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For five centuries, Lily Avergne has hunted and
destroyed preternatural creatures that prey on the unwary and the
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Danger is her constant companion, and to keep her own secret safe,
she dares not love another. Until now. Jayne Quarles takes her by
surprise and touches her heart in a way no one has been able to do
in five hundred years. Suddenly, what she fears the most may come
to pass. The hunter becomes the hunted, and the love so newly
discovered may be lost before it has a chance to bloom.


Praise for Sheri Lewis Wohl

Scarlet Revenge

“Vampire stories have been written by hundreds of
authors, but this is probably one of the few times that you will
actually see one who works at the Library of Congress…With the
setting of the story, it almost gives the feel of National
Treasure meets paranormal.”—American Library Association’s
GLBT Round Table

Vermilion Justice

“It’s probably impossible to read this book and not
come across a character who reminds you of someone you actually
know. Wohl takes something as fictional as vampires and makes them
feel real. Highly recommended.”—American Library Association’s
GLBT Round Table

Necromantia

“This is one of the most sensational and thrilling
books I have read in a long time. From the stirring opening scenes
to the dramatic and exhilarating conclusion, this novel keeps the
reader completely engrossed.”—Inked Rainbow Reviews


She Wolf

© 2017 By Sheri Lewis Wohl. All Rights Reserved.

 


ISBN 13: 978-1-62639-742-2

 


This electronic book is published by

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.,

New York, USA

 


First Edition: January 2017

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places,
and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are
used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.

 


This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in
any form without permission.

 


Credits

Editor: Shelley Thrasher

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design by Melody Pond


By the Author

Crimson Vengeance

Burgundy Betrayal

Scarlet Revenge

Vermilion Justice

Twisted Echoes

Twisted Whispers

Twisted Screams

Necromantia

She Wolf


Through pride we are ever

deceiving ourselves.

But deep down below the surface

of the average conscience

a still, small voice says to us,

something is out of tune.

—Carl Jung


Prologue

Danzig, 1588

 


Snow was falling outside the window of Lily’s
bedchamber, making the world appear shadowy and white. It had
arrived early this year, though she wondered if it came as an omen
to what was to happen on the morrow. She was no different from her
sisters or any other young woman of her class. That she felt like a
woman drowning in the waters of the swiftly flowing river just
beyond the forest trees was of no matter. It was to be done, and
her heart was of no concern.

The young lord her father had chosen for her was as
brutish as he was ugly. At least her sister, Sophia, had been
blessed by God with a kind and handsome man who truly seemed to
love her. How Lily longed for a match of the heart.

It could not be, for any nobleman her father chose
her would fail to capture her heart. She would never find love, and
she would always be an empty vessel. It was the way for those like
her. It was not spoken of her kind and would not ever pass her
lips. Only in her thoughts could she find solace. Only in her
dreams would the touch she longed for come to her.

Soft hands, tender lips, and rounded flesh. Just the
thought made her heart race. Fulfillment of that desire was not to
be. Not for her. It was to be a hard hand and muscled flesh that
took what she had guarded so carefully. Mother had sternly
instructed her in the duties expected of a wife, and she knew of
what awaited once her hand was joined with that of her husband.
What details Mother thought too delicate to voice were shared by
her sisters. They did not fill her head with pretty words and
matrimonial joy. They used words of truth and brutal honesty. They
tried to ready her and, in doing so, to protect her. She shivered
at the thought of what she would be forced to endure and reminded
herself to do as she must. Her family would not be shamed. Not by
her.

Aldrich Adelmene was coarse and dreadful, but he was
of noble blood and his family one of great wealth and standing. He
was as powerful and well respected as he was crude and repulsive.
All applauded the match between the great beauty and the great
warrior. She would want for nothing, except for the love of the one
she really desired.

As if bidden by the mere thought of her, Alexia
floated into her room, followed by Taria. The very sight of Alexia
made her breath catch in her throat. In her best gown of dark blue
festooned with a string of pearls at her neck, Alexia was the most
beautiful woman Lily had ever seen. It took effort not to rush
forward and pull her into her arms. To kiss her as though her life
was in peril, which, indeed, it felt as though it was.

