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Chapter 1

Leah Corbyn couldn’t stop fidgeting, unable to relax. Her spiky brown bangs kept wanting to fall into her eyes, and one bare foot tapped urgently against the other.

Normally she’d have been thrilled by her current circumstances. Weekend trip to a quiet cabin out in the woods of Chiltern Hills, alone with a gorgeous redhead? Perfect. Absolute heaven.

Now, though, she felt utterly terrified as she looked at the clock on the wall again.

I have to get out of here, Leah thought to herself as she tried to gently extract herself from the aforementioned gorgeous woman. Amy was curled next to her on the sofa, loose long hair spilling down her side and seemingly oblivious to Leah’s plight as she used her shoulder as a headrest.

She’d plopped down on the couch after dinner when Amy had joined her with a rather nice kiss. Amy had looped their arms together and cuddled close before turning the TV on. It had been almost an hour since then, Amy engrossed in a movie that Leah had stopped paying attention to, unable to look away from the clock that she’d missed when she first arrived.

It was a much fancier piece than the little digital clock radio at her place, and on a closer look Leah had been stunned that it included not just a lunar phase but a counter that indicated how long until the moon reached its apogee.

Which, according to the clock face, would be tonight at 9:40 P.M.

Not 9:40 P.M. tomorrow. Tonight.

Shit. I only have ten more minutes.

I’m going to hurt her if I don’t go now.

Leah didn’t trust herself to speak. Her jaw was clenched so tight it ached but she knew relaxing it was out of the question.

How did I get this wrong? Am I so gay that I forgot what day it was?

She’d just have to run.

Running was better. Running made sense.

Leah could outrun Amy; she was sure of that. Bolting out of the cabin and running off into the woods would probably spell the end of their relationship but fuck it, it would mean Amy was still alive to dump her.

Leah finally managed to shift enough to free herself, and Amy made a questioning little hum as she looked up at her with concern.

“I thought you said you liked this one. Did you need to go to the bathroom?”

Leah shrugged and nodded at the same time. It was as good an excuse as she was going to get, and she couldn’t risk trying to talk and end up succumbing to the increasing urge to howl.

She stood, but before she could start to walk away Amy reached out faster than Leah expected, holding her hand in a grip that was just firm enough to make her stop.

“It’s okay, you know. You don’t need to make such a big deal out of it. Just relax—we’ve got some time.”

Leah felt fear creep down her spine. How could she possibly know what she was trying to do?

“Amy, let me go.” Leah growled, fighting the urge to yank her arm free as her voice dipped into a guttural snarl. Were her hands already starting to change?

“If that’s really what you want,” Amy said with a playful edge to her voice. “I was thinking we’d finish the movie first, though.”

Leah shook her head. Amy stood half a head taller normally, but it was a willowy sort of height. Leah had a compact runner’s build, with endurance built by a childhood playing football and strength developed by six years of hauling boxes and letters around Greater London five days a week. She could pull herself free, and once she was in the open, she was certain she could sprint into the woods before Amy could catch up.

Her gut clenched, and Leah bit back another groan as her muscles stretched and flexed, trying to force themselves into new shapes. No matter what Amy was thinking, it was time to go. The urge was becoming overwhelming now, and she knew all too well this was a losing battle.

Amy might think things were fine, but Leah knew that if she was too close that she could be hurt and Leah could not live with herself if that happened.

“You don’t understand—”

Of all the reactions, she didn’t expect Amy to laugh.

“I think I do, actually, but—have it your way.” She released her grip, and Leah turned and bolted for the door, not bothering to grab her shoes. Her T-shirt and jeans would be ruined at this rate, anyway. She might as well save what she could.

She had nearly made it to the edge of the cleared ground and lawn around the cabin when she felt more than she heard someone running behind her. Not just running, she realized with a shock, but nearly overtaking her!

“Oh, is this what you had in mind?” Amy’s voice had dropped low and sultry, and Leah stumbled in surprise, tumbling into the grass. “You should have said! I’m all for a girl who wants a good chase to start things off.”

The change was coming. Her vision was graying out from the effort of trying to hold it back, and her breathing had grown ragged as she propped herself up to look at her in disbelief. “Are...are you insane?”

Amy laughed again, looking at her as if this was the most fantastic time as she leaned over her. “No? Seriously, it’s fine, I’m having—oof!”

Leah had given up on subtly trying to get away. She slammed her knee into Amy’s ribs, and pushed herself off the ground with a throaty growl, too aware of the sound of denim ripping beneath it.

“Wait. Please!”

She turned to face the other woman and blinked in confusion at her. Shock and disbelief began to overwhelm her fear as she realized Amy had a set of rusty furred ears rising from the top of her head. When had those shown up?

“Leah—wait. I’m sorry. I should have talked to you about this, and it’s all off on the wrong foot.” She looked closer. Amy’s eyes had changed from their usual shade of gray to a brilliant, almost luminescent green as she dusted herself off and stood, arms loose at her sides as she took a step toward her.

“There’s no one here you need to fear hurting, all right? I was trying to be silly and I mucked it up.”

Leah backpedaled away as quickly as she could, opening distance so she could turn and bolt. “No. No. No, no, no, no, no!”

She ran for the trees in a desperate panic, barely registering Amy calling to her before she could no longer fight back the urge to change, a howl ripping from her throat as she felt her skin grow rough and her limbs getting longer, padded feet and claws pounding into the ground.

Some tiny little part of her mind thought she heard Amy’s voice on the wind before another howl split the air, and she succumbed to the instincts of the beast inside of her.

“Well, we utterly fucked that. Good job, Amy.”

* * * *
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As the sun rose over the horizon, orange light filtered through the trees and leaves before finally falling over the two sleeping forms snuggled a few yards away from an empty cabin. Birds began to chirp and sing as the smaller one stretched with a soft groan. The morning dew surrounding them had begun to feel uncomfortably cool compared to the warmth of the sun, but Amy just snuggled Leah closer, enjoying the warmth and closeness as she watched Leah’s bushy brown tail flick lazily back and forth.

“Someone’s happy this morning, if her tail is anything to go by...”

Amy had meant the comment as a joke, but instead it resulted in Leah breaking out from her embrace and ending up several feet away with her back pressed up against a tree.

Silence prevailed for a moment as Leah stared incredulously at her, and Amy did her best to try and smile back reassuringly.

“What. The. Fuck.”

Amy groaned softly as she sat up and tried to get comfortable for what she was sure would be a hell of a ride.

“What the fuck was that last night, Amy?! A good chase, seriously?”

Amy flushed with a bit of embarrassment but stayed still as Leah began to pace back and forth. It pained her to see Leah’s tail tucked between her legs and fluffed up to twice its normal size in alarm.

She winced at Leah’s defensive body language, her ears on a near constant swivel as they twitched this way and that in response to every singing bird, rustling leaf, and snapped twig. As much as Amy wanted to go over and wrap her in a hug, now was not the time—the best she could do was try to look as non-threatening as possible.

