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    Hate your enemies with a whole heart, and if aman smite you on one cheek, SMASH him on the other! He who turns the other cheek is a cowardly dog! 
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The Millar Meteor’s sirens shrieked through the morning light like a wounded animal as its lights painted the early morning fog with blood red flashing strokes. 

The Ambulance careened down the winding mountain road, threatening to take flight into nothingness with each turn.

“Stay with me. Miss? Can you hear me? I need you to stay with me.”

The paramedic's hands pressed against her stomach, warm and sticky. The copper stench of her blood filled her nostrils. 

So much copper. So much blood. Her blood. 

“Miss?! I need you to wake up. Come on, sweety, stay with me!” he sounded urgent. Like he really wanted her to stay awake.

Why should she? She was already floating somewhere between consciousness and the void. 

Hadn’t she been awake long enough?

The poison spreading like black fire in her veins. How utterly ironic. Her body heals itself, but she’s still going to die because of a little silver. Typical...

“We interrupt our regular programming with breaking news from Pinecrest, Tennessee....”

She watched the flashing of trees blur past the window. It was so stupid. She’d made it. She’d survived...

Her eyes rolled, and the world spun as her heart beat like thunder in her skull.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

“BP's dropping fast!”

“We’re losing her!”

Moonlight. She was running in the moonlight. Something behind her in the darkness, breathing heavily, hunting. 

Hunting what? Her?

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

“Jesus Christ, what did she get into out there?”

No, not just her... Her heart?

Their voices seemed to come from underwater. 

She tried to speak, tried to tell them about the thing hunting her, but her tongue felt thick and foreign. 

“...two teenagers and an as of yet unidentified third victim have been found dead at the Pinecrest dam, their bodies horribly mutilated in what authorities are calling a vicious attack...”

Thump-thump. Thump-thump.

Not her heart. God, not again!

Thump-thump. Thump...Thump.

He was on her. Thrusting and pushing. 

Thump...Thump...Thump...Thump.

His face, Rick’s face... 

Thump...Thump...Thump...Thump.

But it’s not him... He didn’t have yellow eyes or black fur...

Thump...Thump...Thump...Thump.

The beast reared back, and a blood-curdling howl of triumph ripped from its maw, as a warmth filled her...

Thump...Thump... Thump-thump... Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump! 

“NO!” She screamed, arching as waves of agony split her again. 

“Jesus Christ! Hold her! HOLD HER!”

She suddenly felt as much as heard a loud cracking in her. What was that? 

She writhed and squirmed, fighting the straps as a fresh wave of white fire filled her guts, spreading to every inch of her body.

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump! 

Yellow eyes glimmering in the firelight. “It’s coming!” a voice says, her voice. 

The flames flared suddenly higher, the shadows moved wrong. Too big... Too many teeth.

“I see a bad moon rising!” The music. Why was that playing?

The sound of tires screaming, or was that us? She couldn’t tell, all she knew was the black hand reaching for her.

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump!

The ambulance doors burst open. Cold air rushed in, the antiseptic stench filled her nostrils. She really hated that smell. 

Where am I?

Fluorescent lights blazed overhead like artificial suns, burning her retinas.

No! Why am I here? Not again! Don’t take my baby!

“We have a teenage female with multiple perforating stab wounds to her stomach and severe lacerations to her body!”

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump!

Wheels rattled beneath her. Ceiling tiles flew past in a blur of white and beige. She counted them. One. Two. Three... Four 

Jessica. Mark. Tina... David.

David! 

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump!

His face in hers, spittle flecking his lips as he slams home the silver knife into her again and again, like Rick. God, and she was letting him do it to her. 

“Is this an animal attack or a mugging?” someone asks.

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump! 

NO! Not again! Never again! Fight! Fight! Fight!

A sound like the splitting of thunder fills her head. A roar. Her roar!

“Tina!” she screams. “Where’s Tina?!”