It would not do to act upon her desire. Alexia had
no idea how Lily felt about her, and she would keep her secret
until her dying day. It was not proper, not in their world, and
Alexia herself was bound to a nobleman by the contract made between
her father and yet another groom’s family. It was simply the way of
the society into which they were born. Within a month of her own
wedding, Alexia too would be the wife of a soon-to-be king and far
away from the mountains and the forests of the lands where they had
grown to the bloom of womanhood. When that day arrived, she would
be helpless to stop the storm of tears that would befall her. Her
heart was breaking a little more with each passing day.

Taria, unlike Alexia, was plain and almost man-like
in her movements. She was as unexceptional as Alexia was
exceptional. Despite their physical differences, they were all as
close as if they were blood sisters. The three of them had grown up
together, their families living within a horse-ride of each other.
While Lily and Alexia were soon to be married, Taria’s hand in
marriage had not yet been sworn. Perhaps it was that she was so
plain and so often failed to act like the lady she was raised to
be. Lily had lost count of the times she had witnessed her dear
friend acting contrary. Growing up, Taria could be found in
sword-play with her brothers more often than in the manor house
learning the ways of a lady. Her unbecoming behavior did not appear
to alarm her family. Rather, they smiled and encouraged her willful
ways. Lily often envied her powerful will. She just was not strong
enough to defy her father and mother. She did as she was told.
Always.

She turned and tried to give her friends the
brightest smile she could summon forth. It was very hard for she
did not feel gay or happy. What she most dearly wanted to do was to
run away and be lost in the forest beyond. There she could dream of
the freedom that would be denied to her.

Alexia came into the room, her gown sweeping, and
gave Lily a kiss on the cheek. “You look so pale, my dearest. You
must have some color when you join with your husband. He must
witness the full glory of your beauty in order that he understand
how he must cherish you.”

Taria shook her head as she stomped in behind
Alexia. Her gown was simple and dark, with very little adornment.
Likewise, her hair was in a single braid and hanging down her back.
Lily would have needed to run like the wind from her own home in
order to be able to present herself looking so, for her father and
mother would not have allowed her to be out in such disarray. Once
more she envied Taria’s freedom to be the woman she wished to be.
How she would love to shed this heavy ornate gown and to pull every
pin from the hair piled on top of her head. She would give anything
to toss aside the heavy necklace at her throat, a wedding gift from
Aldrich, and run with abandon.

Taria snorted. “She looks very well, Alexia, and why
does she have to be primped for this man? What difference will it
make if we put another pearl in her hair or add another gold chain
around her neck? Her father has already sold her to the swine. The
bargain has been sealed.”

“Taria!” Alexia put her hand on her hips and stared
at her in disapproval. “You must not speak of her father in that
way. Someone might hear you. Must you always be so contrary?”

Lily sat on the edge of her bed and sighed. Her head
felt heavy from the burden of her braided and jeweled hair. “Let
her be, Alexia. It matters not, and if we are to speak true, she is
correct. I have been sold to the highest bidder.” She shivered at
the thought of what awaited her on the morrow, and tears pooled in
her eyes.

“See,” Taria huffed. “I speak true. You, Alexia, my
fine, pretty lady, are the one who does not. You live in the fairy
tales our nursemaids told us when we were but babes. I do not live
in that world of dreams and make-believe. I am here with my friend
in the world of what truly is.”

“Stop.” Lily put her hands to her ears and tried not
to let her tears spill. It was a difficult time, and she did not
wish for it to become even more difficult. She longed only to spend
a few hours with her lifelong friends before leaving her home
forever. To walk out of the doors of her childhood home remembering
how it was when they were young and carefree.

Taria and Alexia looked at each other. Taria spoke
first as she kneeled before Lily and put her hands on her face. “My
apologies, dearest Lily. I did not mean to cause you pain. My heart
is hurting at the thought of you leaving with that oaf…that man…and
my sorrow falls to you and Alexia. It is not proper and I beg your
forgiveness. I only long for tomorrow to never come and for the
three of us to be together forever just as we always have
been.”

Alexia looked sad, tears forming in her beautiful
eyes. “It is true. Our lives will change when the sun rises again,
and we will never be the same. We always knew the day would come,
and now it has.”

