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What Reviewers Say About Winter Pennington’s
Work

“Winter Pennington’s creative mind is a dark and
gloriously erotic place. …The twists and turns of the plotlines are
written with the ease of an accomplished author, while the balance
of horror and humor is achieved with seemingly effortless skill.
Blood, sex, fury, betrayal, animal instinct, true love…they are as
intrinsically entwined as the lovers within the pages. It may just
be time to go over to the dark side…”—Candia of Inkubus Sukkubus

“Pennington has a wonderful talent at writing
paranormal stories. Unlike many of the recent books in the genre
that have vamps living amongst humans, Darkness
Embraced has the vampire clan living in almost total
isolation. This allows for the focus to be totally on the vampires
and the clan hierarchy, customs and politics. Vampires and sex seem
to go hand in hand and Darkness Embraced
embraces the sexuality and sensuality of the main characters and
takes them to wild, edgy places…”—Just About
Write

“[Witch Wolf] is a nice mix
of urban fantasy with police procedural/murder mystery. If Pam is
your favorite vampire on True Blood, you’re
going to love Lenorre.”―Rainbow Reviews

“It’s a testimony to the strength of Pennington’s
writing skills that readers never lose track of the plot even as
new characters are introduced and others are more fully developed.
What follows is an engrossing read involving vampires, werewolves,
and some very hot, kinky sex and excitement!”—Just
About Write

“Kassandra Lyall is a likeable, sympathetic and
frequently funny heroine, and Pennington sets her up well amongst a
brace of other quirky, intriguing characters. Raven Mask is an entertaining novel—highly recommended
to anyone looking for a sexy, funny, escapist bit of fluff to bury
themselves in for an afternoon.”—The
Lesbrary

“Darkness Embraced is a
sinfully sexy read. Pick up Darkness
Embraced and be enthralled.”—Bibliophilic
Book Blog
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Synopsis

 Preternatural Private
Investigator and Paranormal Huntress Kassandra Lyall is used to
working alone. Whenever there’s a murder or a mystery to solve that
involves the preternatural—she’s the witch they call. When she’s
called in to help the local cops work on a mysterious murder case,
she finds herself needing all the help she can get.

A bloodthirsty werewolf is loose in the city and on a
killing spree.

As if her plate weren’t full enough, a strange
she-wolf seeks Kassandra’s aid, asking her to help find her missing
brother. Kassandra soon learns that the strange she-wolf serves two
masters, and one of those masters has taken quite an interest in
her.

In a world where vampires have charmed their way into
modern society, where werewolves walk the streets with their beasts
disguised by human skin, Kassandra Lyall has a secret of her own to
protect.

She’s one of them.

The First Book in the Kassandra Lyall Preternatural
Investigator Series.
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Chapter One

“I need a gun that leaves a good-sized hole in a
body.” I emphasized the size of the hole I wanted by making a
fist.

Rupert stared at me for several moments and then
burst into laughter. “What in the world would you need a gun like
that for?”

I tapped my foot impatiently against the tiled
floor. “Is asking that sort of question part of your job
description?”

“No, but it makes a man curious.”

If ever there was a weapon—Rupert was your guy. We’d
met when I was still on the force. He’d been working with us as a
bounty hunter. It wasn’t until I got to know him that I found out
he used to be some type of professional assassin. Technically, even
after the years that I’d known him his past was shady. So, to
anyone else, he was a bounty hunter, a weapons genius, and the guy
I got my guns from. I looked up at him and widened my green eyes
pleadingly. Rupert wasn’t built like a bounty hunter; in fact, he
looked more like a computer geek with the dark-rimmed glasses. It
amused me, because he didn’t even need them. I’d know. He’d hunted
with me enough times that I knew he could shoot yards away without
them and still take his target down. It was just another part of
his cover. He thought it made him seem more approachable. I thought
it made him more like a target for bullying.

“Kass, don’t bat your big green eyes at me,” he said
and crossed his arms over his chest. “I know how gay you are.”