“Because I knew you were a werewolf, Leah—and I thought you knew that I’m one, too.”

“I bloody well did not!”

“Yes,” Amy sighed as she looked down at the ground. “I figured that out, eventually.”

“What else are you hiding from me? Did...” Leah came to an abrupt stop as she turned to face Amy, all the color draining from her face as she brushed a hand over her right thigh, and the barely visible scars from where she had clearly been bitten. “Are you the one who made me like this?!”

“No!” Amy said with a bit more force than she’d intended, “I’m not. Whoever did this to you...Turned you and left you on your own...God, if I ever find them, I will sink my...” Amy forced herself to stop. She had wanted to stay quiet and let Leah vent a bit longer. Still, while she could not and would not allow Leah to think she’d done that to her, letting herself get carried away right now was not something either of them needed right now.

“I want to believe you Amy, God I do—but...we’ve been dating for three months now and...what? You just didn’t bother to tell me?”

“I didn’t know at first—”

“How couldn’t you know?!”

“I didn’t know you were turned!”

“You mean you weren’t?!”

“No—I was born like this.”

“What the fucking fuck. Am I even awake right now? Maybe I’m still dreaming from last—oh my God. What the hell even happened last night?”

“Look,” Amy said as she finally stood and put her hands up. “Let’s try to back up a bit. Can you think about last night and remember what happened after you changed?”

Leah shook her head with a frustrated grunt. “I don’t know! I can never remember. It’s like trying to think about a bad dream after you already woke up!”

Amy hoped Leah didn’t see her wincing. What kind of a life had she been living since getting turned?

“Okay—then just try to tell me what you can remember and I’ll do my best to fill in the gaps. Can we start with why were you trying to run away from me last night?”

Leah rolled her eyes and folded her arms across her chest—letting out a huff, “I knew I was going to change when the moon rose—that I couldn’t fight it for much longer and I was worried I might hurt you. Little did I know...”

Amy ignored the jab and merely nodded, “And then what happened?”

“Well, you bloody damn well stopped me—then your eyes...they changed colors and next thing I know you have ears coming out the top of your head, and...”

Leah paused, her brow knitting in thought as she returned to pacing, “I...we were outside, and then I was running. I had to get away. Get somewhere safe. But then there was someone else. Another wolf found me and was...I just felt like I should follow them. Follow you?”

Amy responded with a nod of encouragement when Leah glanced over at her. On her next turn Leah came to a stop again—this time to look closely at the forest around them before finally pointing off into a crop of trees “We ran that way—there was a river after a while and we...you caught me fish. I tried—but they were fast...then we—there was an open space? You caught rabbits and I caught a squirrel, I think? I ate it all and I was so full I just curled up, I think, and I must have nodded off.”

“You fell asleep,” Amy confirmed gently, “I was expecting it—it’s why I led you back here after making sure you ate. Pup—er...new werewolves aren’t known for staying up the entire night.”

“But why did I follow you? Why didn’t I attack you? Why didn’t you attack me?”

“You followed me because at some level you knew I was safe, and it doesn’t hurt that I’m what people would call an alpha.” Amy began to step a bit closer as she tried to explain as carefully as she could. She knew this was going to be a lot for Leah to take in. “I would never attack you Leah—but as for why you didn’t attack me? Well, that’s something only you can answer—though I suspect it’s got something to do with the fact that I’m your girlfriend...or at least I hope I still am...” Amy trailed off tentatively, causing Leah to look back toward her.

The word girlfriend seemed to make something click in Leah’s head and all at once she realized that Amy was just a few feet away from her, bare as the day she was born—and a glance down at her chest quickly confirmed that she was in a similar state.

Amy noticed Leah’s sudden discomfort and turned toward the cabin, scratching at an itch behind her ear before offering, “Maybe we should continue this talk after we’ve gotten a chance to clean up?”

* * * *
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Leah was relieved to find her tail and the second set of ears had both disappeared to wherever they went once she’d finished as cold a shower as she could stand to help wake herself up, the slight ache in her lower back where the tail had sprouted the only proof they had existed as she toweled herself off.

She’d pulled on a T-shirt and jeans before returning to the cabin’s kitchen, while Amy had pulled on a top that left her collarbones and neck invitingly exposed, and a modest length skirt that allowed her tail to continue swishing about as she worked to prepare some breakfast.

She found herself staring at the fluffy appendage as it twitched back and forth a bit. So this was really happening. She wasn’t going crazy. Or at least no more than she already had...and, yes, Amy still had a second set of ears, too.

Leah coughed and Amy turned to smile at her. “You didn’t have to hide things away, you know. It’s just us here.”

She wasn’t really sure what to say to that, and after a moment Amy’s eyes softened a bit.

“Sorry, too much?”

“I really don’t even know right now. I’m not even sure where to start!”

Amy nodded, then gestured to the little round table where they’d had dinner before everything had gone completely off the rails last night. “Why don’t you sit down, and I’ll bring you something to eat?”

Sitting down, Leah couldn’t decide what she thought about the plate Amy brought over. Eggs in a nest were fine, but the strips of bacon...”You know I don’t eat meat, Amy.”

“I know you’ve been trying to avoid eating meat, yes. But your body is different now, Leah.”

She looked up skeptically at her. “I had that talk in school, you know.”

“It’s not so different, really.” Amy sat and took a bite of her own bacon, and Leah couldn’t help but look back down at her plate. It did look tasty. Smelled fantastic too, if she was honest. Her mouth was watering despite herself, but the sudden recollection of her jaws snapping against something small and furry—a rabbit, she thought—made her stomach twist into knots. Biting back a sudden urge to vomit, she tore her eyes away from the plate, locking on to Amy instead.

“I suppose the way to put it,” Amy said after considering her reaction for a moment, “is that there’s a different part of you, now. And it needs meat, not just trying to go with beans or vegetable protein. Haven’t you noticed feeling a bit...off?”

Leah gave a noncommittal grunt. She hadn’t really felt at her best, no, but she had no idea what being a werewolf was supposed to feel like, honestly.

“That was part of why I was confused at first,” Amy admitted, “when I met you. I just thought you might have some other health problems, but after we got together for a date just after a full moon, I started to realize something was really wrong.”

Leah’s brows knit. “Wait—back up. What was confusing you?”

“Your smell. It was...” She pursed her lips. “Off.” She seemed to be considering the best way to explain it. “Come over here and smell me?”

“What?”

“Smell me.” Amy held out her arm. “It’ll be easier than trying to explain in words.”

Cautiously, Leah stood and approached as if Amy might rise up and attack her at any moment. Leaning in, she sniffed a few times at Amy’s arm and considered the scent. “Clean? Maybe a bit...hm. Spicy? A little bit like the woods. Fresh grass and a bit of firewood? I always figured you were wearing perfume.”