Lily sighed and for a moment closed her eyes. She
did not want to give in to sobs, for it would be of no help. Slowly
she opened her eyes and stared at her friends, their faces so
beloved. “Indeed it has, my sisters of the heart.” How she wished
she could sit here forever with the fire blazing and her two finest
friends at her side.

“I have something for both of you,” Alexia said, a
light returning to her eyes. “Hold out your hands.”

Lily and Taria both did as Alexia instructed. They
always did as she told them. Though they were of the same age, it
always seemed as though Alexia were the eldest. Their hands held
out with palms up, Alexia pulled a small velvet pouch from her
beaded bag. From it she produced three necklaces made of finely
crafted gold links and sparkling rubies. She put one in each of
their palms and continued to hold the third one in her hand.

“Our fathers and mothers may not be the same, but we
are blood sisters just as though we shared blood,” she told them.
“These rubies will forever seal our pact as sisters. We may be
taken away to far-off lands to live with men we do not love, but we
will have these rubies to remind us that we will always be in each
other’s hearts.”

Lily’s tears could no longer be held back. She put
her arms around her two dearest friends and held on tight. They
both returned the embrace, and Taria, tough, boy-like Taria, kissed
away her tears.

When it was time for them to leave, Lily kissed
Taria on the cheek. Her embrace of Alexia went on a breath too
long, and she knew it. If Alexia looked at her questioningly when
she released her and stepped back, she paid it no mind. Her heart
was breaking when the one she wished to spend her life with walked
out of her chambers for the very last time.

Later that evening, Lily stood alone at the window
of her bedchamber staring out into the night. A full moon rose
high, and its bright golden light spilled over the beautiful
snow-covered land. She wondered how a place so lovely could feel so
much like the donjon of Rheinfels Castle. In the distance, the howl
of a wolf cut through the night air. At least the wolf could run
with abandon. She envied him.

Her room felt stifling and so she opened the window,
though she knew her mother would disapprove. It allowed far too
much cold air into her chambers, and Mother did not want her
beautiful daughter to fall ill. At least not until after the
wedding. After she and Aldrich became man and wife, her mother
would be free to turn her full attention to Lily’s brothers. They
were the true children of her mother’s heart. She was, and always
had been, a burden to the cold woman who gave birth to her.

Resting her palms against the stone windowsill, she
leaned out and breathed in the cold, fresh air. It smelled
wonderful, and she closed her eyes to let it all wash over her. It
brought her a moment of peace, and for that she was grateful. She
heard the movement only a moment before she felt teeth against the
fine skin of her neck. Roughly she was yanked from the window, and
before she knew what was happening to her, she was tumbling through
the air, falling down as the ground rushed up. She hit with a
painful thump, the snow icy against her back and soaking through
the thin cotton of her nightgown. She wanted to jump up and run,
but she could not. Her arms and legs did not seem to want to obey
her. The wolf that stood over her still body stared at her with
eyes that somehow seemed familiar to Lily, though she could not
imagine how that could be. As her vision began to fade to black,
she wondered why her neck felt so warm and wet.


Chapter One

Colville, Washington, present day

 


Lily stood alongside the highway with her cell phone
pressed to her ear. An amazing amount of traffic passed by, and
considering where she was, she found it interesting. The breeze
stirred up by the highway traffic whipped her hair around her face.
She used one hand to hold it back. “You’re sure this is where the
problem is?” It really was hard to believe there was a
preternatural issue clear out here that required her area of
expertise. Of course, just as the volume of traffic coming this far
out of the way surprised her, the preternatural activity did
too.

On the other end of the call, her handler, Senn
Heiserman, was halfway across the world sitting in his nice warm
office and his nice comfortable chair. Undoubtedly he was scanning
the graphs and reports his supercomputer generated on a daily
basis. “Yes, our reports have been verified. You need to connect
with the sheriff. What’s her name?” She could hear the click of the
keys on his keyboard. Just as she suspected, he was one with his
computer. Some things were very consistent. “Oh yes, here it is,
Jayne Quarles.”