“Aww, shucks,” I said. “Come on, Rupe, give me a
good gun. The firestorm isn’t going to protect me from angry
paranorms, and you know it.”

“Being a werewolf doesn’t automatically count as
having an arsenal at your disposal?”

I frowned, but was glad he had kept his voice down.
That was another thing my colleagues didn’t know or need to know.
After a bad accident three years ago I found out I was turning
furry once a month. Oh, the joys of living.

A growl fell from my lips that sounded more animal
than human. I narrowed my eyes at him. “Rupert, don’t bait me.”

The smirk he gave me was sarcastic. “Why not? It’s
so damn easy.”

“Because I can still kick your ass from here to
Nevada.”

“That hasn’t been proven.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of air.
“Will you just find me a gun?”

“Fine, what kind are you thinking?”

“I already told you I need a larger caliber than the
.380.”

“Sawed-off shotgun?”

I stared at him in disbelief. “You’ve actually got
one of those?”

“I’ve got a few of them. They’re loud, obnoxious,
and will definitely discourage any would be super-beastie.”

“They’re also highly illegal. Even with my concealed
weapons license I couldn’t pack that much firepower.”

He shrugged. “You wanted something that would leave
a fist-sized hole. The sawed-off shotgun would do the trick.”

“It would also land my ass in jail,” I retorted.
“Let’s think of something, um, well, legal for a start.”

Rupert leaned over the glass counter looking
thoughtful. I stared at the guns in the case below him.

“Think you’ve got enough Smith and Wesson guns?” I
asked.

“They sell fast,” he said. “There’s a few guns in
there that aren’t Smith and Wesson. The Glock, for one.”

“The Glock doesn’t look bad, but I’m not fond of
plastic and it’s too big for my hands. It’s also what every cop is
carrying.”

I heard more than saw the grin spread across his
face. “Kass, you’re not on the force anymore. I don’t think you
have to worry about that.”

There wasn’t any reason for him to remind me I was
no longer a cop. It was his way of being a pain in the ass since
I’d opened my own business and become a private investigator. I
didn’t have much of a choice. I couldn’t work on the night of the
full moon without my secret getting out. Oh, I’d tried to avoid
quitting…I’d even entertained the thought of telling my boss I’d
joined a coven and had a ritual every full moon.

In law enforcement that wouldn’t slide, so I’d had
to figure something out where I could create my own hours. In the
long run everything had worked out for the best. My old boss still
treated me like I was a member of the team.

I wasn’t always open and honest about practicing
witchcraft. Being a witch doesn’t endow me with any magical powers.
It’s a spiritual belief, similar to Wicca, but not quite. It’s
still an earth-based spirituality, but I don’t follow a specific
tradition. A spell, to me, is like a prayer in action. Granted, I
rarely cast spells, but I still keep up with my studies. I talk to
my old mentor about once a year.

Once I finally came out of the broom closet, my boss
realized he had one person on the team who knew something about the
metaphysical and didn’t believe it was evil and was willing to deal
with cases that most of the other cops wanted absolutely nothing to
do with.

“I still work with the force,” I said, frowning at
him.

“But you’re your own boss now.” The look he gave me
was like that of a proud parent.

“That look.” I shook my head.

“What look?”

“The look on your face…you look…proud or
something.”

“I am proud of you,” he said. His tone was as
serious as I’d ever heard it.

“Why? All I did was become a bitch in more ways than
one.”

“No, you became stronger, faster, and better.”

I looked away from the intensity of his gaze. There
wasn’t a happy medium with Rupert. He was either lighthearted and
funny, or deadly serious. He was rarely this serious.

“You need to stop being so hard on yourself,” he
said.

I looked at him then. “Rupert, if anyone knew, they
would hunt me down and kill me.”

“You don’t know that, Kassandra.”

“Yeah, I do. I’ve seen it.”