“I do occasionally, but what you smell right now is just me. You’re noticing things because your nose is a lot more sensitive—or it should be. But when I smelled you for the first time...you smelled nice, but there was something under it. A smell like you might have been feeling a bit sick.”

“Sick.” Leah went back to her food and took a few bites of her eggs. “I...okay. So why didn’t you say anything?”

“We were just getting to know each other,” Amy explained, “and I didn’t want to make you panic. I didn’t think it would be a very good way to start things off.”

Leah snorted. “Because this all went so well?”

“Well,” Amy smiled at her, “after you let yourself relax last night, I thought we were both enjoying ourselves.”

“I...” Leah worried at her lip before she finally could ask one of the things that had been bothering her. “We didn’t hurt anyone, did we?”

“What?” Amy looked shocked. “No—Leah, God, no. I’d never. We went into the woods and we ran. We hunted. You wanted to play, once you followed me.”

“Ever since this started, I’ve been so afraid...” Leah trailed off, and she felt her eyes get hot with tears.

She heard the scrape of the chair on the floor as Amy stood up.

“Can I hug you?”

She nodded as she sniffled, just blinking her eyes clear when she felt Amy’s arms wrapping around her from where she had kneeled down on the floor.

“Oh, Leah. I’m sorry. I fucked up, and I apologize. The reason I wanted you to come up here with me was because I wanted you to know you weren’t alone.” Amy sat back, letting her legs slide out to her side. “When I realized you didn’t have any idea what was going on, and I went to find out if you’d ever registered.”

“Registered?” Leah blinked. “There’s a registry?”

Amy nodded. “We use it to keep track of each other, basically—there’s actually a fair bit of paperwork. Pack memberships, family lines, that sort of thing. But, anyway, when I checked last week and realized you weren’t listed, I started to put two and two together, and...well. Here we are.”

Leah reached up without thinking to scratch the back of her head—not far from where she’d felt her own pair of wolf ears appear when the changes began to overtake her. “I...yeah.”

“I know you’ve probably got a lot of questions,” Amy stood and went to settle back into her chair, taking care to leave the path to the door clear. “I want to try to answer as many as I can.”

Leah closed her eyes and tried to think of where to begin. “So...you said you were born this way.”

“Yes. Most of us—most weres—are born, not turned. It’s an inheritance. Generally, both parents have the gift, and they pass it on to the child. Occasionally it doesn’t work out that way, but it’s usually in a case where one of the parents is a were and the other is a regular human, and not terribly common. Someone being turned in this day and age is honestly very rare.”

“So why me, then?”

Amy sighed and shook her head as she stood and went back to her chair. “I can’t speak to why, but I might be able to answer how. Can you remember getting bitten by what you thought was a large dog, and then becoming ill within a day or two? Possibly even that night?”

“Yeah,” Leah leaned back, her hand coming down to rub at her scar through the material of her jeans. “I was working my route, doing deliveries when I got knocked over by a big dog. I thought he might have been some kind of a mutt because his coat was this odd mix of gold and grays—almost like silver. He got me with a pretty nasty bite on my thigh, and after I got back to my mail truck, I called in for someone else to take over the rest of my route so I could take myself to the A&E.”

Amy raised an eyebrow. “That didn’t seem odd to you?”

Leah shrugged. “Do you have any idea how often mail carriers get bitten by dogs? We’ve got a whole set of forms for it these days. I got stitched up, filed for my compensation and called for a ride home because I was starting to feel pretty miserable by the time I was discharged. I put it down to the rabies shot and the rest of the pills I had to take.”

“I suppose that is an occupational hazard,” Amy admitted, “but obviously it wasn’t a dog that bit you, it was someone like us. A were who was shifted into that form.”

Leah went quiet for a moment while she took that on board. She really still wasn’t that comfortable with the idea of someone like us, but Amy wasn’t acting like some animal out of control. She’d never been anything but kind, had she? Even last night, she’d been trying to play, Leah realized. She liked her, and it seemed that Amy liked her right back.

“So, you said that what’d happened to me, being bitten like that, is pretty rare then?”

“Extremely,” Amy confirmed, “and the way it was done, without your awareness or giving you any help...it’s criminal, Leah. We don’t just go around biting people at random! Attacking humans in any way is just as wrong—and illegal—as if I walked up to you on the street and punched you for no reason.”

“Huh.” Leah considered that. “Well, that’s good to know, I suppose.”

Amy reached across the table to squeeze her hand. “If I can ask...how long ago did that happen?”

Leah shrugged. “Year and a half? Ish? Obviously, I’m paying attention to my calendar more now, but I didn’t feel that out of sorts until the first time...” She cocked her head slightly as she realized Amy had gone even more pale than normal, her jaw dropping even as her ears had gone rigid. “What?”

“A year and a half.” Amy seemed absolutely astonished. “Oh my God, Leah. No wonder you seemed half starved. How are you even alive?”

Leah rubbed the back of her neck as she looked back toward the floor. “...I eat right and get plenty of exercise?”

“But you don’t,” Amy tried to explain, “that’s half the problem. I...” She straightened up, her eyes flashing. “I need to get you to a doctor. Please?”

“Uh.” Leah blinked. “Like, a doctor doctor? Or...”

“Well,” Amy admitted, “you might think of her as a veterinarian, too.”

* * * *
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Chapter 2

After Leah finished up her eggs and toast she offered her bacon to Amy, explaining she still couldn’t quite manage it...not with last night still so fresh in her mind. Amy didn’t push and instead helped herself.

There was no sense in wasting food and Leah had agreed to go see a doctor with her. She’d pick her battles for now.

An hour after breakfast, they’d packed their bags back up and tossed them into the back of Amy’s faded red Land Rover so they could head back to town.

“Still a bit surprised you drive this thing,” Leah admitted as she climbed in, “it has to be, what, thirty years old? Where did you even find it?”

“Oliver? My dad bought him for me years ago. Very reliable if you’re willing to do a bit of your own work you know, and I mostly use him to drive out to the cabin or trips home.”

Leah stared as Amy cranked the engine over. “You named your car Oliver.”

She smiled fondly as the engine roared to life and she threw the vehicle into gear. “I decided he looked like an Oliver. Don’t you think so?”

Leah just shook her head.

“The radio only gets AM band,” Amy mentioned apologetically once they were out on the M4, “and we’ve got about a two hour drive, so if you wanted to ask more questions?”

Leah was obviously trying to relax but still seemed a bit out of sorts, so Amy decided to go with a different tack. “You could roll down the window and put your head out if you like.”

She caught Leah’s disbelieving look out of the corner of her eye. “Werewolves...we...actually do that?”

Amy smiled. “Some may do it in their wolf forms, but I know a few who just love the feeling of the wind in their hair.”

She’d thought that would get Leah to laugh, but instead she went quiet again for a second, looking down at her hands with a grimace.