The name didn’t mean anything to her. “Is she a
friendly?” The long trip out here had made her weary, and she
wasn’t up to explanations or political correctness. Frankly, she
didn’t think she was up to this trip at all. Lately she’d been
grumpy and discontented. Not shocking, considering how many years
she’d been playing this game. It was way past time for a vacation.
A really long vacation. She was going to have a heart-to-heart with
Senn as soon as she was done here, and she was going to take, as
they liked to say these days, some “me” time.

If Senn had any clue as to her current mood, he
didn’t let on. He continued talking without a pause. “I told you
before you left, she’s not 210-friendly. It won’t be the first time
you’ve had to deal with this, so stop stalling and get to work. I
know you’re not thrilled to be there, but the quicker you get on
it, the quicker you can get back home.”

Easy for him to say. He hadn’t been out in the field
in eons. Quite the opposite for her. She’d been out in the field
for years. A lot of years. “Have you seen this place?”

The keys were clicking again. “Can’t say I’ve ever
been to Colville. Eastern Washington isn’t a place I’ve visited, so
no.”

Hunted is what he really meant. Like her, Senn had
traveled to hunt, not to vacation. Holiday was not something
hunters like her or Senn ever had the time to enjoy. Except his
decision to be the brains of the organization was a lot closer to
time off than what she got. “Like you ever leave your little
fortress. Give me a break.”

It was true; Senn rarely ever left the sanctuary of
his three-hundred-year-old home in Gydnia, Poland, any longer.
Granted, it was a beautiful old house on the edge of the Baltic Sea
that began its life as a humble little village dwelling in 1789 and
eventually evolved into the impressive manor house it was today,
but the man needed to get out more than he did. Ever since he’d
returned from his last hunt in Quebec he seemed to isolate himself
a little more every year. Something had happened there that so far
he’d been unwilling to talk about. Whether he realized it or not,
she was here for him and would do what she could to heal whatever
wound had opened in Canada. He was like a father to her, the only
one she’d had in five centuries. She’d always have his back.

That was why if she had to be out here kicking ass,
he could haul his butt out once in a while too. Once he would have
been right next to her, and she missed those days. Truth was she
felt alone these days, or was it lonely?

“I get out.” To her ears, his protest sounded like a
pretty weak effort.

The wise thing to do would be to let it go. Then
again, when had she ever let anything go? That wasn’t her style.
“When was the last time, Senn? When have you packed your bag and
hunted? I’m traveling all over the world, and I could use some
support of the Senn variety.”

The clicking stopped and she could almost see his
hands pause as they hovered over the keyboard. His head would be
up, and he’d be staring out the big window that looked over the
great expanse of grass outside. His beautiful green eyes would be
focused on some faraway spot. After a moment of silence, he said,
“We are not talking about me right now, Lily. We need to focus on
the mission.”

The expected response made her smile, and though she
would like to continue screwing with him, he had a point. She
didn’t need to stand here on the side of the highway arguing about
his growing agoraphobia. It wasn’t going to change today, and he
wasn’t going to meet her here in the Pacific Northwest so they
could hunt together. She was on her own, and her jabs weren’t going
to make any difference.

Besides, the truth was, there appeared to be a
werewolf running amok up here in the mountains of eastern
Washington, and she was here to stop it. It was what she did. It
was what she’d been doing for almost five hundred years. She was
good at hunting anything of preternatural ilk: vampires, gargoyles,
witches, warlocks, and werewolves. Especially werewolves.

As the old saying went, takes one to know one.

*

Kyle Miller gripped the steering wheel and stared
through the fog. This stretch of I-90 was a big pain in the ass, as
it were. Though in pea-soup-thick fog it was more than a pain; it
was a nightmare. Four hours ago, he’d hit Seattle after driving up
from San Luis Obispo. That part of the trip had been awesome. The
weather was great, and at the end of the rainbow, Ava had been
waiting for him. She’d taken a cross-country flight from New Haven
to Seattle, and he’d picked her up at the Seattle / Tacoma airport,
known as SeaTac to the locals. Seeing her face as he pulled through
the traffic and up to the curb had made his heart pound.

He was always up for a hunt. A hunt with Ava was the
best. The powers that be didn’t have to ask him more than once,
even though it was about a nineteen-hour drive just to pick her up
and then another six hours, give or take, to get where they needed
to be. That was okay. He’d have driven across country to New Haven,
if need be, just to pick up Ava. Now they were heading from western
Washington to the small northeast Washington town of Colville. It
would be his first trip here, though not the first time in the
area. He had family in Spokane and had been there many times.