He shook his head and dropped the subject. Rupert
didn’t work with the cops intimately enough to know what they do to
animals. I did. I do.

The rule was that if it’s more powerful than you
are—you kill it. It helped that there weren’t any laws protecting
us, though there was a bill being tossed back and forth in the
hands of congress. They just couldn’t make up their minds yet. Did
they really want animals to have legal rights? Would it make the
world a better place if they couldn’t kill us on sight? I didn’t
pay too much attention to it. I hate politics.

I heard him draw in a deep breath.

“I think I’ve got the gun for you.”


Chapter Two

Black is a good color to wear when you don’t want
blood showing up on your clothes. I wear a lot of black for that
reason. If you’ve ever tried removing a dried bloodstain, you know
how difficult it can be, and some clothes are just not salvageable.
On that day three years ago it had saved my life.

When the police showed up at the scene I had to hide
my injuries. If there’s a dead werewolf on the ground and a wounded
officer—what does that tell you? It states exactly what it is—that
the officer was attacked by the lycanthrope and is at a high risk
of turning furry come the next full moon. Of course, that only
happens if the person that was attacked survives the injuries.

It turned out to be a blessing that I’d left my
jacket in the car that night. I’d carefully slid the jacket over my
shoulders to hide the blood that was trickling down my back. With
the leather jacket on, it wasn’t noticeable that my T-shirt was
torn and clinging to my skin like someone had poured a glass of
water on it.

I lied to avoid further questioning, and the EMTs’
attention. I told my fellow cops that the werewolf hadn’t gotten
anywhere near me. I caught her off guard when I shot her.
Technically, when the silver bullet bit into her heart she
had been caught off guard. She was too busy
lapping at the bloody feast of a man below her to pay attention to
me. The second bullet hit home and she collapsed to the ground. It
didn’t kill her, but I didn’t know that until it was too late and I
was too damn close. How did I explain the fact that her neck was
broken? I told them it was a precautionary gesture to make sure she
was well and truly dead.

It had hurt like a bitch when I slid behind the
wheel. The world narrowed down to the pain in my back as the
endorphins began to wear off. I clung to the steering wheel trying
to keep the seat from hitting my back. When I pulled into the
parking lot of Guns Unlimited it was still dark out. The
streetlights were beginning to blur in my vision. I felt blood
seeping onto the band of my jeans, soaking into the cloth and
rubbing against my skin. If I didn’t get help soon I would most
likely die of blood loss. I forced myself out of the car. I
stumbled to the door and inside Rupert’s shop.

“We’re closed,” he said as the bell on the door
jingled, announcing a customer.

I clung to the doorknob, struggling to get enough
breath to speak. “Rupert,” I said, but it fell from my lips,
strangled. My back hit the door as my knees weakened and I bit my
bottom lip to stifle a scream.

The sound made him look up. “I told you we’re…” He
leapt over the counter in a single bound and grabbed hold of my
forearms.

“Kassandra,” he said, “what the hell happened to
you?”

“I need a doctor.” I coughed. “Real fast, real
private.”

He pulled the cell phone out of his pocket and held
it against his shoulder, keeping his arms free to help steady me.
“Let’s get you to the back,” he said. I didn’t ask any questions,
because I knew he knew what I meant. When you’re an ex-assassin you
don’t go to normal doctors. Which is why I’d come to him for help
in the first place. Rupert could keep secrets. He had enough of his
own.

The rest I remember in fragments like some shattered
dream. Rupert hung up the phone. He helped me sit down in a chair.
The pain shot across my ribs like a blow and I hissed. A fainter
pain seared through my left leg.

“Where are you hurt?”

“Back, and leg, maybe,” I said with what little
strength I could muster.

He gently lifted the corner of my jacket to take a
glimpse at my back. “Shit, Kass. You’re bleeding everywhere. I’m
going to go get some towels. The doctor will be here soon.”

When Rupert returned there was a small dark-skinned
man following him. I gave him a look.

“Fast,” I said.