“...At this time, one survivor has been confirmed, while two additional victims are believed to still be missing. According to sources, five local teenagers had gone to the Cherokee National Forest for a camping trip...”

Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump, Thuh-thump! 

The metal operating table was cold and hard against her back as she was lifted onto it.

Hard, unforgiving hands grabbed at her clothes, cutting and tearing feverishly. 

Ripping away what dignity she had left, what little she had regained through blood. 

“No! Get off of me!” she screamed, thrashing against the hands. His hands.

“Holy shit! Sedate her! Sedate her now!” 

Thuh-thump. Thuh-thump. Thuh-thump! 

Her hand closed on something soft and squishy, and a scream of agony tore through her skull. 

“Get her off me!” a woman's voice yelped as she twisted the mound of supple flesh.

The needle slid into her arm like a snake's fang. Cold liquid rushed through her veins, carrying her deeper into the abyss.

“Try to relax,” the voice came again. “It’ll be over before you know it,” Cold and clinical. “Count backwards from ten...”

NO! Not that! Not again!

“Ten... nine... eight...”

“...The victims have been identified as Jessica Laurens, age 16, Mark McMahon, age 18, Ellinor Granger, age 16, Christina Akins, age 17, and David Varano, age 17...” 

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

Pain! Again! Why more pain? Hasn’t she suffered enough?

She wanted to keep screaming, but the darkness was creeping in... pulling her under.

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

“Jesus, is she pregnant? Where’s this blood coming from?”

“No, she's just menstruating!”

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

“Are you sure? I’ve never seen so much!

“Seven...”

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

Shame flooded through her, hot and thick as the warmth spreading from her loins. 

Even here, even bleeding out, she couldn't escape the embarrassment of being female, being human, of being... whole again.

But why? Why was she embarrassed? She was whole. Shouldn’t that be a good thing?

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

“Get me more suction. And someone explain these black lines around the wounds.”

“Six...”

Thump-thump. Thump-thump. 

Someone swabbed her wound. The cotton came away a dark, glittering purple in the light.

“Looks like some kind of heavy metal poisoning. Christ, it’s oxidizing the tissues!”

“What the hell is that? Silver?”

Remember, mon cheri, silver to the heart. Don’t hesitate. Came the old man's voice.

Thump-thump. 

“Authorities speculate that the teens entered the park yesterday evening near Pinecrest, Tennessee, where a wild animal, possibly a bear, began hunting the group through the forest. 

A bear? If only it had been something so simple. So explainable.

“Five...”

The operating room doors slammed open. A woman's voice, shrill with panic, cut through her darkness, “Ellie!”

She tried to turn her head, tried to see through the observation window, slowly willing her neck to obey. 

Thump-thump. 

“Mama?”

“Four...”

“...authorities have now confirmed that they have recovered a second survivor...”

A second? Who? Who else had made it out?

Thump... thump. 

“Three...”

The doctor's voice, professional and tired, “Ma'am, your daughter is going to be just fine.”

Fine? How could she ever be fine again? How could any of them?

She drifted, floating between the worlds of life and death. The blackness closing over her like the terrible blanket of darkness.

Thump... thump. 

Then it came. Softly through the encroaching darkness. A voice. Her voice. 

“Tina?”

Golden red locks flashed through the window as everything went dark. 

“One...”

Thump...thump. 

Everything but that musical single voice in her universe faded into oblivion. 

A single word whispered in the darkness, reaching out to her from the abyss.

Sister...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


We run. Through the shadowed and chilled darkness of the forest, we run. The smell of pine and autumn fills our lungs, embracing us in our freedom. 

Tonight we did it, we changed without the moon! It’s only been a month, and we figured it out!

The joy in our heart is beyond measure as we run under the light of the waxing moon. Soon. Soon it will be fat and full, and we will be ready. It will still hurt, but not like last time. No. Not the agony. 

We remember that pain. The suffering as every bone cracked and shattered. As our face reshaped itself. 