When Leah finally broke the silence again, she sounded curious, if a bit uncertain. “So...I’m supposed to be able to control it? Changing, I mean.”

Suddenly some of Leah’s earlier behavior suddenly made perfect sense, and Amy wanted to kick herself for being so thick. “You...oh. Oh, I see, sorry. Yes, you can control it, but it’s something that does take practice, and with everything you had to deal with...”

Leah stuck out her tongue. “Hey, I think I was doing pretty well for not having any idea!”

Amy grinned. “You were, you are, all things considered. Especially for being a vegetarian werewolf.” Honestly, of all the ridiculous things...

“Oi!”

Amy relaxed just a bit as Leah finally started to laugh. She’d known that trying to let Leah know she didn’t have to hide anymore would be tricky, but she hadn’t expected her to be so angry, at first. Now that she understood how long this had been going on, though, the puzzle was finally starting to come together. She’d expected Leah had been on her own for a few months, maybe six tops. That she’d made it on her own with no idea what to do for more than a year...it still left her flabbergasted.

Well. Flabbergasted and incredibly furious. If she ever got her hands on the bastard who bitten Leah and never bothered to make sure she would be all right...

Her hands tightened on the wheel, and Amy had to force herself to relax. None of this was Leah’s fault, after all, and she certainly wasn’t mad at her.

Fortunately, Leah hadn’t seemed to notice her brief moment of anger. “So...there are other werewolves.”

“Yes.”

“Like us.”

“Mmhmm.”

“Do they...do you...pee on things? To claim them as your own?”

Amy needed a moment to keep herself from laughing or she might have lost control of the car. “Well. I don’t, but I suppose I can’t speak for all weres out there.”

Leah blinked. “You keep saying ‘weres’ like there’s more than—wait, no.”

Amy grinned. “You’ve taken your first step into a larger world.”

“That was from Star Wars.”

Amy winked.

Leah rolled her eyes. “I guess it’s good you’re not really into that, though. I always thought watersports were a bit gross.”

Amy went quiet as she passed a lorry, then spared a moment to give Leah a shy look. “So...does that mean you’d still like to be mine?”

Leah blushed. “I think so. I’m still working on...all of this. But...yeah.”

Amy smiled over to her. “Good. I’d have wanted to help you either way, but...good. That’s...that’s good.”

Leah’s hand snuck across the handbrake to squeeze hers, and Amy’s heart might have skipped a beat or two while she squeezed back.

“I’ve got a few more questions,” Leah admitted after another mile or two had gone by, “like...you said you’re an alpha?”

“Yes,” Amy nodded, “that’s right.”

“So what am I? And where’d that come from?”

“Well...” Amy considered the best way to explain. “Honestly the terms we use these days mostly came into use in the last hundred years or so. When packs were relatively isolated it was just a matter of hierarchy, and everyone knew the score pretty much automatically. The more packs connected, though, and we started to organize ourselves a bit more, the idea of putting labels on various concepts came in.

At first it was pretty basic—calling someone a leader if they had a pack, calling others followers, that sort of thing. But there was a naturalist who published a series of papers where he described the wolves he was studying using the Greek letters—Alphas for the leaders, Betas for the stronger wolves supporting them, and Omegas for the weakest or most common types. The idea of using the terms for ourselves caught on, and it stuck.”

Leah sat there, taking that on board for a moment, but before she could ask another question Amy coughed. “Of course the one problem with that idea is that he was studying wolves in captivity. Wolves in the wild don’t work that way, but I suppose he was only human.”

Leah frowned. “So why use those terms if it doesn’t really work that way?”

Amy shrugged. “It’s a useful sort of shorthand. I mean, it’s easier to say I’m an alpha to someone than it is to say I tend to be a natural leader who can take the initiative and have a talent for forming strong relationships with the people around me when introducing myself.”

Leah snorted. “Okay, true. So...where do you think I fit?”

“I think you’re a beta—and a strong one, or at least you will be once you get a bit more experience and a better diet. If you were an alpha, there’s a good chance you’d have been discovered by someone before now, because they’d have seen you as encroaching on their territory.” Amy paused, keeping her eyes focused on the road. “If you were an omega...they tend to have a strong urge to find others, and if you hadn’t, I’m genuinely not sure you’d have survived for so long.”

“Oh.” Leah went quiet again, and Amy could feel the slight awkwardness again until Leah brought up a new line of questions.

“So,” she asked cautiously, “your parents are...”

Amy couldn’t help her smile. “Happily married, live out in Berkshire. I just wasn’t sure you would want to meet them right away.”

“Because they’re both...like us?”

Amy blushed. “Well...and it’s a bit of a big step, bringing a girlfriend home. Didn’t want to go too fast, you know. We hadn’t...” She coughed nervously and tried to focus on the road and not the way her face was burning. “I liked you, I like you, but I didn’t want to make you feel like I was trying to get too serious right away.”

“You know, it’s cute when you get a little flustered,” Leah admitted, “but I suppose it would have been. Still, you know what I’m getting at. Are they...?”

Amy nodded as she pulled around another slower moving car. “They’re both wolves, yes. Alphas—that’s a bit unusual, but they’ve always made it work.”

Leah considered that. “So are you an alpha because they’re alphas?”

“It’s a little more complex than that, but the odds are a bit better. Parentage goes into it, but it’s as much about your personality as your genes. The only thing that’s a little unique is that there’s something in the way all of our brains are wired. Alphas can use some tricks with their tone of voice, posture, things like that, to give commands that beta and omega wolves are inclined to follow.”

Leah gave her a skeptical look. “What, like hypnotism? Snap your fingers and I cluck like a chicken?”

Amy snorted. “Not quite so dramatic as that, but in a sense. I couldn’t make you hurt yourself—or anyone else. But things like getting you to follow me when we started to run in the woods, or if I was giving orders while hunting or in a fight.”

Leah thought that over, worrying at the edge of her bottom lip. “When you asked me to come out with you this weekend—to visit your cabin—did you...did you use that on me? Influence me to say yes? Knowing the full moon was coming?”

Put like that, Amy knew why Leah had to ask. Still, the question stung a bit.

“No,” she shook her head, trying to keep the pain out of her voice, “absolutely not. I might have batted my eyelashes a little, but that was all.” She took a deep breath and tried to keep her focus on the road. “I could tell when you were getting nervous about the idea a few times, and tried to ease off or take your mind off it, but I’d never...I’m not that sort of alpha, Leah. I’d never force you to do anything you didn’t want to do of your own free will, I swear.”

Leah looked down at her feet, shuffling them nervously against the floor mat. “Does that mean there’s some out there who would?”

“Unfortunately, yes. I won’t lie and say all werewolves are innately perfect, but the ones that might, generally don’t last very long.” Amy explained, her voice going quiet and serious.