“I told you he’d be here soon.”

“Where is she hurt?” the doctor asked. His voice
held an accent I couldn’t place.

“Her back is torn up and she said her leg might be
hurt.”

The doctor nodded and walked over to me. He dropped
a first aid kit on the floor. “The jacket needs to come off,” he
said. “Put the towels you brought on the table.”

The doctor shone a pen light in my eyes. “Do you
feel faint?”

“I don’t know,” I said, gritting my teeth.

“We must do this quickly, or she’s going to go into
shock. I’m surprised she has not already.”

I heard Rupert snort softly. “The only reason she
hasn’t is because she’s too damn stubborn.”

“Hand me a knife,” the doctor said.

“What?” I asked.

“I must cut the jacket off. If you move more than is
necessary you’re going to lose more blood.”

A moment later and my body jerked with the force of
the fabric being cut. I refused to make another sound and dug my
teeth into my bottom lip again. The doctor pushed the soaked
material out of the way, exposing my back.

“I have to clean the wounds first. This is going to
sting, but until I cleanse them, I cannot see what is going
on.”

I nodded.

The stuff he poured down my back stung and I
couldn’t stifle the small scream that followed. It burned like fire
eating its way inside my skin.

The doctor made a sound. It wasn’t a sound you
wanted to hear from a doctor. There was fear in that sound, fear
and shock. I looked at him. “What is it?”

“What did this to you?”

“Do you really want to know?” I asked.

Rupert stepped away from the table to look at my
back. “I’d like to know,” he said, “because if I’m seeing what the
doctor is seeing, it looks like the wounds are trying to close up
already.”

“I have seen this only once before,” the doctor
said, and the look he gave me was full of a haunted knowledge.
“What did this to you?” he asked again.

I looked at Rupert. He already knew, or had guessed.
How could he not?

“It’ll stay in this room, Kassandra. You said
private.”

“Lycanthrope,” I said.

“That is what I thought,” the doctor said. “Since
the wounds are trying to close already you won’t need stitches. I
will clean them as best as I can, but the rest is up to your
body.”

My heart gave a panicked leap. “What do you mean up
to my body?” I asked.

“You either live through the change or you die
during it. However, since you are already beginning to heal—it
looks like your body has decided the path it wishes to take.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” My voice was
soft and not quite real.

He ignored me and turned to Rupert. “It’s only going
to get worse from here.”

Rupert nodded. “Tell me.”

“She’s already slipping into a fever.” The doctor’s
voice grew distant as if I was hearing him from the other end of a
tunnel. I felt my body relax and the chair slide out from under me.
The dimness around my vision swallowed me whole and the last thing
I remember was hitting the floor.

 


*

 


I rolled over and opened my eyes. The room was dark.
I sat up in the bed, pushing the hair out of my face. I froze when
I heard a soft noise. Snoring? I looked to the corner of the room
where the sound came from. There was a darkened silhouette of a
person lying back in a chair. I tried to make out the rest of the
shadows in the room. It looked like my bedroom. I leaned over and
reached for the lamp beside the bed. Sure enough, it was there.

Light flooded the room and the man in the chair
jumped up. He’d had a gun in his lap and was now holding it up. The
man looked at me, a look of relief passing over his face.

“You’re awake,” he said.

“Who are you?” I let the demand slip into my tone.
He was, after all, in my bedroom.

“A friend of Rupert’s. He told me to keep an eye on
you while he was away.” He shoved the gun down the back of his
pants and sat down in the armchair someone had pulled into the
corner.

“Where is he?”

“He’s at work right now. He should be back here in
an hour or so.” I watched as his eyes dropped below my chin. I
looked down and realized I was only wearing a bra and panties. I
grabbed the blanket and jerked it up over my chest.

“Get out so I can get dressed.” I jerked my chin in
the direction of the door.