Tonight was still horrible, but we were ready this time. It hurt beyond comparison, yet we managed to maintain our focus through it. To not give in to the beast and instead embrace it.

We will change every night, teach ourselves not to suffer but to ride the storm of transformation. 

To embrace the beast and make it one with ourselves. And then we will teach them. The others. 

We will hunt and bring them to us. Embrace them as the forest embraces us now. 

We will be patient, however. We must wait for them to call to us of their own desire. And when they do, we will come. We will descend upon them and embrace them as their brother, their lover, their protector. 

The stench of chlorine assaults our senses, cutting through the sweet, musty scent of earth and pine. 

We hate it, it burns our nose and makes our eyes water, yet we endure it. We follow it, for it blends with something else. The faint musk of one of them. Could they be there? So close? We must see. We must find them and look upon them with our yellow night eyes.

The rhythmic lapping of water against a hard edge pulses through our ears, a hypnotic backdrop to the steady thumping of a heart beating. 

It’s not theirs. 

We remember their hearts from before. When we had watched silently as they slew the black monster on the dam.

We watched in horror as one fell into the churning waters, and the other continued to fight even as we smelled the coppery reek of her life fading. We remember the terror we felt at the thought of being alone.

But we howled with joy when we watched them rise and live. We’re not alone. Or we won’t be much longer. 

Soon. So soon the moon will be full, and we will go to them and make them ours, and we will run and hunt as one with them by our side.

But for now, we must deal with this. We can smell them so close, but not here. But there is one here that is too close. Her scent here is strong, but she isn’t here. Yet he is in her range. 

He cannot be tolerated in her range. Her range is our range. He is a threat that we must rend from existence and show her we can protect her.

Blue light ripples across the yard, casting eerie patterns as luminescent steam rises from the heated pool. 

The light glints off the water’s surface in small flashes, hurting our eyes, but we cannot look away from him. We watch. We wait. 

The moment stretches into minutes. There is no rush. 

He floats on his back, bronzed skin glistening wetly beneath the pool lights. His well-muscled chest rising and falling gently with each breath. We know him. The others look at him as an Adonis. Not that it matters now. Now he is just prey. 

Music drifts faintly from the house. He is alone and in the open. Our claws dig into the soft earth as we watch him, surveying the area. 

No one else was close enough to hear or even help. Only the distant sounds of cars passing on the main road and a stray dog slinking away into the shadows. 

It knows its role when its betters are about.

He is ours. We need him. His flesh. His sinew. His blood. 

The stink of old whiskey perfumes the air, masked by the chemical stink of the fouled water. The fool, his senses dulled he is oblivious to the peril that now rests upon him. 

He pauses his floating, head lifting slightly. 

“Hello?” he calls out to the darkness.

Water ripples around him as he treads in place, scanning the darkness beyond the light of the water. He senses us. 

We feel something in us. A respect? The quarry is not as much of a fool as we thought, perhaps?

“Kyle? Jace? That you guys?”

We freeze in place as he looks directly at us. Can he see us? Our eyes shining in the light of the luminescent water?

“Come on, guys. Who’s out there? Stacy? You peeping on me again? You can get a better view up close, you know. Water’s nice and warm.”

He looks at the darkness for a while longer, then shrugs and returns to his floating. So much for not being a fool. The wise prey would feel his presence and know to run.

Anger boils in us. The stupid deserve no mercy. The red haze descends, and we surge forward to the edge of the water. 

Perching there openly, we see our reflection distorted in the rippling blue surface. 

It’s curious to see ourselves there, silvery fur and golden eyes. Black lips pulled back over saber-like teeth and pink, mottled gums.

Let him see us. Let him see our accomplishment. Let him look in admiration and fear upon his doom.

He tenses. We can feel his sudden awareness of our presence. He plays possum. Knowing we won’t strike until he looks. But we know he is aware of us. 

His heart begins to hammer, and his breathing hitches. He knows his danger now.

We rise, towering to our full height. Should we be merciful and quick? No, let him see.