This stretch of freeway that went by the rural
farming community of Ritzville was flat and, in his opinion, boring
even under the best of circumstances. It was no reflection on the
area. It could be pretty impressive when the crops were ripe and
the wheat fields were swaying in the wind like a massive golden
ocean. No, it was more that his tastes ran toward ocean views and
warm breezes. He loved the smell of salt water, the sight of
sailboats putting out to sea, and the feel of the ocean spray on
his face. He felt alive and grounded when his feet were covered in
damp sand and the sun was warm on his skin. Up this way, it was
flat farmland and four seasons. Nice place to visit but he wouldn’t
want to live here.

This afternoon, shrouded in thick fog, the drive
across the state was killing him. They’d made it over Snoqualmie
Pass in the daylight, and that was good. Gassed up in Ellensburg
just to be able to stretch their legs and grab a couple coffees. It
was always a stirring sight coming down the final few miles of the
Vantage hill and setting eyes on the massive Columbia River. It
didn’t fail him today either, except that bit of excitement had
been over an hour ago. Now it was just mile after mile of
flatlands. The most interesting part was the little signs on the
fences describing the type of crop growing in each field. Damn, he
was ready to get out of the car, except they still had a couple
hours of driving before they hit Colville.

While it was true he might be sick and tired of
being cooped up in the car, he wasn’t sick and tired of his present
company. He glanced over at Ava and couldn’t keep the smile from
his face. She was asleep, her head resting against the folded
jacket shoved between the window and the back of the passenger
seat. Her flight out of New Haven had been at the inhuman hour of
six in the morning, which would have made it three here on the West
Coast. Understandably she was exhausted. It didn’t bother him to
drive in silence. Time with Ava was good time as far as he was
concerned, regardless of whether she was awake or asleep.

A fool he wasn’t, and it hadn’t taken a whole lot of
brains cells to figure out he was in love with her. Seriously,
though, who wouldn’t fall in love with Ava? She was smart,
beautiful, strong, and coolest of all, a witch. If he didn’t know
better he might believe she’d used her powers to cast a love spell
on him. She didn’t, and his feelings were the good old-fashioned
kind that required no assistance whatsoever. As far as he knew, she
wasn’t aware of the depth of his feelings, and that was probably
just as well, at least for the time being. He wasn’t quite ready to
’fess up to the true nature of them. Not quite yet anyway. It was
enough to be Jägers with her and to be sent out on a mission
together.

When the Jägers recruited him it was like finding a
home at last. Being a necromancer, even in the somewhat enlightened
society they now lived in, wasn’t exactly popular. On those rare
occasions when people discovered what he could do, ultimately they
turned out to be afraid of him or, if he was being honest, more
like terrified of him. On some level, they could handle the idea
that in their world existed werewolves and vampires, but somebody
who could raise the dead creeped them out. More than once he
thought about joining the dead he could so easily raise. Being
different was okay. Being his kind of different was, at times, a
burden.

At least until he met the Jägers. Four years two
hundred and thirty-seven days ago, and not once since had he
considered bailing on his odd life. For the first time in his
thirty-one years he felt useful and, more important, necessary. As
he struggled to come to grips with being the guy who reached across
the barrier separating the living from the dead, it never occurred
to him that there would actually be a place for him in either
world. Yet here he was, trained, tough, and, dare he say it, cool.
He was a preternatural ninja hunter straight out of an awesome
graphic novel. It didn’t get much cooler than that.

He held on to that thought as he worked to stay
nonchalant during their drive toward the meeting in Colville. It
was hard to do, being this close to Ava. He’d met her on his first
field mission and was a goner right then and there. He didn’t even
know witches were real until he met her. Then again, most people
didn’t realize necromancers really existed either, so he figured
that made them about even. She was more than just a witch, though;
she was a hereditary witch. At first he didn’t even know what that
meant or why it was important. He might have been born a
necromancer but he was like most people, oblivious to the reality
of the other preternatural beings that walked through the world
blending in with the majority who were plain old human. He learned
that, like him, Ava was born to what she was. It made her one of
the strong and powerful ones. It made her extraordinary. She was an
awesome partner when it came to fighting the creatures of the night
that didn’t want to share the world with humans but rather rule the
universe and destroy the humans. It was their job to stop them and
to keep the peaceful balance between preternatural and human.