The man stood and stretched with his arms above his
shoulders. I arched a darkened brow. The dark blue tank top he wore
left his arms bare. It was obvious he worked out by the bulk of
muscles he flexed while stretching. The jeans he wore were faded
and torn at the knees. I looked up at his face. It was more boyish
than I thought it had been. The desperate need to shave had made
him look older. His unruly blond hair fell in front of his eyes as
he looked shyly at his own feet. I rolled my eyes.

“Can your shit and get out of my room,” I said.

He looked up at me, either pretending to be shocked,
or maybe really shocked, that I didn’t buy into his little act.
“What?”

“You heard me. I want to get dressed, and I don’t
want an audience.” I gave him an expectant look.

“All right,” he said, “I’ll be in the living
room.”

He walked out of the room, shutting the bedroom door
behind him. I rolled out of bed and walked over to my closet. I put
on a pair of black lounge pants and dug a red tank top out of the
top drawer of my dresser. I grabbed the gray flannel that hung on
the closet door and put it on.

There were lights on in the house when I walked into
the kitchen. I listened.

“Yeah, she’s awake,” the guy said.

“Good. Tell her I’ll be there in a few minutes. I’m
locking the shop up now.”

“I’ll tell her, but she’s not very friendly,” he
said.

I heard Rupert’s laugh. “She’s always that way at
first.”

I quietly stepped into the living room when the boy
hung up his cell phone.

“He’s right, you know.”

The kid jumped and turned. “Sweet Jesus. You scared
the shit out of me.”

I gave him an empty look. “You should pay more
attention to your surroundings.”

“I pay plenty attention to my surroundings.”

“Which is why you were asleep when I woke up?” I
asked, tilting my head to one side.

“I was bored and figured I’d get a little shut-eye.”
He plopped down on the black leather couch.

“I’m guessing Rupert hired you as a sort of
bodyguard?”

“Yeah…”

“You need more practice,” I said blandly. “Next time
remember that you’re supposed to be guarding someone’s body, not
ogling at it.”

He looked up and I knew he’d been looking at me
again. “Huh?”

“My point exactly.”

When Rupert knocked on the door, I allowed the kid
to get it. I sat at the kitchen table drinking a mug of coffee.

“You look like you’re feeling better,” he said.

“I am. Though I’m curious to know—how long I was
out?”

“Three days,” he said and sat down across the table
from me.

“Shit. What about work?”

“They called when I was here. I told them you had
the flu and were up all night vomiting. You should call them in the
morning and let them know you’re feeling better.”

“Thank you.”

“How’s your back doing?” he asked.

“It feels better, but I haven’t seen it yet.”

“The wounds had already closed up by the time I got
you here.” He leaned back in his seat. “The wounds on your thigh
were only scratches…nothing to worry about.”

Nothing to worry about, I
thought. Yeah, right.


Chapter Three

The phone rang, drawing me out of my memories. I put
the mug of coffee down on my desk and leaned over to grab it.

“Lyall Preternatural Investigations,” I said in the
best courtesy voice I could muster.

“Heya, Kass. How’s it going?” It was Arthur’s
cheerful voice leaking over the line.

I frowned. “It’s going. What do you want?”

“Is that any way to talk to an ol’ buddy ol’ pal?”
he asked and tsked softly. “Why do you always think I want
something?”

“You never call me just to talk. There’s always a
string attached. So, go ahead and tell me what the catch is. What’s
going on?” I picked up a pencil and began tapping the eraser
rhythmically on my mug.

“Harsh,” he said, pretending I’d wounded his pride.
“We need you to come out and take a look at something.”

I took in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. I
looked at the large calendar on my desk.

“Shit,” I said out loud.

“What?” he asked.

“You’re in luck.” My voice was flat. “There’s
nothing written on my calendar to help me get out of this. Tell me
what happened, and why exactly I need to come out and take a look
at it. You know, just because you guys treat me like I’m still a
member of the team doesn’t mean I am, Arthur. I’ve got my own
business now,” I reminded him.

He laughed. “You tell me that every time I call
you.”

