
They Call Me Death

––––––––

Missy Jane


Table of Contents

Title Page

They Call Me Death (Shifters vs Humans, #1)

Dedication

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter One

A MJHM Enterprises Publication 

www.authormissyjane.com

They Call Me Death Copyright © 2025 Missy Jane

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

Originally edited by Heidi Moore, Samhain Publishing 2008

Re-edited by Noah Chinn, Samhain Publishing 2016

Cover design by Syneca Featherstone

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the MJHM Enterprises, Author Missy Jane.  All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be used, including but not limited to, the training of or use by artificial intelligence, or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or distributed via the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the publisher’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated. 

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. The characters are productions of the author’s imagination and used fictitiously.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Dedication

[image: image]


This book is still dedicated to my loving and understanding husband. Without his continued support this wouldn’t be possible. Also, to my four children who showed the utmost patience in letting me divide my time between them and my characters. And last but not least, my good friend Sandy, who introduced me to paranormal romance and added spice to my fantasies.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Prologue
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What radicalized you?

The question echoed through my mind as I looked out at the wastelands of what used to be north Texas. I couldn’t even say where I was or what city this used to be. Shattered glass and broken concrete crunched beneath my boots as I walked from one pile of rubble to another.

What radicalized you?

Maybe it had been the deaths of my husband and son, both violent, brutal, and unexpected. Maybe it had been the emergence of shapeshifting humans who could turn into animals seemingly on a whim. Who said I was radicalized anyway? What was it about me that seemed so radical?

“Yo, Alexia. We’re moving them bricks over here.”

The man’s voice broke into my thoughts, and I watched him point from one innocuous pile to another. But no, that second one wasn’t just a pile of rubble. It was starting to take shape as a wall. We needed a barrier to keep the animals out of human lands, to protect what was left of our people. I pulled the dusty gloves from my back pocket and shoved blistered hands into them. They might help a little. 

Building the wall was backbreaking work but what else did I have to do? I’d only had my husband Hank and my son Michael before the massacre began. Within moments they were dead like the rest of my family. Now I had only myself to look after, and some days I failed at that too. So, I would move this pile of rubble from one spot to the next until a wall was formed. I would do my duty on the wall to keep the animals out of our lands.

What radicalized you?

Most days I didn’t feel human. I sure as hell didn’t feel radical. Most days it took every bit of strength to draw breath. Now my purpose was building this damn wall side-by-side with people whose names I never learned. Would it be enough? Time would tell. 

Only a year had passed since the first battles began but the country was already divided across the middle, ocean to ocean. May as well make it obvious and let the shifers know we weren’t giving up any more land than they’d already claimed. There’d been whispers of other countries letting the shifters take over the government completely. Fuck that. Here we would build our wall, and I would kill anything that tried to come over it.

It began as a symbol, a statement. Stay out and we’ll leave you in peace. The wall began simply as bits of rock and stone, wood and metal, pieces of rubble left behind by the battles and garbage created from new construction. No one seems to know exactly where it first went up, but it grew like ivy to divide the land, taking on a life of its own with little provocation. 

Civilians joined soldiers in throwing things together until they could no longer see into shifter lands. Once the peace treaty was signed and things had calmed, some of the larger cities worked to make the wall more solid, more imposing, and more official. No safety rails were put on top because it was only meant to divide, but then shifters started climbing and crawling over it. Now we have patrols, and the patrols have guns. Now it’s our first line of defense and I’m on the front lines.
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Chapter One
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Two years later.

Humid afternoon air sifted through my clothes, making everything stick and itch, as I looked out over the city from my perch atop the wall. My inability to put a book down had kept me awake well past a sensible bedtime and I was feeling the lack of sleep. The only possessions I treasured, other than the photo of my husband and son, were my books. Unfortunately, they were like a drug that stole my reason and made me groggy when I needed to be on my game. Wall duty in the afternoon wasn’t nearly as active as at night, but I needed to be ready for anything. 

Almost everything had become digital even before the species war began. Now actual books were kept in libraries under lock and key and private collections were almost unheard of. The fact that I possessed over fifty classic titles never ceased to amaze those around me, and they assumed it was the reason for the security on my building. In reality, I trusted no one and nothing. I didn’t care how long I’d known the men and women I served with. I only trusted one person with my life and possessions, and that was me.