We let a soft growl escape us. His eyes snap open and bulge in horror as he looks up at us. His face twisting through the thousand expressions of abject terror. 

We roar and surge into the water, dragging him under as he screams silently. 

He kicks and thrashes in our grasp. The warm water feels good as it turns from luminous blue to a hellish crimson. 

His fight isn’t with us. He claws and kicks for the surface as we open his belly for the wet meat therein. He stops fighting and holds our head as we rend and rip. Lifting him to the surface.

He gasps for air with us and whimpers softly, but doesn’t scream. 

We see in his eyes the light fade, and we let him go to float peacefully in his red water.

Copper fills the air, mixing with the taint of chlorine and her. She is close, but where? We surge through the trees again, locking onto her musk. Following it. 

There. The house is simple, white with brick. We stand at the edge of our realm and hers. We found her. Sleeping there, her scent clear through the open window. 

We can smell her honey blonde hair, and her cool white flesh, heavy with our same wild tang. 

Soon... Soon we will run in the moonlight.

From somewhere in the distance, we hear a woman screaming, and we smile. 

It has begun.
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Ellie snapped awake, sitting bolt upright, gasping. Her eyes rolling in confusion and terror as early morning light streamed through the open window. 

“What the hell was that?” she muttered, her heart jackhammering against her ribs.

Shuddering, she kicked off the tangled sheets and swung her legs over the side of the bed, trying to ground herself in the present. 

It wasn’t working.

She turned and flung the curtain wide, and gazed out into the morning light.

She stared hard at the woods across the field. What had she just seen? Whatever had been staring at her house was gone now. 

But still, was that her?

It couldn’t be. It wasn’t the full moon yet, and she hadn’t even had her first transformation. 

Well, not that she was aware of anyway.

Yet the nightmare clung to her like the sweat soaked cotton of her nightshirt. 

It had been all too visceral, bloody, and... real. 

So much so, she could still taste the tang of copper on her tongue and smell chlorine in her nostrils. 

“Cripes, you’re losing it, Ellie,” she said softly to herself.

Her bedroom felt stifling despite the late October breeze coming in from the window.

She crinkled her nose as she peeled the drenched nightshirt from her skin, tossing it into the hamper as she padded unashamedly across the hall to the bathroom. 

She looked at her reflection above the sink, noting the perfect complexion and flawlessly toned body. 

Another interesting perk of being infected with lycanthropy she supposed.

She snorted to herself softly. A month ago, she had just been a normal girl. Well, mostly normal. 

A botched abortion had left her with a hysterectomy and the inability to get pregnant.

Which, if she was being honest with herself, would have been alright if she wanted to go running around with every guy in town. 

Too bad that just wasn’t her thing. 

But a little scratch on the forehead from a werewolf had fixed that. She had bled like a fountain for three days straight. 

Werewolves... who in the world would have believed it? She hardly did and here she was counting the days to the next full moon.

Along with regrowing her lost uterus, she could run like greased lightning, and her senses seemed to have been dialed up to ten. 

Which was not always fun or pleasant.

Looking at herself now, she couldn’t help but smile. What was cool was how she looked like a model in one of those fitness magazines. 

Her stomach was washboard flat, with a full set of abs that made her look like she had spent months at the gym. 

She was also notably taller. That was a mixed blessing. 

Previously, she had only stood a rather charming five foot four inches. 

After measuring herself last week, she realized she had sprouted a good four inches, bringing her to a towering five foot eight. 

She’d be practically Amazonian if she grew any more. 

Which was good because now she didn’t need a footstool to get things off the top shelf.

After a quick shower that did little to wash away the lingering tension, she stood before her closet, deliberating the flip side of being taller. 

The downfall of growing so rapidly was that she hadn’t had time to update her wardrobe to her new proportions. 

This, unfortunately, including all of her bras, which were now almost so comically childlike on her and so utterly uncomfortable, she had started forgoing even wearing them entirely. 