“Then perhaps you should stop calling me?”

“You break my little heart,” he said, and I rolled
my eyes but didn’t say anything. “Trust me, you’ll want to take a
look at this. They’re keeping everything on the down low, but no
one can decide what the hell murdered a man like this…” He sighed.
“It’s gruesome, Kass. I hope you haven’t had lunch.”

“Oh goody, a gruesome murder mystery.” I mocked
being thrilled. “You know I run strictly on coffee until around
five or so.”

Ignoring my sarcasm, he asked, “Will you come take a
look?”

“Tell me where it is.” I turned the pencil around
and dug through my desk for a Post-it pad.

Arthur gave me the address. “Good Lady,” I said,
“the boonies? It’ll take me forty minutes alone to get out
there.”

“I know, but we need you to take a look at
this.”

“Why, exactly?”

“I told you…No one has figured out what did this.
We’ve got people running around talking about a bear. We need your
preternatural expertise,” he said making it sound oh so important
by emphasizing the word “expertise.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes again. “How does
one get a bear killing and preternatural in the same sentence?” I
asked. “Especially since bears are not native to Oklahoma.”

“Exactly,” he said. “So, yea or nay?”

“Yea,” I said, “I’m leaving the office now.”

I hung up without saying good-bye.

On my way out I stopped to do one of those little
girly checks in front of the mirror that hung on the wall by my
office door. I tucked the streak of white in my long black hair
behind my right ear, tucking the long side-swept bangs with it.
Unlike most side-swept bangs, mine were long enough that they swept
across my face and past my chin. In my profession, it’s a must that
I can keep my hair out of my face. The white streak, on the other
hand, wasn’t bleached. It had begun showing up gradually after
every shift I’d made into wolf form. Ironically, it was the same
color as my fur.

If someone asked me what the change was like, the
melding of my human thoughts with those of the wolf and the sharing
of my body with her, I would tell them it was beyond frightening.
The first shift I ever experienced, I’d gone under alone, locking
myself in the bathroom of my apartment on the night of the full
moon. It was that night that I knew without a doubt that I was no
longer human.

It was the first battle the wolf and I had. She
ripped from my flesh as if she were tearing me apart. I’d passed
out from the pain of it and when I came to on the bathroom floor it
was morning. All I can remember are snatches, bits of memory, and
my utter determination to stay on that bathroom floor.

I’d fought the wolf and won the first few times, but
always at the price of my consciousness. I cannot remember if it
was my third or fourth shift that I finally decided to try and work
with the wolf. The cravings were too strong and lingering just a
bit longer after each shift. So I drove out to the country hours
before the full moon rose to hunt in a woodland area an hour away
from my apartment.

And hunt we did. It was beautiful and tragic. The
earth and moon and stars were my mother, were a part of me. I’d
taken down a deer that night, running wildly, teeth gnashing.

If I think about it hard enough I can still feel the
creature’s pulse thumping slowly against my tongue as it died. I
wasn’t used to it and I didn’t know if a part of me would ever get
used to it, but I had to learn to live so that it didn’t kill us
both.

I stopped reflecting on my change and looked in the
mirror. I had to admit—I looked pretty damn harmless. Of course,
the shoulder holster and Mark III over my red blouse looked
anything but harmless. I could see what most people saw: a petite
woman with a heart-shaped face. The dark kohl looked good with my
pale skin and green eyes. It helped to bring out the specks of gold
around my pupils. I was the only person in my family who had black
hair and green eyes. The rest of my family had brown hair and blue
eyes. On my mother’s side our ancestry went back to Ireland, and on
my father’s, England. I was the weird wolf in the family. My high
school history teacher had used the term “Black Irish” to describe
it, whatever that meant.

I grabbed the black pea coat from the back of my
chair and shrugged into it. Once the jacket went on over the Mark
III, no one would know I was carrying. I was going to see a crime
scene. Yippee. I tossed the messenger bag over my shoulder and
walked out of the office, silently cursing myself for wearing high
heels. Three-inch heels and a crime scene are a disaster waiting to
happen.