As evening crept in, I watched the sun set from atop the twenty-foot-high, eight-foot-thick wall separating the newly formed cities of Circe and Georgetown with my hand on my gun. We used to have sniper rifles for wall duty, but some idiot thought it would be fun to pick off any easy targets that wandered within a few yards of the border, nearly starting a full-scale attack on us. He was taken into custody and quietly reprimanded, then discharged. 

Last I heard, he’d become a bounty hunter. All he’d accomplished with his kills were stricter rules for the rest of us, which pissed me off. I don’t condone killing innocent bystanders, shifters or not. Most shifters stopped being innocent by puberty, when they learned to hunt, however, I firmly believe in someone being innocent until proven guilty. That was one imperative that separated us from the animals and I stuck to it with all I had.

I sighed and paced a few steps from one side to the other as I kept my gaze on the horizon. From the corner of my eye I saw someone approaching.

“Beautiful up here isn’t it?”

I turned to see one of the new recruits watching dusk with me. I didn’t know his name, but he made me think of an actor who had been popular in my youth. I suddenly wondered what happened to that actor when it all went to hell. As far as I knew, Hollywood was destroyed by shifter hands. Hell, maybe he was one of them.

“Yeah,” I muttered.

“So, you’re Alexia, right?”

I glanced at him but said nothing.

“I’m Scott.”

I felt more than saw him take step toward me. My shoulders tensed. Unfortunately, a few of the male soldiers had proven to be assholes in more ways than one. I tended not to socialize with any of them.

He stopped just outside of my personal space. “I was just wondering ’cause I kinda heard some things.”

I began to walk away and his footsteps immediately followed.

“Uh, I just meant about your weapons. Hey, I could really use some pointers you know? Alexia?”

I heard the desperation in his voice. It was almost as bad as the hero worship I received from the hard-core killers we sometimes got. I never killed by choice, but the men didn’t seem to realize that. Or if they did, they wouldn’t admit it. All they saw was my lack of hesitation when a shifter jumped on the wall or tried to force its way through a checkpoint. Pulling the trigger was something I’d gotten good at. 

Some joined the army because they enjoy the killing, trying to justify it with patriotism. If anyone had told me a few years ago I would be walking around in fatigues, toting a gun nearly every waking moment, I would’ve laughed myself to tears. 

Shows what I knew. My gun had quickly become an extension of myself and my uniforms the only clothes I owned. But not by choice.

“Come on,” the kid said. “I just wanna see the sword you carry. That’s all, I swear.”

I turned around and drew my blade in one swift motion. The newb froze in his tracks and stared. I could only imagine what he might’ve heard from our colleagues about me and my toys. My Master Sergeant kept denying my request to carry my submachine gun, a Ruger MP9, on wall duty. I’m only supposed to keep it for raids. Seeing that might’ve made Scott piss himself. 

Instead, I was forced to carry a Glock in a shoulder holster. I’m the only one who carries a sword. The guys used to laugh at me over it until a reptilian shifter leapt onto my partner and I couldn’t get a clean shot. Instead of drawing my gun, I decapitated the son of a bitch. No one laughs at me now.

“Seen enough?” I asked. He nodded and I put the blade away. “What are you even doing here, Scott?”

“What, on the wall?”

“In the army. What do you expect to get out of all this?”

He seemed to ponder my question. I silently waited for his response. I wasn’t expecting much and wasn’t disappointed.

“All I’ve wanted since the start of the war is to serve my country.” 

I rolled my eyes. “And I’m sure the armed forces of the Combined Human States loves you for it.”

“What else was I supposed to do? It’s been four years since my family ran south to get away from the mangy animals.” He gestured to the closely packed buildings on our side of the wall. “None of us asked for this shit. Those fucking animals decided to screw with everyone’s DNA to make us all like them. Well...fuck that. I’m just glad it didn’t take in anyone in my immediate family.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, since I pretty much agreed. No one really knew why some had shifted and others hadn’t. Or at least, if they knew no one was talking. His steady gaze returned to the lingering rays of the sun slipping below the horizon. I remembered sunsets on the California coastline that had brought tears to my eyes. The CHS was made up of all of states south of Colorado from one coast to the other, including most of California, and all of Latin America. The rest of the U.S. and Canada now belonged to the shifters, the Federal Nation of Therianthropes, or FNT. 