“The thing about using those kinds of commands is that it’s most effective with someone who has been around you, that you have a connection with, and it’s typically reserved for emergencies. Family members, packmates, anyone with regular contact. An alpha who is constantly demanding things or forcing the members of their pack to do things they’d rather not, would be a sign of poor leadership. The council frowns on that kind of abuse of power, and they might encourage members of that pack to challenge and remove their leader—or possibly even nudge an outsider to do it, in particularly extreme cases.”

Leah’s head came up. “Council?”

“Yes, they’re sort of...hm.” Amy considered how to put it in simple terms. “Kind of like a cross between Parliament and, well, a city council. Respected pack leaders, elders, that sort of thing, who gather periodically to enforce laws and handle matters outside of more mundane authority. They maintain that registry I mentioned, for example.”

“Huh.” Leah sat back, her eyes thoughtful. “Do I get to vote for my werewolf MP?”

“Not exactly, but there tend to be regional gatherings, and when larger issues come up, the regional groups usually have one or two people who are nominated to represent us.”

“Got it, I think...”

Leah went quiet as they reached London, but as they left the motorways for local traffic she perked up, watching the pedestrian traffic with increasing interest. “Okay, so that guy on the bike...”

Amy looked over to where Leah was pointing. “Mm? What about him?”

“Is he a werewolf?”

She shook her head. “No.”

Leah hummed thoughtfully. “What about the lady there with the wooshy skirt? Bet you could hide a tail under that.”

“No, sorry.”

Leah gestured toward the other side of the street. “What about that bloke with the hat?”

“Again, no. Oh—but the lady he’s speaking to? She is.”

Leah gave her a skeptical look. “But she doesn’t look like a werewolf.”

Amy couldn’t help but laugh at that. “Leah, when you’re not in uniform do people say they think you look like a mail carrier?”

Leah frowned as she sat back in her seat. “Well, no. Not as such.”

Amy nodded. “So why should we be any different?”

Leah gave a soft huh, then looked back out the window. “How do you know?

Amy shrugged. “Smell mostly—but there are other tells I will point out when I’m not driving.”

“Can you at least give me an example?”

Amy couldn’t repress a teasing smile. “Well, for one, most of the ones who live in our area are regulars at my pub.”

“But I’m a regular at your pub!”

Amy took advantage of the red light to turn and give her a long-suffering stare.

Leah blinked, then flushed with embarrassment. “Okay, that just sunk in.”

Amy huffed a little laugh before turning her attention to the last leg of their drive. “Good. Let’s move on, please.”

A few minutes later Amy had pulled them into the parking lot of what looked like a perfectly ordinary urgent care clinic.

“What, here?” Leah looked around with obvious disappointment as they left the car. “Really? It looks...boring.”

Amy shrugged. “What’d you expect? Something a bit more like Diagon Alley? Platform 9¾?”

Leah’s shoulders hunched slightly. “Well...maybe a little.”

Amy reached out to ruffle her hair. “Trust me, Pup,” Amy said as casually as possible, though she kept a close eye out for Leah’s reaction to the given pet name, “If we had something like that I’d have taken you there.”

Leah leaned into the touch with a happy little sigh. “Okay, I guess I believe you, luv.”

Amy grinned, and gave her a quick kiss before they reached the door. “Come on, you. Let’s go see if you’ve got worms.”

Leah snorted with disbelief. “Oh, you are joking...aren’t you?”

Amy just winked as she opened the door for her.

* * * *
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Leah couldn’t help but be a bit disappointed that the interior of the clinic was as mundane as the outside. There was a check-in sheet at the reception desk just like most doctor’s offices, and a clipboard with new patient paperwork to fill out while they waited for her to be called back.

“I can help with anything you don’t know,” Amy offered as they sat down, “just ask.”

Leah nodded as she uncapped the pen. The first part was easy. Name, address, national insurance number, phone number. She hesitated at emergency contact for a moment, then decided to list Amy’s name and number.

Flipping to the other side of the page, she tried to figure out the form for a moment, then had to admit defeat. “Okay, I have no idea what any of these are.”

Amy leaned over. “That’s fine. Let me see if I can help.”

Leah tapped her pen against the first field. “Birth pack?”

“Since you were turned, you can just do N/A for that one.”

“What about pack ranking?”

“That’s where you want to put beta. It’s not officially confirmed but it’s good enough for now.”

“But...” Leah tapped the next field for current pack. “I’m not actually in a pack, so how does that work?”

Amy’s eyes flicked to the page before she looked away. “The term we use for a wolf who is out on her own is a disperser. Usually when you’re old enough to leave home it’s common to go out on your own for a while. Sometimes it just means you’ve decided to look at the options before you join an existing pack, or for an alpha it might mean you’re looking to form a new pack eventually. Technically that covers me, too. I’d moved to London because I wanted the chance to strike out on my own for a while.”

Leah’s eyebrows rose, but she didn’t press too much on that, and settled for just filling the box in as Amy suggested. “All right. So...resident territory. Is that London?”

“Yes and no—most packs have specific areas, but in your case—there’s a bit of neutral territory around the pub because it’s a major gathering area, and your apartment building would be part of it. You can just put neutral territory, or the Howl if you want.”

Leah looked at the next field—Current alpha(s). “Well, at least this one is easy.” She’d begun to write Amy’s name, then stopped in surprise when Amy reached out to take her hand away from the page. “But...aren’t you, though?”

Amy had gone red with embarrassment. “It’s...I’m flattered, honestly, but for the purposes of these forms, it’s different. Putting my name there implies a certain legal status. I’m an alpha, and I’m your girlfriend, but right now I’m not your Alpha, if that makes sense?”

It didn’t entirely, but Leah could practically hear the capital letter, so she settled for crossing out what she’d written and left the rest of the field blank. “Is that okay?”

“Yes, sorry, that’s perfectly fine.” Amy worried at her bottom lip for a moment, then made better eye contact. “After all this is taken care of and we handle getting your registration sorted out, I promise we’ll talk more about this, alright?”

Leah considered that, then nodded. “I guess that makes sense. I suppose I don’t want to screw up any of my paperwork before it’s filed.”

“Now,” Amy tapped her thumb against the next field, “do you recall the date you transformed for the first time?”

“Yeah—November 6, 2014.”

“Good.”

Leah considered the next field: Breed. “Huh. Well...I don’t really know, and you said that I was turned, right? So I wouldn’t really be, like, a purebred would I?”

“Probably not,” Amy hedged, “I haven’t actually seen you in your wolf form, just when you transformed to your wereself, so it’s hard to say.”

Leah had just finished writing mutt, for lack of a better idea, when she heard Amy take a sharp breath. “What? I mean, seems reasonable to guess...”

Amy coughed, clearly uncomfortable as she did her best to explain. “You’re not wrong, necessarily, but that’s...it’s a very insulting term to use. If anyone were to call you that at the pub, I’d want you to tell me straight away. At the very least I’d be adding an asshole tax to their tab as a warning. In certain situations, it could easily lead to a fight.”