“June, I’ve got to go take a look at something for
the cops. Can you manage locking the shop up by yourself if I’m not
back by then?” I asked my secretary.

She pushed the gray tresses out of her eyes. “Will
do,” she said, “but I don’t want this becoming a ritual.” She
looked down at the paperwork she was filing through.

I smirked even though she couldn’t see it. June
could be a little demanding at times, and an outsider might think
she ran the place, by the way she talked to me. I’d come to realize
she looked at me like one of her grandchildren. I liked having her
in the office, because not only would she not take my shit—she
wouldn’t take anyone else’s.

I walked across the street and spotted the solid
black paint of my Tiburon. I slapped the sticky note with the
directions on it on the dash and threw my bag on the floor in front
of the other seat. When I turned the key in the ignition the gentle
sounds of Within Temptation’s “Mother Earth” drowned out the soft
hum of the car.

 


*

 


Everyone had been standing around twiddling his or
her thumbs. It seemed they’d already looked at the body.
That figures. I ducked under the tape as
Arthur spotted me and approached. He led me through the mass of
uniforms and to the body.

I knelt carefully, holding my hands out for the pair
of latex gloves he offered. There wasn’t much of a body left of
this…thing. I had to call it a thing, or a body, because in my mind
it wasn’t a man anymore. It was a mutilated corpse.

The torso was barely connected to the rest of its
body, hanging on by ribbons of flesh like the torn wrapping paper
of a present that someone had opened a little too eagerly. White
hipbones tipped with blood glinted in the afternoon sun. The ground
was soaked with blood and other fluids. The stench caught in the
back of my throat and I resisted the urge to cough.

“What body parts are missing?” I asked as Arthur
knelt down beside me. I leaned over the torso and carefully
examined the wounds there. The body’s hips had claw marks engraved
in them. I tried not to focus on the hollowed insides of the torso
below me. The smell of blood and death made my stomach lurch.

“We found the arm over there.” Arthur pointed
farther into the woods that surrounded us. “And as you can see,
there’s nothing left of his intestines.” He sounded like he was
going to be sick. The human part of me agreed with him.

I took in a deep breath of air. It was a mistake
this close to the body. I froze and tried to hold the pacing wolf
inside me down. If I went apeshit at a crime scene I was not
getting a Scooby Snack. The entire body was such a mess of red gore
that all I could smell was blood. It flooded my senses and called
to the beast inside me. I resisted the urge to roll around in it,
to claim it as my territory, my blood, my kill. It wasn’t my kill,
and that just wouldn’t look good, would it? I stifled a giggle at
the ridiculousness of my thoughts.

Lesson number one: You don’t giggle at a crime
scene. It makes everyone else think you’ve lost your mind.

I closed my eyes as the scent of blood mingled with
something else. Another smell hit my nostrils, something sour and
acrid. “Werewolf,” I said as I moved around the body, pretending to
examine it as I sniffed out the area around it. It wasn’t just the
scattered pieces of human flesh strewn across the dying grass that
made me say that. I stopped with the tree behind me. Turning, I
pretended to cough. The movement put my face toward the tree, and I
sniffed. There was a scent on the tree next to the body. The
werewolf had marked the tree. Which meant that yes, he’d piddled
all over the damn thing. How did I know it was male? Female urine
does not smell that bad, and most females don’t feel an urge to
piss on everything.

I felt the beast pacing in her fleshy cage, nuzzling
at the surface as the tide of anger rose within me. I stood too
quickly and stumbled away from the body. It wouldn’t be an unusual
sight. A lot of people stumble away after seeing a dead body, and
usually vomit. I had good control over the beast, but when she
lurked this close to the surface—I knew better. She whispered
not-so-nice things. Okay, not-so-human things. I wouldn’t let
myself touch the blood. That was too much temptation. In fact
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