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			Notes

			This story was originally published in the Shift ‘N’ Howl anthology under the same name. It has gone through some light updates, but is essentially the same tale. Hope you enjoy!
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			Her oracle power warned them of danger…but didn’t prepare them for love.

			When an agonized howl splits the night, Addison’s oracle talent compels her to plunge into the darkness to rescue the wounded, bleeding creature. But when the wolf shifts into six-feet-two of silver-eyed male, she realizes he’s the man who’s been haunting her dreams—waking and sleeping.

			One moment, Miles felt an irresistible compulsion to shift and run under the light of the moon. The next, he wakes up naked in an unfamiliar house filled with the aura of an extraordinary woman who touches him, mind, body, and soul.

			Try as she might, Addison can’t seem to make her power show why this man triggers her talent. Only time will tell. Meanwhile, she must ignore the perfection of his broad-shouldered body, because the last thing she needs on her plate is more trouble.

			Surrounded by shifters who view them with suspicion, Miles and Addison race against time to figure out who wants him dead—before the dark wave of danger rising in her mind crashes over them both. 

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			The long, piercing howl echoed in the night.

			Addison jerked out of sleep at the sound, her inchoate dreams fleeing. She groped for her phone and checked the time. 2:23 AM. Not a time where anything good happened.

			The yowl came again, shaking her fully awake. She couldn’t be sure she was hearing it with her ears, or her remaining senses. Visions flooded her, tumbling through her mind. A confused sense of an SUV going off the road. Of running. Of a shot. Two shots. 

			Whatever was happening, somewhere a creature that may or may not be a wolf was injured—or dying. 

			She grabbed her keys and headed out the door, taking the time to lock it before dashing for her pickup. Most didn’t secure their doors in this rural area, but she did.

			They didn’t have anything to hide.

			Her engine was loud in the quiet night. If someone was still lurking, this could be a very short trip. Though if such a danger existed, her talent should warn her. She bumped down the road with her lights off, using the near-full moon to guide the way. As she did so, she reached out, becoming aware of the strangeness. The creature whose howl had roused her was no lupine. Addison was not dealing with an ordinary wolf. That wasn’t a surprise. A normal wolf wouldn’t have triggered her powers. That made it even more imperative that she reach the being first. Danger hung in the air. If she had been awakened by the urgent call, more could be as well. She was certain that whoever this stranger was, it didn’t come from around here. The shifters in this area stayed away from her and her abilities.

			Her four-wheel-drive pickup rattled over the pitted country road as she followed her instincts to where the injured person was. She had to get there fast. Everything in her told her that if she didn’t, the price was going to be too high. Whatever was happening, her talent was screaming at her that this was important. 

			A stand of trees in the distance may as well have been a beacon. Addison went that way until she reached the first tree, where she stopped. Then she grabbed her handy first-aid kit and hurried into the woods.

			A hush surrounded her when she entered, and she couldn’t be sure if it had started before she got there, or if she was the cause. Small creatures were uneasy around her, though she meant them no harm.

			All was quiet, signaling that the animals must have heard her and stopped howling. The hush was oppressive, falling like a blanket in the still trees.

			“I am not your enemy.” She had to be cautious. She might be an oracle, with far-sight, but she was still a human, with mortal frailties. Even injured, a wolf shifter could be dangerous. 

			A fresh howl pierced the night. She pivoted and hurried toward the sound. A tiny clearing with a slice of moonbeam illuminating it revealed a shaggy gray wolf with silver in its coat lying on its side. It didn’t have the flatness of death, and the ragged movements of its breathing illustrated its pain.

			The beast bared its teeth at her when she entered, but didn’t otherwise stir. She kept her distance while she checked it over. By her estimation, it was about a hundred and eighty pounds. Its size and powerful body told her that the creature was male.

			She advanced forward a step, keeping her attention on the panting wolf. Her senses didn’t scream danger at her, and she eased into the clearing. He snarled, saliva dropping from his heavy jaws.

			“You have nothing to be frightened of. I’m here to help you. My powers tell me you are a shifter. I have dealt with those like you before, but always in human form. Stay as you are until I can get you to safety. Do you understand me?”

			The wolf rocked to the side and got to its feet. By the way it panted, it had cost the beast a great deal to do that. Her senses told her he was fading. No wonder she had woken. Its front leg was bloody with a gaping wound that had to be from a gun. It gazed at her and a shiver went through her. Addison shook herself for her visceral response.

			“I hoped to tend to you here, but this needs stitches and more medical care than I have in this kit. I’ve got to get you back to my place. You’re going to have to trust me.”

			The wolf whined and bowed its head. Its fur was dirty in places and matted from the blood. He tried to move forward, but his bad leg buckled. She went to him and slid her arms around his front, half-carrying the animal to her pickup. When they got there, she gestured to the back of the pickup. It nosed the gate as though in understanding. She could load a lot into the cab, but in its current form, the wolf wouldn’t fit without effort. Faster to put him in the bed and get them back to her place. She didn’t like being out here in the woods. The way he had howled, he could have drawn the local shifters to the area—and she doubted they would be helpful to a stranger.

			Addison pushed the wolf into the back and shut the liftgate before getting back behind the wheel and cutting through the field, wincing with every bounce of the vehicle.

			She had no idea what she had just gotten herself into.

			*.*.*.*.*

			Miles woke to glimmers of sun streaming across his eyelids. He groaned at the bright light and stretched, expecting to find himself in a bed, or at least the back seat of his SUV. Instead, he encountered…wood—and walls. Memory rushed through him. He was on the floor, naked. The area was cool in the early hours and smelled of antiseptic and flowers.

			His arm throbbed, pain making thinking difficult. He lifted his left arm and a line of stitches around purple- and green skin showed where he’d been shot. He sat up, trying to make sense of what had happened and where he was. He was somewhere in the middle of the country—Colorado, if he was not mistaken. The impulse to run had been mounting as the moon increased in the sky and he couldn’t resist. The growing moon made his desire worse. Though he was a shifter and not a werewolf driven by the waxing and waning of the moon, he couldn’t deny that the urge was stronger this time of the month.

			The shots had come out of nowhere, ricocheting through the night. The first one had grazed him and he’d started running, but the second one took him down. He had faint memories of his howls of agony that split the night. A wounded beast under attack shouldn’t alert his enemy to his location, but his compulsion had been so strong, he couldn’t help himself.

			He’d been expecting his pursuer to finish him off, but a savior had come instead. A dim remembrance of a woman with short blond hair and a capable manner caught at him.

			When he flexed his hand, fresh pain shot through him. He ignored that as best he could, relieved that everything worked. He glanced around for something to cover his privates and then noted the blanket next to his legs. The stranger must have covered him after she tended to his gunshot wound. He wasn’t sure how he had managed to hang onto his wolf form, only that it had been important for him to do so. Her words had penetrated his mind, soothing him but also compelling him. He’d stayed that way with a dim awareness of the importance of keeping his wolf shape—though he wasn’t sure why. Then he recalled nothing else until he woke up naked and stitched on a hard floor. The mysterious woman had done this for him. He owed her. Without her he might have…Miles’s mind shied away from the natural conclusion. 

			His clothes were back at the SUV. He’d hidden his vehicle before he ran, but that hiding place wouldn’t hold. All autos glinted in the sunlight. He’d been a fool to run in an unfamiliar setting. He shouldn’t be surprised he’d been shot at. He could have been set on by a pack or worse. A lone wolf in hostile territory had little chance.

			Miles tested his arm again, groaning in agony as he flexed his fist. He glanced around at the room he was in. He was in a home in some sort of sitting room, judging by the myriad windows
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