She sighed in frustration. Today marked her first day back at Pinecrest High after a month’s absence, and the thought of it made her stomach twist into knots. 

And not being able to even wear a bra didn’t help the situation any.

Finally, she selected a loose polo shirt with a baggy sweater and a modest plaid skirt. 

The less attention she drew, the better. She wasn’t sure she was ready to be catcalled in halls, and was determined to be mistaken for the most virginal of librarians in the world to avoid it.

She did a final check in the mirror and sighed halfheartedly. 

It’ll have to do. She thought as she made her way downstairs.

She found her mother unpacking yet another box in the kitchen. 

Much to her chagrin, their house was still a maze of cardboard and discarded piles of packing tape, even though they had been living there for almost four months.

“Morning, honey!” her mother chirped with forced brightness. “Ready for your first day back?”

Ellie grunted an acknowledgment and made a beeline for the refrigerator, pulling out the orange juice and drinking directly from the carton.

“Ellie,” her mother sighed, “we have glasses for a reason.”

“Sorry,” Ellie said, not feeling sorry at all. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and replaced the carton.

Her mother, Nancy Granger, was a rather attractive woman in her late thirties or perhaps forties. 

Ellie wasn’t quite sure, but was certain she didn’t care. 

What she did care about, and much to her annoyance, was the fact that her mother was wearing one of her favorite blouses tied well above her midriff along with one of her good sets of bell-bottoms. 

“Mom, why are you wearing my clothes? You got an entire wardrobe of your own.” She asked more harshly than she intended.

Her mother abandoned her unpacking and approached, her eyes scanning Ellie’s face. “I know, but well, you weren’t wearing it and I kinda wanted to try something new. How does it look?”

Ellie rolled her eyes as she went digging in the fridge. “Like you’re aging backwards. Hey, where’s all the meat?” she asked.

“You ate it all. Don’t you remember?” her mother replied with an exasperated sigh.

“Guess that growth spurt of yours makes you pretty hungry. I swear I don’t know how you pack it all away like that. Say, how you feeling, sweetheart? Any pain? Dizziness?”

“I’m fine, Mom,” Ellie said, flashing her washboard abs. 

“The doctor said I’m healed, remember?”

Her mother’s face blanched at the sight of the perfect skin and toned muscles. 

Not even a pink scar had been left. Not one single hint that only three weeks ago, she had been stabbed a dozen times and flayed alive across most of her body.

“I know! I know, but after everything that happened... well, can you blame me for being worried?”

“Right. Thanks, mom, but I don’t want to talk about it. I gotta go or I’ll be late, ” Ellie cut her off sharply. 

The ‘everything’ hung between them like one of old Jacob Marley’s chains.

“Well, at least let me drive you to school,” she said, already reaching for her purse.

“No thanks. I'd rather walk.” Ellie said curtly as she grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl, desperate to put something in her guts. “I need the fresh air.”

Her mother’s smile faltered. “Are you sure? It’s no trouble...”

“Bye, Mom,” Ellie called as she shouldered her backpack and headed out the back door. 

“Catch you later,” her mother grumbled, staring after her as the door swung shut with a bang.

The crisp mountain air filled her lungs, cutting through the lingering dread from her nightmare. 

Tilting her head, she decided to take a moment and jogged across the back field to the tree line where her dream had shown her. 

She knew it was probably just her being paranoid, but then again, it wasn’t paranoia if it was real. Was it?

It didn’t take her long to find the spot. The stink of Chlorine and wet dog was pungent. 

So it wasn’t just a dream. Something really was watching me. She thought as she snorted and turned away, chuffing hard to clear the smell from her nostrils.

She walked out to the sidewalk and looked down the hill as the town of Pinecrest sprawled before her.

She supposed it was as picturesque as a small town could be. Nestled as it was at the foot of the Appalachians. 

It had been meant to be their fresh start after her parents’ divorce. 

But she knew that, just like the divorce, it was really about everything else that had happened. 

About her...

