you’re going to live with him?” he
asks incredulously once I finish telling him everything.

The monitor is beeping faster by the second.
I put my hand on his cheek and stroke it to pacify him. Though I
know his worry is not misplaced, and I have a few more of my own
that have nothing to do with John, I can’t show this to Logan. My
own worries are based on a simple fear of the next chapter in my
life. Logan fears for my actual life. Discussing this with
him would be like throwing gasoline on a fire. Besides, he has
enough on his plate without me adding to them. A few seconds later,
he calms down at my touch, and the beeping returns to normal.

“It’s going to be okay,” I assure him.

“You don’t know the guy,” he protests. “How
can you trust him?”

“I trust my brother,” I reply calmly. “I
trust my dad’s judgment in believing John and putting my life in
Kevin’s hands, who’s going to be there all the time. I will make up
my mind about John after I meet him. For now, those things are
enough for me to feel safe living with him.”

He pauses for a tense few seconds then his
bodies kind of sags in defeat. “Alright.”

My surprise at his answer makes me falter.
“Really?”

“Yeah, I’m okay with it. It’s a shame
though. We were just starting to like it here.”

Warning bells start ringing in my head.
“What are you talking about?”

“I need to be there for a while and judge
for myself whether you’re safe with them,” he replies. “But I can’t
leave the pack behind, so I guess we’re moving.”

I sit up with alarm. “Excuse me? You can’t
do that!”

He gives me a flat look.

“I mean, I know you could, but... you
can’t.”

“I’m not going to leave you,” he vehemently
disagrees. “I just woke up from a coma for God’s sake. It’s one
thing to see you off with human strangers who are completely
clueless, but to live with people who know your secret and who
you’ve never even met before? That’s insane.”

“I have met Kevin,” I say
defensively.

He narrows his
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