That’s what it appeared they were up against now,
something that was trying to upset the balance. He was excited that
once again he was paired with Ava. The minute he got the call and
found out who he was to pick up at SeaTac, he was off and racing
north like he was running from the law.

The excitement he felt wasn’t solely because he was
being paired with Ava. It was to be his first werewolf hunt and his
first hunt with the legendary Lily Avergne. Everyone in the Jägers
knew about Lily, the sixteenth-century Prussian noblewoman attacked
by a werewolf on the eve of her spectacular wedding. She was
seventeen years old on the night she was attacked, and word had it
that in the almost five centuries since, she still didn’t look much
older than thirty. Man, he wished he had some of that juju. Or not.
It was weird enough to be a guy who could raise the dead. Being a
five-hundred-year-old werewolf just might be even weirder. Just the
same, he wouldn’t mind staying young and buff for a couple of
centuries.

“Where are we?” a sleepy Ava asked. She sat up and
ran both hands through her hair. It was a long, tangled auburn mess
and absolutely gorgeous. He had the urge to reach over and run his
hands through it as well. He kept them firmly on the steering
wheel.

“We just passed Sprague Lake.” A few miles east of
Ritzville, Sprague Lake popped up seemingly out of nowhere, the
long body of water with the unique housing-free shorelines. Every
time he drove past the lake he wondered why it was still as nature
made it, and someday he was going to take the time to find out. Not
this day, however. He was pressing on. The lake was a sign they
weren’t too far away from Spokane.

She squinted, cupped her hands around her eyes, and
stared out the side window. “How can you tell? The fog is so thick
I can’t see much of anything.”

It was true that the fog wasn’t giving up its hold.
All around them stretched a blanket of misty white. He recognized
the stretch of road even if the lake was hard to make out in the
shroud created by the fog. After his time in the Jägers, he looked
at everything a little differently and wondered as he continued
driving down the freeway if this was fog or something more
sinister. He was hoping for the former.

“It’s over to your right,” he told her.

“If you say so.” She dropped her hands and leaned
her head against the headrest. “I still can’t make out much in this
soup.”

As he passed the rest stop at the top of the hill
outside the small town of Sprague, it meant they were less than an
hour from Spokane and, he hoped, less than an hour from clear
skies. It was going to get dark before they made it to Colville,
and he’d prefer to drive that stretch in as much daylight as
possible. Without the fog wouldn’t be unwelcome either.

Silence fell again, and as he focused on the freeway
stretching out ahead of him in the fog, he thought about what
awaited them up north. He glanced over at Ava and asked, “Have you
ever worked with her before?” Being one of the newer Jägers
recruits, Ava had him by a couple of years so there was a chance
she’d been on a team with her. Despite his preoccupation with Ava,
the closer they came to their destination, the more curious he got
about the renowned Lily. If even a fraction of what he’d heard
about her was true, he was in for the hunt of his life, and he
couldn’t wait.

Ava glanced over at him and smiled. “Yes, once. We
tracked down a wereleopard in West Africa. It was my first
experience with a wereleopard and my first time meeting Lily.
You’ll like her, Kyle. She’s pretty intense and pretty amazing. I
learned a lot from her during that trip.”

It was just as he suspected. They weren’t like other
people, not a single one of them. If they were, the Jägers wouldn’t
need them and surely wouldn’t scour the globe recruiting them for
their unique talents. Not only did they all possess something that
set them apart from the rest of the world, but also they saw things
that defied rational explanation. Without already possessing their
very special traits, it would be difficult, if not impossible, to
make sense of the beings they searched for. Someone who had been at
this as long as Lily had to be incredible to watch. He was pretty
excited to get a shot at working with and learning from the best.
“That’s what I thought. Pretty good-looking too, or that’s what I
hear.” Now why on earth would he say that? Jesus. Nothing like
sounding like a male chauvinist.