Yeah, some fresh start. Since almost dying in a stupid abortion, it had been one thing after another. 

Getting chased across half the state of Tennessee by a werewolf and almost murdered was like a bad punchline to an already bad year. 

As she walked past the shops and small houses, she felt the countless unseen eyes tracking her movement. 

She knew how small towns worked, before she was the new girl, a change to the endless familiar faces and mindless monotony common to places like this.

But now it was different, she wasn’t just the new kid anymore. She was the survivor. The freak who lived when all her friends got ripped to shreds. 

Well, her and Tina.

The story had been all over the local papers: “Teen Survivors Rescued,”  “Bear Attack Claims Three Lives,” “Survivors or Suspects?”

Pinecrest High was an unremarkable brick building that seemed almost as intimidating as a medieval fortress. And twice as oppressive.

She honestly missed her old school, Hollywood High. 

At least there she’d known where she fit into the whole social structure, and didn’t have to worry about what the rest of the students thought about her.

There was, of course the typical mob of milling students around the main entrance, their laughter and chatter fading as Ellie approached. 

She could practically feel the silence rippling outward like a stone dropped in a pond.

She kept her eyes down, using her hair as a curtain between herself and their stares. 

Just make it to your locker, she told herself. It’s just one step at a time.

The whispers followed her through the hallway like some morbidly soft chorus.

“Hey! Isn’t that the chick?”

“Isn’t she from LA?”

“She doesn’t look like a bear attacked her.”

“I heard it was actually some maniac and she killed him...”

“I heard she fed them all to the bear.”

“How many points to bang Granger?”

“A thousand points if you can even get her number.”

Ellie clenched her jaw and pushed forward, growling softly to herself. 

She did her best to tune out the whispers. Not the easiest thing to do in a hallway that seemed deliberately designed to carry sound.

She swore that whomever the architect was, had been an unrepentant sadist who hated teens. 

She managed to get to her locker without too much trouble. It was at the end of the hall in a small corner alcove that afforded her a bit of privacy from the main rush of teenage traffic. 

Thank God for small mercies, right?

She had just spun the combination when she felt them approaching, the hair standing up on the back of her neck tingling as the stink of cheap Love Baby Soft perfume assaulted her nose.

“Well, my, my. Ellie Granger,” came a syrupy sweet voice. “Welcome back, Hollywood.”

Ellie turned and glanced at the group that had worked their way into her little alcove.

Ashley Varano, David’s twin sister, though how they were twins baffled Ellie. They had looked nothing alike in her opinion. 

Flanking her was Tiffany and Stacy, Ashley’s perfunctory bimbo coattail riders who seemed to share a single personality. Air and hot air. 

Flanking in next to Ellie, a large shape leaned up against the lockers, effectively cutting off any retreat she may have had. 

As she turned, she was greeted by a living wall of muscle that seemed to tower over everything.  

Slowly, she traced the contours of the living mountain until she looked up into the deceptively soft brown eyes of Kyle Thompson as he quietly looked down at her. 

He was the star linebacker of Pinecrest’s football team, nicknamed the Rhino. 

And with the way his biceps strained against his sleeves, Ellie couldn’t lie to herself, she liked what she saw.

She snapped herself out of her admiration and tensed. She knew a setup when she saw one. 

Back in her old school of Hollywood High, she had been one of the resident Bees. The irony of having the script flipped here was not lost on her.

Ashley had made it clear that newcomers weren’t welcome in her social circle, especially not ones who had hung around with her brother, however briefly.

“Thanks,” Ellie replied flatly, turning back to her locker.

“Hey, ummm... We just want to tell you how relieved we are that you’re alright. We were all pretty devastated to hear about what happened,” Ashley continued, stepping closer. 

There was something predatory in her movement that made the hair on Ellie’s neck stand on end. 

“Especially me. You know, with David and all. It must have been terrifying.” Ashley said.

Ellie wrinkled her nose as the acidic stink radiated off her like heat waves. 