Blinking with surprise, Leah tried to take that on board. “Oh. Even if it’s kind of true?”

Amy shook her head. “Would you call someone who comes from a Pakistani family a Paki?”

Leah went stiff with shock. “Of course not. That’s racist as shi—oh.”

“Yes. Oh.”

Now Leah was the one flushing with embarrassment, staring down at the form as she crossed out what she’d written once again. “So...what’s the best thing to put?”

Amy considered that. “Mixed breed is a bit more...ah...publicly acceptable.”

“Ooookay.” Leah frowned at the final field. “WRN? WIN? What do those stand for?”

Amy relaxed a bit as the conversation moved on to a much easier topic. “Ah, WRN stands for Werecreatures Registry Number—or Werecreature Insurance Number. They changed the name a few years back but they keep both terms on the forms. You don’t currently have either so you can leave it blank.”

Leah groaned. “Does that mean this visit is going to cost me something?”

“Oh, no,” Amy assured her, “don’t worry about that, all registered packs pay dues to the council based on their number of members and approximate pack income to help cover everyone. That way dispersers like us are still covered. Once you have your number, the doctor will just update your paperwork and send the bill on to them.”

“Right.” Leah filled in a few things under her medical history—no known allergies, scar on her thigh from where she’d been bitten, no recent surgeries or illnesses—then capped the pen. “Think I’ve got it, then. At least as best as we can.”

Amy nodded, taking the clipboard. “Okay—I’ll take this back up to the desk, and they’ll probably be calling you back in a few minutes.”

* * * *
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Leah settled onto the exam room’s table and stared up at the ceiling tiles, half tempted to start counting the dots. It would have been nice if they’d let Amy come in with her—she had no idea what this doctor was going to ask, but she had a feeling she’d be getting a lot of questions she didn’t really know how to answer.

After a moment she realized she could hear a woman’s voice through the door—a bit muffled, but she could catch high, clear tones and some kind of a continental accent. German, she thought, but she could be wrong—and then Amy’s voice, similarly indistinct, but sounding apologetic.

Maybe they’ll let her in after all?

She’d just had enough time to form that idea when it was knocked right out of her head by the doctor’s voice rising in a clearly astonished shout.

“What do you mean she isn’t registered?”

Oh, hell.

* * * *
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Chapter 3

The last time Amy had seen Dr. Abigail Feldsher this angry, she had been dressing down at a young werewolf who had eaten an entire jar of apricot jam on a dare, then went to the Howl to collect on his bet and collapsed in the bathroom.

Amy had taken him over to the clinic, filling out paperwork while the idiot got his stomach pumped and an antihistamine shot. Abigail had taken care of him, but she’d also given him a verbal thrashing for his foolishness before sending him on his way.

Unfortunately, this time, Abigail’s anger was directed at her, and Amy’s ears were still ringing a bit from the doctor’s shout of alarm.

“Leah was turned against her will,” Amy began, seeing Abigail’s eyebrows climbing higher and quickly added, “I don’t know by whom, but it wasn’t me.”

Abigail gave her a long look, then finally sighed and pinched her nose as she tamped down her anger.

“Amy, you know how this looks, don’t you?”

“I do, yes. I know how it looks, Abigail, but Leah needs help. You didn’t see her last night during the full moon,” Amy shook her head as the image of her underfed frame came to the forefront of her mind, “She’s been trying to live as a vegetarian.”

Abigail’s brow crinkled at that as she rechecked Leah’s patient information sheet, “But it says here—she was turned in November of 2014. Are you sure—”

“Yes,” Amy nodded, “That whole time...I’m sure of it, Abigail.”

Abigail blinked several times as she tried to process that. “Dear God.”

“You understand why I had to bring her here first, right?”

“Yes. If what you say is true then you made the right decision, but I will not be able to give you special privilege. I will have to follow procedure to the letter on this matter—you understand?”

“Whatever you need to do, just help her, Abigail. Please.”

Abigail reached out and put a hand on her arm. “I would never turn someone in need away.”

“I know. That’s why I chose to come to you.”

Abigail nodded once before sighing, “You will need to be kept separate from her. Please follow me and do not leave the room after I go to see Ms. Corbyn. This may take some time.”

Amy straightened and took a deep breath before letting it out in a sigh. “I understand, thank you.”

* * * *
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Leah sat perfectly still, straining her ears as she tried to hear the conversation going on, on the other side of the door. She could still make out Amy’s voice, but not well enough to understand what she was saying.

Blast her ears...wait. Her ears!

“Maybe if I just...” Leah muttered to herself as she squinted hard at the doorway, trying to will her ears into existence.

Nothing.

“Arrgh, come on, there’s gotta be some way! Amy said I’m supposed to be able to control it...Think Leah...think.”

So think she did, she focused and wriggled in place on the bed until...

Leah let out a yelp of pain as she popped onto her feet. “Ow ow ow—tail, tail, tail—wait, tail?!”

Sure enough, as Leah turned to examine her back, she was met with a twitching brown tail—half of the bushy appendage pinned down by the waistline of her jeans while the other half was awkwardly curled up in an arch that tickled against the middle of her back.

“Oh c’mon! I just want to hear what they’re saying!” Leah whined as she was forced to unbutton the front of her jeans to allow enough room to maneuver her tail into a more comfortable position.

Unfortunately freeing her tail from the confines of her jeans unleashed a beast Leah was not yet ready to conquer. The appendage began wagging of its own volition and promptly knocked the bed’s small pillow to the ground. When Leah bent to retrieve it, the brown renegade whipped around, knocking over a container of tongue depressors and a box of tissues from the shelf before Leah could firmly grab it and try to steady it down.

“What is wrong with you?! You can’t just- ugh! Go back to...wherever you go and stop destroying everything!”

In her frustration, she completely missed the knock and the door opening.

“Ms. Corbyn, is...”

Leah jumped nearly right out of her skin, a pair of brown wolfish ears popping into existence on the top of her head as she froze in place before slowly turning her head to look over her shoulder and confirm that yes, the doctor was now, in fact, in.

The blonde woman had her hair up in a bun, a white coat draped over a blue blouse and gray slacks, looking at her with concerned brown eyes. “May I ask if you are alright?”

Leah flushed with embarrassment and did her best to hold her rogue tail to her side. “No! I—I mean yes. Argh! I’m...I’m so sorry I don’t know how to control it.”

“It’s quite alright Ms. Corbyn—these things happen. Would you care to take a seat before we begin?”

Leah nodded and tried to make herself take up as little room as possible on the small bed while the doctor went to wash her hands in the sink.

“I apologize for making you wait, Ms. Corbyn. My name is Dr. Feldsher, or you can call me Abigail if you’re more comfortable.”

“Oh, all right—but uh, I’d prefer it if you called me Leah?”

“Of course, Leah. Now, I understand you’re not registered. Do you mind if I ask some questions about your medical history...?”

“Go right ahead—though I’m not sure how much I’ll be able to answer.”