Ava was shaking her head, a small smile on her face.
“She is beautiful, no question there. Don’t get any ideas. From
what I hear, you’re not her type.”

He could feel the rush of blood to his cheeks and
hoped she didn’t notice. His coolness factor would be trashed if
she caught him blushing. “That’s not what I meant.”

If Ava knew what was in his heart, she’d realize how
true that statement was. He was fascinated by everything he’d heard
about Lily, but it was Ava that made his blood run hot.

“Of course not.” She put a hand on his arm and gave
it a pat. Her hand was warm where it met bare skin, and he hoped
she didn’t move it away. Ever.

“No, really.” He turned and flashed her a smile.
“I’m not into older women.”

He caught the sparkle in her eyes as her fingers
squeezed his arm gently. “I’m going to tell her you said that.”

He and his big mouth. Some day he was going to learn
to think before he spoke, or not. Probably not. “Oh, God, no.
Please don’t. I don’t want her thinking I’m a jerk the first time
she meets me. It usually takes people a couple of meetings before
they get there.”

This time Ava laughed so hard it brought tears to
her eyes. She let go of his arm and wiped tears from her cheeks.
“Anybody ever tell you that you’re easy?”

Lord help him, but even when she was laughing at
him, he loved it. “Only you and, by the way, that was mean.”

“Yeah, it was but oh so much fun.” She was still
smiling, her green eyes glittering.

His heart felt so much lighter now. “You know I’m
pretty handsome. She might just fall for me.” He was into her game
now.

“Oh sweetie, you are so naïve. Like I said, you’re
not her type.”

“She doesn’t like tall, dark, and handsomely
buff.”

“In her friends, sure.”

The tone in her voice finally caught his attention,
though it took a beat before he started to catch a clue. Then he
felt a little stupid. “Oh,” he said. “I hadn’t heard that.”

Ava put her hand back on his arm. “She’d go for me
before you, but I don’t think I’m her type either.”

You’re my type is what he thought. What he
said was, “Seriously, though, what’s she like?”

Ava turned her green eyes on him and looked
thoughtful. “She’s amazing. She’s tiny, and yet I’ve never met
anyone so powerful. She’s strong and quick, and sees everything in
a glance. I can only hope that someday I might be even a fraction
as good as she is.”

“We won’t have as much time to hone our skills.”

“True, but we can learn a lot from her in the time
we do have.”

“In a couple more hours, we’re going to get our
chance to start learning.” He really hoped the hunt wasn’t too
quick. He wanted to spend as much time with Ava as possible. He did
realize, of course, his unspoken wish was a double-edged sword. The
longer the hunt went on, the longer the werewolf had to kill. That
sort of went against the Jägers code.

He cut a glance over to Ava. He was just going to
have to make the most of the trip. Do his job, learn from the rock
star Lily, and impress the hell out of Ava. Yeah, that shouldn’t be
too difficult.


Chapter Two

Sheriff Jayne Quarles stared down at what was once a
human being and shuddered. What in the hell was going on in her
town? When she’d come back home and taken over the Colville
Sheriff’s Department, she’d been under the apparently mistaken
impression that things would be different. Back in the day, life
had been pretty quiet around here. That was part of the reason
she’d left in the first place and a whole lot of the reason she
came back.

Well, that and the fact that being interested in
other women didn’t exactly set her up for happily ever after in
these parts. Not that people were cruel to her. On the contrary,
most were good folks who treated her pretty well. She’d been happy
enough growing up around here. Plenty of friends and lots of
activities to interest her. No, the real problem had been that the
dating pool was awfully small. When she left high school she
decided to go away to college and swim in a bigger pond.

Of course it seemed that those best-laid plans
always came with a hitch. The University of Washington had been a
great fit for her, and she’d found a good career with the U.S.
Marshals Service. In short, she’d embraced that bigger pond and for
quite a while had a grand time. A broken heart followed by her
brother losing his battle with cancer brought her back home. She
left the marshals service, sold her condo, and returned to
Colville.

So here she was, ten years later, standing here
staring down at yet another dead body and wondering why she ever
left Seattle. If she’d wanted to investigate homicide after
homicide, she could have stayed there. It wasn’t supposed to be
like this here.