Great, this is going to be fun, she thought.

“Yeah, it was a real picnic,” she managed, feeling cornered.

“So, hey Hollywood, we’re all just a bit curious. What actually happened out there?” Jace asked, his smile not reaching his eyes. 

“Because that bear attack story? Yeah, not buying it. And we figured you could fill us in.”

“I don’t remember much,” Ellie lied.

She did more than remember. She spent half of the past month fighting off flashes of memories. 

The endless running and screams. The horrible way Tina’s eyes had bulged as she was violated by the beast. Or even more horribly, the look in her eyes when she turned...

Tiffany stepped forward, dropping the facade of friendliness. “Bullshit! David was ripped apart. And they found what was left of Mark up a tree. Bears don’t do that.”

“And somehow you and that bitch. Tina, make it out alive,” Ashley added, her voice hardening. “Without a scratch, it seems.”

The group started to close in, forming a tight semicircle that trapped Ellie against her locker. 

“Yeah! What’s the deal with that? I read she had been mauled and stabbed.” Stacy asked.

“She looks just fine to me,” Jace answered. 

Her heart raced, and for a moment, she felt a strange surge of something that wasn’t quite fear. 

Something wilder, almost...dangerous.

A low growl began to form in her throat as she slowly widened her stance, clenching her fists.

“Hey retard patrol! Back the fuck off!”

The voice cut through the hallway like the thunderclap of a bullwhip. 

The clutch of bodies parted, scattering as if stung by angry wasps, and Ellie’s breath caught in her throat.
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Chapter 3
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It had been almost a month since they had been separated at the hospital, and in that time, Ellie had not had any chances to reconnect with Tina Akins. 

But here she was now, and if Ellie had thought she had looked like a fitness model in the mirror, Tina was like some sort of Greek or Roman Goddess.

She stood there momentarily, framed by the morning’s golden light that poured in through the hall’s high windows.

Ellie had to admit, she couldn’t have planned the pose better if she had tried.

Tina strode toward them, her strawberry-blonde hair pulled into a high ponytail that swung in tune with her hips with each stride. 

She wore a white polo shirt and an almost obscenely short skirt that showed off legs that seemed longer than Ellie remembered, and knee-high go-go boots that clicked like a drill sergeants against the linoleum. 

Ellie smiled wickedly.  Gone was the popular, busty, carefree girl who had welcomed Ellie into her small clique of friends. 

That Tina had died out there in the darkness of the woods. Ellie had watched the Beast murder her.

This Tina was a completely different type of animal. One that moved with all the lethal grace of a hunting predator. 

However, it was her eyes that struck Ellie most, as they glittered like a pair of twin amber flecked sapphires. 

She was a predator alright. A predator with the eyes of a wolf.

“You got a problem, Verano?” Tina asked, sliding beside Ellie with casual possessiveness.

Ellie smiled and stood up straighter, allowing herself to rise to her full height to loom over Tiffaney and Stacy, who blanched as they lifted their heads to look up suddenly at her. 

Though impressive, her new height was nothing next to Tina’s, which was further accentuated by her two-inch heeled go-go boots.

Ashley’s composure wavered momentarily as she took in their near Amazonian stature. 

It took her a moment before she managed to regain her composure. 

“Just welcoming your girlfriend back to school,” Ashley said with a sneer.

Tina's smile wasn’t pleasant. It was a slow, dangerous curling of her lips that seemed to border on the edge of a snarl more than a smile.

“Aww... How thoughtful of you. Now, scat cat.”

“You don’t tell us what to do,” Jace said, putting his face inches from hers

Tina leaned forward slightly, the deadly smile broadening seductively as her lips brushed his ear. 

It wasn’t much, and yet somehow, that tiny shift in posture seemed more threatening than if she’d raised a fist. 

“I just did. Now git! Before I show your girlfriend here what kind of man you really are,” she said huskily in his ear as she flicked her nails across the front of his jeans.

Jace jumped back, swatting her hand away with a scandalized look on his face. 