The shifters had their own government, their own military, and their own laws. We had a twenty-foot-high, eight-foot-thick, steel and brick wall effectively separating us from one ocean to another, and still rogue shifters found their way into our country. True it was only solid closest to the more populated areas, but the fanatical humans in the rural areas were crazy enough to keep most everyone away without the full wall.

The rules were simple. If you were human you didn’t go into FNT without a permit or a sponsor. Some humans went north for business, some out of curiosity, others for adventure. However, if you were a shifter you didn’t enter CHS. Period. There were no permits, no sponsors, no exceptions. We couldn’t take the risk.

“You didn’t answer my question,” I reminded Scott as darkness settled around us. 

He blew out a breath and didn’t pretend to have forgotten the question. “I wanna kill ’em, Alexia. I wanna kill ’em all. They took everything... I don’t even know why and I don’t care. Not anymore.”

Luckily for him, our job didn’t take much thought. The human government refused to allow any type of shifter into the country for any reason. That’s what made our job easy. If I saw a shifter on our side of the wall, I was expected to kill it. No questions, no red tape. Simple. Some days I thought my job might be too easy. Some days, I felt a bit like a wild animal myself.

* * * * *
[image: image]


IT WAS NEARING MIDNIGHT as I stood in one of my least favorite spots, observing the activity below. One thing about shifters, they’re a horny bunch. Within feet of their side of the border you could get laid, watch someone else get laid, or do any other perverse thing you could come up with. It always amused me to take new recruits to the red zone and let them get an eyeful on their first night. The twenty-mile section of the wall dubbed the red zone bordered the red-light district of the shifter city of Circe.

Humans and shifters alike descended on the red zone in droves. That’s what made it my least favorite zone. It’s a hot spot for kills and never boring, but I usually spent as much time policing my fellow patrolmen as I did the animals.

For a Friday night, it was actually pretty slow. The usual bars and clubs were packed with activity, and I spotted about two dozen humans walking along the street. At the corner of the border road and Main, I saw a man in black looking at the wall from beneath a streetlight. I took note of him and continued my perimeter watch. Fifteen minutes later, he still stood there, but his head turned as he followed me.

I did a mental tally of his features—bronze skin, ass-length brown hair with streaks of gold, eyebrows of golden brown, only a shade darker than his skin. His high cheekbones and narrow chin were almost feminine. He had broad shoulders and stood perfectly straight and still, like a statue on display. His long black coat hid his body well, but I was positive it would be athletic. I guessed his age to be early thirties max.

He appeared feline to me, though I’d never gotten the hang of separating the species. The canines were easy to pick out from the first moment, as many of them had developed overbites, and the felines couldn’t hide their teeth when they talked. As for the other species, only the reptilians could be spotted by their skin, and any of the water species who opted to walk on land could be discerned by their glossy eyes. They had developed a membrane over their eyes to keep them from drying out, giving them the appearance of being blind.

I looked away from him and scanned the street and people below. He stood almost directly in front of me, though I was atop the twenty-foot wall. I repositioned myself so he would have to turn his head to keep me in his sight. I glanced back, and he still watched me. His blank expression, as if he didn’t have a care in the world, didn’t fool me. I considered it for oh, about a second, before pressing the button on my radio to signal my partner for the night.

Lance Ulrick walked over with his usual tough-guy swagger, blond ponytail swinging behind him. At well over six foot, he was one of the largest men on wall duty at night. The width of his shoulders alone intimidated most shifters. Of all the gung-ho men in my unit, Lance was the worst. If he’d been born a shifter, he would surely have been an alpha. I hated patrolling with him almost as much as he hated me. Probably because I’m one of the few who always blew off his advances. I knew I got appreciative looks from the men when they thought I wasn’t looking, but without Hank there was no desire in my life, no joy. No peace.

Lance smirked at me. “What’s up, Lex?”  He knew I hated that fucking nickname.

