

    
        
          Angel Mine

        

        
        
          Tonya Cannariato

        

        
          Published by Katarr Kanticles Press, 2012.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ANGEL MINE

    

    
      First edition. October 27, 2012.

      Copyright © 2012 Tonya Cannariato.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1513072395

    

    
    
      Written by Tonya Cannariato.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Adam

Anson

Angelica

Sign up for Tonya Cannariato's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Adam

[image: ]


“Are you sure you want to do this?” Adam said it quietly, in deference to the brushed metal briefcase sitting like the nuclear football on the table between them.

“You know it’s my only choice.”

“Not really. We’re closing in on him.”

“But your team doesn’t have the evidence to make sure he stays locked up. His pattern means that now I’m in his cross-hairs. Unless he dies first, I’m dead woman walking.” Angelica was quiet but determined. The facts didn’t dispute her argument, either. There was nothing for it but to dial the code and open the case.

The foam padding made it look like a sniper’s custom job, but the slots were filled with carefully spaced and supported vials and syringes. Adam shuddered at the thought of his half-sister having to do this on her own and reached out to take possession of the instruction sheet attached to the top half of the case.

Angelica beat him to it. “I have to do this on my own. Technically, this is suicide, so there can’t be any question of your involvement. It would ruin your career if they pinned my murder on you.”

“But the higher-ups have the clearance to know you’re not actually dead...”

“If everything goes right. The alpha said they’d never tried this cocktail before. I have to look convincingly dead to make the plan work.”

“I hate this plan.”

“I know. But it’s the only way off this dead-end road. It doesn’t matter how much time I spend with other people, how many locks I add to my door, or even how many karate classes I take. Anson always finds a way to get me. I refuse to give him the satisfaction of seeing me give up on my life for the sake of enough security. Five rapes is enough. Can you imagine if he were to succeed in getting me pregnant?” Her voice was getting shrill and Adam tried to calm her down with shushing noises and tentative arm pettings.

“Don’t shush me! I don’t have any good options here. The only bonus if I pull through this, is that I have a wolf form that gets me closer to my study subjects. I...” Her voice trailed off. She had never told Adam what deal she’d made with the local weres to be accepted into the pack. It didn’t look like that would change tonight, either.

Angelica had been the one to convince first him and then her mother that the only way to re-empower herself was to make sure she could never be a victim again. He still wasn’t sure where she’d gotten the information about the San Diego-based weres, but she’d badgered his partner Dave until he had made the introduction to the local alpha wolf. It had taken the better part of the summer to negotiate the contact; there was still a “don’t ask, don’t tell” policy in place about recognizing the existence and status of weres in America, so gaining the privilege of an introduction was no small feat. Angelica had always been headstrong, but her final argument had sealed her fate: She’d be in a better position than any of her colleagues to advance knowledge of the endangered wolves she’d made her cause.

Who knew what kind of bargain she’d struck with the pack leader to get him to agree to this plan, but Adam had been impressed by the admiration in the man’s eyes when he’d come around to meet select family. Apparently that was standard operating procedure; the pack always notified next of kin when it was willing to take in another member. Angelica’s mother had been thrilled to interpret her free-spirited influence on her daughter as the driving force behind her pursuit of what would end up being communal living. Adam understood the more visceral need pushing her to this extreme. She was giving up a normal life; she too would be bound by the non-disclosure of her new species status. She wouldn’t be able to explain anything to her friends—and, in fact, had been told to remain dead to them.

The family had to cooperate with the cover-up to make it stick.

Their father may have been a philandering fool who couldn’t keep it in his pants long enough to save himself four bastards and a failed marriage with its own kids as collateral damage, but at least their mothers had banded together in mutual support (probably driven by Angelica’s mother’s New Age love of communes), so all the kids were well-taken-care-of. And close. Angelica was the one nearest him in age, and even though they were only six months apart, he’d always reveled in taking care of his baby sister. In fact, it’s what had driven him to join the police force rather than complete a four-year degree right away—after all, he had two other little sisters to watch out for too.

He suspected that was another part of what drove his sister: Her sisters. Adam had been undercover the first time he’d found a body. He was in the major crimes unit trying to infiltrate a local mob operation and still hadn’t expected to turn up a string of dead women. At first, the proximity of the bodies to elements of his work had led his superiors to believe the perp had mob ties. The first bodies had been so badly decomposed and dismembered the force hadn’t even known when to peg the beginning of the timeline.

Those discoveries would fuel his nightmares for the rest of his life. The pretty women disfigured beyond recognition. DNA had been the only way to know for sure they could now close those open missing-persons cases. At least he wasn’t on family notification duty. That would be unbearable.

As soon as Adam had received word on the similar backgrounds and looks of the victims, he’d reached out to Angelica to warn her. In each succeeding case, the girl had shared the same long, brown locks and athletic frame.

Angelica had laughed at his concern, but been prudent enough to enroll in a self-defense class. In the end, even that preparation and fore-knowledge hadn’t saved her the indignity first of being stalked, and then of the multiple rapes. Anson had turned out to be more warped than the profiler had anticipated, acting as if he were in a consensual relationship and coming back for more. He may have been smart enough to have graduated at the top of his class, but he was shiftless enough that he couldn’t pass the background tests top research facilities required. At least Angelica had brought her brother this and all other evidence right away, so their files were now bulging with details on what else to look for in past and future cases.

He had worried that the repeated attacks had brought on some kind of Stockholm syndrome—until she’d come to him with the idea of working out her own revenge. He was going to have to be careful that part of her plan didn’t leak to his department. They just thought she was doing an extreme version of “taking one for the team” to help put a madman behind bars—and gain an edge in her chosen field as a side benefit.

There were no redeeming features to Anson’s pursuit of a serial rapist who escalated to grisly murders. The women were all college seniors, nearly finished with science-related degrees at any one of the local colleges offering that education. They were on their way to serious and important work for the betterment of their fellow beings. The profiler they’d brought in after the fourth body speculated the perp had an inferiority complex and was working on a misogynistic plan to eliminate his competition in the fiercely competitive bioscience arena. Which made him well-educated enough to carry out his crimes with cold-blooded efficiency, leaving behind little in the way of trace evidence.

Somehow, Adam would have to arrange Angelica’s body to entice Anson into a sloppy move. And hold himself back should he cross paths with the psycho, to avoid being accused of vigilantism and circumvention of proper procedure.

Angelica was determined to force Anson’s hand, so she closeted herself in her bedroom with the prepared syringes. Adam put on his clean room coverups and gloves and waited.

A gasp had him standing and reaching for the door. “No. Stay there. That was just the first one.”

Adam didn’t sit back down. A second gasp. There was only one injection left. The tension crept up his back and the irony of his sister becoming a werewolf ten days before Halloween poked at his awareness.

“I love you. Take care of yourself.” He barely heard the words before a choked gurgle had him opening the door. She had done it. Two emptied syringes were neatly slotted back in their case, while the third hung precariously from her fingers.

He reached out and grabbed it before it could tumble to the floor. Then he realized his sister was fully naked. She had saved him that step.

Before the overwhelming sadness could set in fully, he stashed the weres’ paraphernalia and made final adjustments to Angelica’s position on her bed. Her skin was already cool, and an unhealthy gray pallor was setting in when he couldn’t take any more. He had to leave inconspicuously and let Anson make his next move.
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