“Crazy bitch! Fuck off!”

He grabbed Ashley, retreating hurriedly out of the alcove, as Tina let out a ripple of laughter. 

Kyle chuckled and lifted his frame from the lockers.

He clapped a huge hand on Jace’s shoulder. “Come on, guys. They ain’t worth it, and we got class to get to.”

His eyes flicked between Tina and Ellie. 

There was something there in those soft brown eyes that Ellie couldn’t quite name. 

It wasn’t uncomfortable, whatever it was, but Ellie wasn’t certain she’d want to run into him alone.

Ashley, throwing one last venomous glare over her shoulder, allowed Jace to pull her away without another word. 

A feat that looked almost physically painful for her to achieve.

“Later, lesbo freaks,” Stacy hissed, flipping them off as she and Tiff trailed after the rest of the group, cackling.

Ellie sagged against her locker in relief as she let out her breath that she had been holding.

“You ok?” Tina asked, her voice softening.

Ellie nodded, “Yeah, I’m fine.”

She let out a bark of laughter as she really looked at Tina for the first time in a month. 

“If you hadn’t shown up, I was about to...”

Tina laughed in return, cutting her off, “Yeah, I know. But as much as I would love to watch you eat Ashley Varano’s liver, we might want to try not doing that in school. I think cannibalism is sort of frowned upon around here, if you catch my drift.” 

She gave Ellie a mischievous smirk then added, “Though in the case of David’s family, it might be an improvement. It certainly was for David!”

After a moment of quiet restraint, they exploded in giggles. 

It was horrible, Ellie knew, to mock someone’s death, but she honestly couldn’t help it.

David had turned out to be a real self-serving bastard and total psychopath.

“You look... different,” Ellie said after she had calmed herself down.

Tina laughed, a throaty sound that carried through the hallway. 

“You mean I look hot? Yeah, that tends to happen when you’re not a giant snarling monster,” she said.

She spun once, golden bangles jingling on her wrists, then eyed Ellie with a sly smile. 

“You know, you don’t look so bad yourself,” she said. 

“I love this whole college virgin thing you got going on here.”

Ellie blushed, suddenly aware of how Tina was studying her. 

“Yeah, I was trying to keep a low profile. Guess it sorta blew up in my face, didn’t it?” she said.

Tina smiled and crinkled her nose at her, “Yeah, just a wee bit.”

“Tina! Oh my god, Tina!” a bright voice called out.

A cute Asian girl with long black hair bounced her way through the crowd into Ellie’s once quiet little alcove. 

Haily Mako had been one of Tina’s close friends from before... Well, before everything changed.

She was the very personification of cuteness. If such a thing could be personified, that is. 

According to Haily herself, it was called being kawaii. 

“I was so worried when I heard you were back! Are you ok? Is everything...” 

Haily’s voice trailed off as her gaze fell on Ellie. 

“Hollywood!” she squealed and practically crushed Ellie in a tiny bear hug.

Ellie wasn’t particularly fond of the nickname bestowed upon her by the now late David Varano, may he rot, but had grown accustomed to it.

“Thanks,” Ellie said, unsure how to take the girl’s vibrant energy. 

It was like she had drunk an entire pot of black coffee in under a few seconds.

“Oh my god! It’s good you guys are back. Shit has been out of control without you here.” Haily gushed.

Ellie gave Tina a quick glance. Does she always have to be like this? She asked silently.

Are you complaining? Came Tina’s response.

It hadn’t been the first time they had communicated like this. 

Ellie wasn’t sure how it worked, but she had managed to ‘speak’ with Tina and even the beast last month in the same silent way. 

It was almost like she could hear their voices in her head, and yet, not quite. 

It wasn’t any sort of actual telepathy, she was certain of that much. 

She somehow just seemed to read Tina’s body and just know what she was saying. 

It certainly had been a neat trick that had proven handy when Tina had transformed into a seven foot tall werewolf. 

She

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