“Sheriff?” Deputy Sam Azzalino was looking a little
green.

She brought her attention back to the body, or what
was left of the body. “Yeah.”

“What’s going around here, Sheriff?”

Now that was the million-dollar question, wasn’t it?
The people who contacted her yesterday had their theory and based
on that were sending in a team of hunters. Though she was aware of
the Jägers, she’d never had to work with them and didn’t want to
now. They were an open secret in law-enforcement circles, but she’d
managed to avoid their actual presence in any of her
investigations. Something odd was happening here, and one didn’t
have to be a genius to figure that one out. Odd didn’t require the
services of an organization that operated on the fringes of the
rational world.

She also got that there were things in the world
that once upon a time were relegated to folk legends and fairy
tales and that were now understood to be reality. It still didn’t
mean she needed anyone outside of her own organization. They were
smart, capable, and skilled, even if they were from a small, rural
area. That didn’t equate to hick cops. She and her department were
anything but hicks. She had faith in her own skills and faith in
her people.

“I don’t know, Sam, but I’m damned well going to
find out.”

“Kinda looks like an animal attack.”

“Perhaps.”

“You know, Sheriff, I’ve lived here all my life,
except for when I went to college, and I’ve seen my share of
animals that have been attacked by other animals.”

“Your point?”

“I have never seen anything like this. If this was
done by an animal, it was rabid or sick or something. Nothing
around here kills like that.”

As much as she hated to admit it, she agreed with
him. This went beyond a cougar or a bear or any other animal that
could potentially attack a human. Or at least the types of animals
they were accustomed to dealing with. This was not a native, so all
they had to do was figure out what it was and stop it. Did it fall
into the category of paranormal? She doubted it. That’s why she
believed they could handle this and was growing more and more
irritated by the thought of the paranormal hunters on the way to
her town.

*

Her plan was a good one, yet right at the moment,
everything appeared to be in complete disarray. Bellona stared at
the inside of the barn and shook her head. What a distressing mess.
After all the years of being alone, it was nice to have a family
again, yet this family could be trying. She would never create such
havoc.

Her own fault really. She’d let her lust overcome
good sense. She’d been so enthralled by the beauty, and well, yes,
the wealth of her precious Little Wolf that she let herself be
blinded to her failings. She was exciting and willing and all the
things she hoped for. She was also rash and filled with a bloodlust
that was going to get them in trouble if Bellona didn’t get her
under control quickly.

Not that she wanted to take all of Little Wolf’s fun
away. That wouldn’t be fair. She’d earned the right to hunt. No,
the real problem was, she had to tutor her student better. The
blame had to fall on her shoulders. She was older, wiser, and far
more experienced. All she needed to do was spend more time with
her, and she would get it. If she was honest, Bellona would have to
admit that when she first came into her true being, she’d been just
as rash and enthusiastic as Little Wolf was now. The difference was
she had family to guide her and show her the way. Years of
practicing what she’d been taught had brought her to where she was
today.

Right now, however, she had a mess to clean up.
Exposure was dangerous, and so she really had no choice, not if she
wanted to stay here, and she did. A movement to the left caught her
eye, and Bellona jerked back in surprise. Well, well, well. Now
wasn’t this a surprising turn of events? She studied the young man
sprawled across the pile of hay, his naked body smeared with blood,
his long hair tangled.

“He’s pretty sweet, isn’t he?”

Little Wolf stood in the open barn door staring at
the man, her eyes bright and her smile even brighter. She was
undeniably proud of her guest. Bellona shook her head, a wry smile
on her face, and, with one arm, pulled Little Wolf to her side. She
kissed her on the cheek.

“You made a mess, you know.” An understatement if
there was one.

Little Wolf’s eyes swept the disarray that covered
the open barn floor and shrugged. “I didn’t mean to. It just got
away from me. I mean, I’m having so much fun I can’t seem to rein
it in. And then I saw him…” A smile spread across her face.

Even in the condition he was in right at the moment,
Bellona could see why Little Wolf was drawn to him. She had the
urge to go over and breathe in his scent, trace her fingertips
across his muscular chest, and run her tongue over his full lips.
Men weren’t her first choice, but every now and again, they could
be
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