The first ten minutes of her physical exam passed like every other one Leah had ever been given as a regular human. Abigail took her blood pressure and got her pulse, turned the lights down and shined a flashlight into her eyes, had her open up her mouth and cough, listened to her breathing—even had her stand up and touch her toes.

Abigail eased her into asking more werewolf specific questions while she took a closer look at where the wolf ears had grown from the top of her head.

“Any sensitivity when I touch them?”

Leah shrugged. “Not really. I mean—I feel it? But it’s not painful.”

Abigail nodded, then gently examined the tips of her ears with a finger. “Mm. Have those always been folded down?”

“What, my ears?”

“Yes.”

“Uh.” Leah considered that. She really tried not to focus on them, but...”I think so, yeah.”

“That’s not unusual in younger weres—or regular wolf pups, for that matter, I just wanted to make certain you hadn’t received any injury.” Abigail carefully lifted the tips so she could examine the inside of the ears with her light, then nodded. “No sign of mites, either. Good.”

Leah blinked. “That can happen?”

“Mostly to weres who stay in a partially shifted form like this most of the time. Or weres who prefer to live in their wolf forms as much as possible.”

“Huh.” Leah clucked her tongue softly. “Learn something every day, I guess.”

The doctor nodded with a faint air of amusement before she flipped to another page, and grew more serious.

“Leah, have you ever had the urge to bite someone?”

Leah grinned despite herself. “Well I mean, sometimes I wanna take a bite out of Amy’s cute arse, but—” The look on the doctor’s face stopped her cold. “Wait, you’re serious?! No! No, never! Why?!”

Abigail gave her a careful look. “I need to make sure you aren’t Feral.”

“What—like rabies or something?”

The doctor shook her head. “Not quite. The best way to describe it is that a wereperson can sometimes lose themselves to their more bestial instincts. It is not common, but in those cases we’ve yet to find a way to bring their humanity back to them. A feral werewolf often attacks people and animals without reason—early symptoms often include desires to do so even while in human form.”

Leah shook her head firmly, feeling her ears flop just a bit as she did. “Nope—nothing like that Doc, honest.”

That got a sigh of relief. “Good...” Abigail took a few moments to jot down some notes before looking up at Leah once more, “Now I understand that you were on your own for over a year...”

Leah nodded—her ears drooping once more as she got a good idea of what she was likely going to be asked next.

“Leah, can you tell me how you were handling the full moons on your own?”

“Not...Very well if I’m being honest here Doc,” Leah shifted on the table, and stared resolutely at the ground, “I tried everything to keep myself from changing. I didn’t want to hurt anyone and...I was scared”

Abigail looked at her sympathetically, her voice softening slightly. “I understand that—and for what it is worth, I’m sorry you had to go through this alone. I’m afraid I need you to be as specific as possible about what methods you tried to prevent yourself from changing. I need to make sure there’s nothing that might have caused you harm.

Leah winced and sighed as she dragged up the painful, embarrassing memories. “First time it happened I didn’t really know what was going on. The full moon came up two days after I was bitten. I was itchy and anxious all day and didn’t know why. As it got dark I couldn’t sleep, so I went out for a walk at the local park. Next thing I know I’m waking up under a tree the next morning and there was so much blood around me. I think I killed every rabbit there. What do you call a group of rabbits anyway?”

“A colony, actually. How did you know it belonged to rabbits?”

“I sort of remembered chasing them—had a dream about doing it. Well, I thought it was a dream until I woke up and there were scraps of fur, bones, and blood everywhere. I don’t really remember much else but I don’t think I hurt anyone...not counting the rabbits. You don’t think I...”

“From what Amy told me, your—well. The term typically used in the community is ‘wereself’ but the proper term is—” Abigail stopped herself and seemed to realize she wasn’t answering the question. “Amy says your wereself is still a puppy. Puppies are known for chewing on things but not generally being very aggressive.”

“But what about the rabbits?”

“You were hungry, and London’s rabbits are not accustomed to apex predators.”

“I...oh...” Leah muttered. That helped a bit, she supposed.

“There is also a system set in place so that the council and local doctors who serve the were community are notified whenever a person is attacked by a wild animal. There have been a few during the time you’ve been active, all of them have come up as regular animal attacks—no werepersons were ever involved.”

“But if there’s a system, how did I slip through the cracks?”

Abigail hummed and tapped her pen against her lip. “I’m not entirely certain, but I will be looking into it. I suspect it had something to do with your handling of the full moons—which we were just getting started on before the conversation got off track. You said you didn’t handle the full moon nights very well?”

Leah coughed, and looked over the doctor’s shoulder rather than make eye contact. “Yeah, I tried to fight it every time. Hold off on the change as long as possible, and tried to make sure I was somewhere safe. For that supermoon that was on the news—the one that was also a full moon, I think it was back in March after I got bitten. I was worried I might be more dangerous, so I locked myself in the flat and downed an entire bottle of Sleep-EZ pills.”

“And how did your wereself respond to that?”

“About as well as you’d expect—I didn’t get out, but in the morning when I woke up there was a huge mess for me to clean up. Had to rent a carpet shampooer for the vomit. Decided to never try that again.”

Abigail winced. “I...see.” She made a few notes on the chart, then looked back up. “And after that?”

Leah rubbed the back of her head, feeling the slightly coarser fur of her ears contrasting with her hair. “After that, I generally tried to get out of town, or at least go to a park before dark. I figured out that I was ripping my clothes apart, so I’d get undressed and tie my clothes up in a bag. I still tried to keep it from happening, but I mostly concentrated on making sure I stayed away from people.”

Abigail hummed thoughtfully as she finished making notes, then nodded. “I’d say you did your best to handle things responsibly, given your situation.” Setting the chart down, she went to the cabinet above the exam room’s sink. “I’ll need to draw some blood and get a urine sample from you, and then I’ll need you to put on a gown before we start the rest of your exam. Would you like to try using the bathroom before we take blood, or after?”

Leah considered that. “Given how much tea I drank at breakfast, honestly a chance to visit the loo is sounding pretty good right now.”

“Well, then.” Abigail pulled a sterile cup and lid from the cabinet, then wrote Leah’s name on the label. “Please fill this to the second line if you can—the bathroom is out the door and to your left. There’s a cabinet in there which you can place the specimen container into once you’re finished, then come back here and we’ll move on.”

Her trip to the smallest room was nothing to write home about, but Leah did feel a bit better after relieving herself. Catching a slight whiff of what she now knew was Amy’s scent before returning to the exam room also helped her jangling nerves a bit.

“So,” Abigail asked as Leah sat back down, “would you prefer to change before we do the blood draw, or after?”

“I’m not really a big fan of needles,” Leah admitted as her ears flattened again, “might as well get it over with and then I can get into the gown, I guess.”