I met him halfway and smiled, freezing him to the spot. Anyone who knew me knew I never smiled out of mirth. If they saw me smile, they knew to have a weapon ready. Lance crossed his arms over his broad chest, nonchalantly putting his fingers on his holstered weapon. My smile broadened.

I stepped in closer than he knew I was comfortable with and leaned toward his ear. “One o’clock, dark coat. Lover boy just can’t get enough of me.” 

Luckily, we stood downwind. Most shifters had enhanced senses, including the ability to hear from amazing distances. Lance returned my grin and leaned over as if to brush something from my shoulder, turning just enough to glance at the street corner. Then he quickly straightened and shook his head. “Either I scared him off or you’re hallucinating, Lex. Ain’t no one there.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw what Lance saw...nothing. The mystery man was gone. No sign of him anywhere.

“You wanna write it up?” Lance asked.

I thought on it for a moment. “Nah, I didn’t get much sleep before my shift. Maybe I’m just getting paranoid.”

He chuckled and raised a brow, most likely at the lack of conviction in my voice. I was the least paranoid person in the entire unit. Many accused me of having no emotions whatsoever. I used to have them, and showed them quite often, but they were washed away with gallons of blood.

He turned to walk away. 

“Yeah, okay. It’s after midnight, your shift’s over now. Go get some sleep,” he said over his shoulder.

I waited ’til Lance was out of sight before looking back at the street corner again. The guy in black hadn’t reappeared. I shook my head and sighed as I walked to the stairs. Before I took more than two steps, raised voices reached me from the Circe side of the wall. I glanced around and saw a group of a dozen men, shifters and humans, crowding the nearest checkpoint between the cities. I stayed on the wall and walked over to take a look.

“I don’t give a damn what you said, human. I said we can go wherever in the hell we want, you got that? You’re nothing but cattle!”

I peered into the center of the crowd and saw a short, stocky man with amber eyes. They were canine, as was the pronounced under-bite. He looked like a bulldog, sans the leash he obviously needed. He swayed drunkenly, arguing with the two checkpoint guards as the men behind him grew more agitated. Though there were humans in the crowd, it was hard to tell if they were agreeing with the shifter or arguing against him. Overall, it appeared the situation was going from bad to worse.

I made my way back to the stairs and raced down them, hot on the heels of Lance and Scott. We were the three closest to the checkpoint and everyone was now on full alert. I pulled my gun as I approached the checkpoint and Lance snorted.

“Jesus, Lex. You think you’re gonna need that to handle a few drunks?”

I shrugged. “Beats finding out the hard way, don’t ya think?” 

He just laughed and yanked a baton from his belt. I kept my Glock in my right hand and pulled my flashlight with my left. The damn thing had to weigh at least eight pounds, all the better to do some damage with. Scott produced a knife from a sheath on his leg. 

“Look, sir, no unauthorized person is allowed past this checkpoint. If any of you humans have business in Georgetown we need to see proof of residency. Otherwise, all of you need to turn around and be on your way.”

The voice of the guard drifted over to us and we picked up the pace, reaching him within seconds. The group of men watched our approach and grew even more agitated.

“Oh, I see how it is. You gotta call in back up, eh, tough guy? It’s not enough to have a gun, but you gotta get one of your women involved too, eh?”

The crowd laughed and started shouting obscenities, most of them lewd comments directed at me. Or so I assumed. We ignored them and took up positions behind the two checkpoint guards, one of whom was locking down the gate. The canine shifter saw this and leapt forward, grabbing the guard’s arm before he pulled the gate shut. I acted on instinct, shoving my way to the front and jabbing my flashlight into his ribs. I caught both men by surprise, and suddenly there was chaos.

All around me, men were shouting and shoving, hitting and kicking at each other. I was trying to help the human guard shut the gate, but three shifters had wedged their way in where the canine had fallen and were blocking the way. They may have been trying to haul him up but all were too drunk to do much. Our threats of violence were falling on deaf ears. Very inebriated deaf ears. I tried to shove my gun in someone’s face and convince him to move when a bear of a man appeared before me, grabbed my arm and pulled.

Suddenly I was airborne, flung above the heads of the crowd and onto the Circe side of the wall. I hit the street hard and had enough sense to roll and gain my feet in a crouch. I thought the abrupt silence came from hitting my head on the concrete, but when I looked up I saw how wrong I was. The crowd no longer shouted and pushed at the gate, because it was now closed. They turned their attention away from that lost cause and were instead watching me. All their eyes predatory, and I was the prey.

“Fuck,” I whispered. I calculated how much ammo I had and whether it was enough for the growing crowd.

I felt naked without my Ruger and pulled out my sword to compensate. I’d dropped my flashlight at some point but held onto my Glock. It’s nice to know I can get my priorities straight sometimes.

The big guy who’d pulled me into the crowd stepped forward and I realized he wasn’t a shifter at all. That really pissed me off and I decided he would be the first to get shot. I heard Lance yelling at the checkpoint guards to open the gate but they refused. Once the lockdown is in place only the Master Sergeant could override it. I knew that, Lance knew it too, but he was arguing anyway. He shouted my name, but I kept my focus on the crowd instead. Booted feet ran up the stairs to the wall, echoing over the crowd, and I knew at least a dozen men would be pointing their guns down into the crowd to cover me. If I could wait long enough for them to get into place.

The mob inched closer, as if waiting to see what I would do. I thought about shooting with one hand into the crowd, but it had grown too large to take down alone. My only other option was to run, but where? I was in Circe, with nowhere to go on this side of the wall. Sure humans were welcome, but I’d never been and had no clue where to hide. I inched my way back toward the nearest building, and cast quick glances to be sure no one was sneaking up from behind. Amazingly enough, the threat stayed in front of me and nothing blocked my retreat.

“Where ya goin’, sweet thang?” the human asked.

“Yeah, baby. We just wanna have a little fun,” another taunted.

I snorted. “My idea of fun is target practice, boys. You up for it?”

They didn’t seem to think it was as funny as I did.

“Don’t worry, pretty little human. We like to play with our food.”

I looked over at the new voice and saw a cougar in mid-shift. His legs and arms were human, but everything else was feline and feral. I tried to suppress my revulsion, knowing any sign of weakness would only excite them more. 

I heard more footsteps to my right and turned to keep the new threat in my sights. It was the shifter in the long black coat. He nodded in my direction briefly before turning to face the crowd.

“What the hell do you want?” the human asked him. “You got no business here.”

“I can get you back over the wall unharmed, but you’ll have to trust me,” he said to me in a low voice, though I was certain the other shifters still heard him.

My heart rate accelerated. “Yeah right.”

He turned and looked me up and down. “I’ll help you fight if it’ll make you feel better, but I can’t guarantee your safety that way and we could start a full-scale battle. Your companions on the wall won’t need much prompting to open fire into the crowd.”

His deep voice had a European accent I couldn’t quite place. It could’ve come from at least a dozen different countries. I frowned and pointed my Glock at him.

“I don’t trust you to guarantee anything, shifter. Now, back the fuck off.”

He looked at the crowd again, then back at me. Suddenly I felt pressure in my head and everything went black. 

The next thing I knew, I was on my back on a hard surface and all the air had been pushed out of my lungs. I heard shouting from somewhere below me as I caught my breath. I sat up and realized I was atop the wall, and the crowd in Circe was running away as if the hounds of hell were on their heels.

I put a hand to my head, feeling my gun still in a firm grip. My sword lay beside me. Multiple flashlight beams roamed my body with one persistent one in my face.

“Lex! What the fuck? Are you all right?” Lance hollered from right above me.

“Yeah. Get that fucking light out of my face.”

He went to his knees and ran his hands over me from head to toe.

“Stop. I’m okay. I think... What happened?” I was more than a little dazed.

“That fucking shifter threw you. I mean he just fucking picked you up and threw your ass up here. He was so fucking quick too. No one got close enough to stop him before he was running back down the street.”

I shook my head in disbelief and rubbed my back. I’d landed hard, but it sure as hell beat the alternative. Those shifters were going to tear me limb from limb. 

Lance laughed, in what sounded like relief, and helped me stand. I was still reeling from being tossed in the air twice in one night as I made my way back to headquarters to file a report.
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Chapter Two
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I was halfway to my place, passing between the darkened buildings where the new recruits are schooled on shifter fighting techniques, when I saw movement in the shadows. I had my gun in my hand on reflex as I stepped to the side.