Abigail was clearly a well-practiced phlebotomist, but Leah’s tail still whapped hard against her back at the pinch of the needle, and she did her best to look anywhere but at her arm while the doctor drew several vacuum tubes of her blood.

“There,” Abigail reassured her as she drew the needle out and placed a piece of gauze over the site where she’d inserted the needle, “hold that in place for a minute, please, and I’ll step outside. Just open the door and pop your head out when you’ve changed into the gown.”

Once she’d changed into the backless gown Leah had to admit her tail felt better being able to move around without hitting the waistband of her jeans. Maybe she’d have to consider a few skirts like Amy had been wearing.

“For the next part,” Abigail explained once she returned, “I need to examine the scar from the bite that turned you. I’ll also need to take some measurements and a picture or two, if that is all right. It might help to find who was responsible, eventually.”

“Right, sure.” Leah laid down on her belly, the paper cover of the exam table crackling as she shifted her weight.

She heard the sound of the doctor snapping on a pair of latex gloves, and a moment later felt her fingers carefully tracing the edges of the raised scar. “That looks like it went quite deep.”

“Forty-eight stitches,” Leah confirmed, “but I didn’t get a drop of blood on the mail. Still proud of that.”

“Oh, you’re a letter carrier?”

“Best and most trusted,” Leah confirmed with a smile, “coming up on five years in.”

“That’s lovely.” Abigail finished taking notes, then lightly tapped Leah’s leg. “Could I have you roll onto your hip, facing away from me, so I can get a good picture of the bite?”

Leah complied, and a few moments later she heard the sound of pictures being snapped.

“While you’re on your side, do you mind if I do a few other tests that will be a bit easier in that position? I’d like to check your tail and listen a bit closer to your heart.”

Leah shrugged. “Seems fine to me.”

“Good. We’ll start with your heart, then. Just try to breathe normally, and when I ask you to hold your breath, please hold still.” The cold metal of the stethoscope made her want to jump a little, but Leah did as instructed, and after a minute or so Abigail had stepped back. “Thank you, Leah. Just try to relax and breathe normally—we’re almost done.”

Leah nodded, closing her eyes as she felt Abigail’s gloved fingers run along her tail, then gently began to test where it had grown from the base of her spine.

“Is that tender?”

“A little,” Leah admitted, “I figured it was because it popped out the way it did.”

Abigail gave a noncommittal hum, and Leah heard her writing a few more notes. “Speaking of which,” Abigail asked, “I am assuming that since you said you have difficulty controlling your changes, you are not able to assume your wolf form at will?”

“Yeah,” Leah admitted, “I know I did once or twice on accident—woke up that way once and scared the hell out of myself because I thought I couldn’t get back.”

Abigail nodded. “I won’t ask you to try, then. We can do some of the specific examinations for your other forms at another time.” Settling down on her stool, she rested the clipboard with Leah’s chart against her leg. “I just have a few last general health questions.”

Leah nodded. “Sounds good to me.”

Abigail cleared her throat. “I take it from the joke you made earlier that you are sexually active?”

Leah blushed despite herself. “Yeah. Well. Generally. Amy and I haven’t...uh...not yet.”

“I see.” Abigail kept her voice carefully clinical. “Have you had any other partners recently?”

“Last girlfriend and I broke up about two months before I got bitten. No one else before Amy and I started to date.”

“Last STD test?”

“Had one done after Ginny and I broke up—I found out she’d been cheating, so better safe than sorry. Came back all clean.”

“Good to hear—well, about the test results, at least.” She checked another box on her paperwork. “When was the last time you gave your breasts a self-exam?”

Leah coughed. “Um. Define exam.”

Abigail gave her a dry look. “Checking for a lump or abnormality, not for pleasure.”

“Um...few months ago, I think? But I have noticed that every time I woke up from the full moon, I had to shave my armpits again. Along with other places.”

“You’ll be delighted to hear that’s normal for weres,” Abigail answered dryly, “and that’s really all I’d prefer to discuss on that subject for now, unless you’re having any issues with yeast infections or other problems down there.”

“No,” Leah shook her head, “nothing like that at all.”

Abigail performed a brief but careful breast exam, then closed the folder with Leah’s chart after making a last set of notes. “If you’d like to get dressed, Leah, I need to run some tests and then we’ll be ready to discuss a few things. I do have some concerns that I’d like to go over with you, but I’d prefer to have the bloodwork and urinalysis finished so we can discuss everything.”

“Sure.” Leah hopped down, grabbing the pile of her clothes. “Would it be okay if Amy came back to wait with me?”

Abigail paused, then looked back with a guilty expression. “Actually, no. I’m afraid she can’t. Not until you’ve both spoken to the police.”

Leah was so shocked she didn’t even notice her ears and tail disappearing.

“Excuse me, what?”

* * * *
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Chapter 4

Detective Chief Inspector Koyah Abdel was not having a good day.

It had started well enough, but any time she got a call from Abby’s clinic, she knew she was in for a rough time.

Her normal day job was no different than any other officer. She might not wear the uniform as some of her coworkers due to the assignments she was given, but she held the same responsibilities as they did. Keep the public safe and uphold the law. However, as a member of the Werepersons Special Branch and one of the liaisons between the werepersons and human societies, her job had a bit broader application of those laws—and of what it meant to keep the public safe. Bailing out a were who got caught transforming. Making sure any witnesses signed the appropriate non-disclosure forms or were in some other way convinced they hadn’t seen what they thought they had seen.

It wasn’t always as easy as scrubbing a security camera’s footage. Often, she was called in for more serious offenses; someone using their wereself for breaking and entering, or that incident last month when an entire butcher’s shop was picked clean of meats (she had been forced to talk with several different alphas regarding that one—still no leads), but this call had topped anything she’d dealt with before. A turned were showing up at Abigail Feldsher’s clinic with a possible turner?

That situation was no joke, and Koyah decided for the moment she would be more concerned with gathering the facts and possibly comforting the newly turned werewolf—she could worry about the paperwork later.

When she pulled in, she saw the clinic had a sign in the door stating that it was closed for the rest of the day and to phone in to reschedule appointments. Abigail never closed the clinic early.

Koyah sighed as she tugged on her jacket. That really didn’t bode well.

Despite the sign the door was still unlocked and she let herself in. The secretary seemed to be finishing up with a phone call, but waved her in and pointed down the hall before holding up three fingers to indicate which exam room she needed to see.

Koyah nodded her thanks and continued on down the hall. She’d raised her hand to knock when she heard Abby speak.

“Not until you’ve both spoken to the police.”

“Excuse me, what?”

Ah, so she was right on time then.

* * * *
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Tap. Tap-tap. Rap-tap-tap.

Abigail blinked once in surprise at the sound, turning as she caught Leah making sure her gown was tied up correctly and she was presentable from the corner of her eye.

“Ah, that would be the officer now. I’ll let you get dressed and send them in to speak with you in a few minutes.”

Leah frowned and opened her mouth to say
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