“Alexia, I mean you no harm,” said a familiar voice, though I couldn’t place it.

I aimed my gun without a second thought. “Yeah, sure you don’t. Why don’t you come into the light where I can see you?”

“Because you’ll shoot me, and though I don’t care much about death, I do have something important to tell you first.”

I don’t know if it was the thought of meeting someone who cared as little for his own life as I did for mine, or curiosity over what he had to say, but I lowered my gun. 

“I guess it would be asking too much for you to holster your weapon,” he said, amused.

“You got that right.” 

“Fine. Is there somewhere we can speak without being overheard?”

“Nowhere I’m willing to go without seeing your face first.”

He sighed. “Can I have your word you won’t shoot me until after I’ve said my piece?”

I was even more intrigued. I couldn’t imagine who he might be if he thought I would shoot him on sight. 

I thought about it for a few seconds and nodded. “Yeah, sure. But my promise only extends until you’ve said your piece.”

“Fine. Holster your weapon.”

“No way,” I said with a shake of my head.

“I’m unarmed and know your first instinct will be to shoot me.” 

Annoyance filled his voice and I felt my own level go up.

“You aren’t exactly gaining my confidence here, mister.” I raised my gun a few inches.

He sighed and slowly approached the light. I saw his hands first, extended in front of him, palms up and empty. I began to lower my gun until I saw his black sleeves extend up his arms into a full-length leather coat. Half a heartbeat later, I looked into the face of the shifter who’d saved me. On my side of the wall. I raised my gun, finger on the trigger.

“I swear, you will want to hear what I have to say.”

I heard desperation in his voice, and it warred with my instinct to open fire.

“How the fuck did you get over the wall?” I asked through gritted teeth.

“That is part of what I need to explain to you. It happens a lot more often than you know.”

Of all of the things he could’ve said, he picked the one that stopped me from shooting him. I froze and cocked an eyebrow at him in question.

“Please. I don’t want anyone to see you pointing that at me. They might not wait to hear me out before shooting.”

For all his protests, I still didn’t think he sounded nervous enough for someone with a gun pointed at him. I nodded and lowered my gun, but still refused to put it away.

“Where can we go to talk?” he asked.

When I thought I was dealing with a human I was going to take him to the nearest pub. No matter how loud we got, the drunks around us would be louder and no one would overhear anything. However, it was still risky, and I wasn’t about to go out in public with a shifter. I couldn’t take the chance someone would recognize him as one of them any more than I could promise to keep my gun holstered. We had to go somewhere private, and unfortunately that only left one place.

“Shit. We have to go to my place.” 

He nodded and took a step toward me. I tensed, but he kept his hands open and froze. I motioned to my left with my gun. “That way. I’ll walk behind you and tell you where to go. If you hear someone coming, get into the shadows and I’ll stop and tie my shoe, but don’t turn around to face me or I will shoot you.”

He began walking without a word. I followed close enough behind to whisper directions, but far enough back to maneuver should he abruptly turn. I kept my gun against my right thigh, my finger on the trigger. Luckily, the area I lived in was nearly deserted after dark. During the day it was used for training and research. At night, the buildings were empty of everyone but the cleaning crews and night security, and they tended to stay indoors.

We encountered no one on our way to the building where I lived. It had been a warehouse when the war started but outlived its usefulness within a year. I had bought the entire building and converted the second floor into a loft. My Master Sergeant had wanted me to stay in an apartment set up for military use, but I didn’t like having neighbors. My warehouse was one of a few civilian-owned structures in the area. We didn’t have military bases like the old days, just military zones. The civvies walked among us freely, some even toting weapons like ours. Such a brave new world.

I kept my gun on the shifter as I gave the voice command to unlock the outer gate. Then I turned for the retinal scan. He stayed completely still until it was complete, probably hoping to gain a bit of my trust in doing so. 

Once past the gate, we approached the steel door that led into the building and I placed my hand on the ID scanner. The door unlocked when it verified my ID and I motioned the shifter inside.

He walked into complete darkness with a confidence that unnerved me.

“Lights,” I said, stepping in behind him.

The overhead fluorescents came on, illuminating the empty
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