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Moon Fever

Danika Karson, recently promoted team leader within
the Supernatural Prohibition, Extermination, and Arrest Regiment
(SPEAR), is tasked with containing a new pack of werewolves who
have entered Angbec and staked their claim with violence and
brutality. Their ferocious rampage not only endangers humans but
falsely implicates Wensleydale Gordan, dear friend and alpha of the
smaller, more vulnerable Dire Wolf pack.

 


With such powerful adversaries, Danika must again
enlist the help of Rayne: girlfriend, fellow agent, and powerful
vampire. Unfortunately, Rayne has more personal matters on her
mind. The full moon approaches, and with it, supernatural
compulsions that threaten to consume Rayne and Danika in a wave of
passion and blood.

 


Wolves fight for supremacy, Rayne struggles for
control, and Danika wants nothing more than to save them all. But
when the full moon rises, can she win against the moon fever?
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By the Author

SPEAR Mission Files

Both Ways

Moon Fever


Dedication

To Mum and Dad, for always believing.


Chapter One

“Wakey, wakey, eggs and bacey.”

The soft voice draws me out of sleep, a nudge on the
edge of my senses I’d prefer to ignore. With it comes a hand on my
forehead, fingers soft and gentle, brushing hair off my face.

I groan and turn toward the wall. “Five more
minutes.”

“You said that half an hour ago.”

“I did?”

“And half an hour before that.”

I claw for the duvet, struggling to bring it back
toward my face. “Then come back in thirty minutes.”

“Danika Karson, you get up right this second.”

My eyes pop open.

Above me, expression stern, eyes bright, is the
cheekiest, fun loving face I’ve ever seen.

“Morning, sleepyhead.” Pip plops her butt on the
edge of my bed, dumps a stack of papers in my lap, and shoves a mug
of coffee at my face. “Oof, that’s some intense morning breath,
sis.”

“Wow.” I sit up, rub my eyes, and reach for the mug.
“Okay, first of all—rude. And second, don’t get jealous because
you have no choice but to get up with your alarm clock.”

“Ooo, grumpy.” She ruffles her hair a little. “And I
just wanted to ask if you needed a lift today? I can drop you off
if you’re quick.”

“No, I’ll manage. I won’t be going in until about
six thirty anyway.”

She pouts. “After bedtime then.”

“Sorry.”

Pippa waves her hand in airy dismissal. “It’s fine.
Just thought I’d offer.” Pause, and then, “You read all those
reports yet?”

“The werewolf ones? No. There’s pages and pages of
it, and I really don’t see how my time is best spent reading those
when—hold on.” I sit straight. “How do you know about those?”

She gives a sheepish little grin. “Rayne asked me to
pass them back to you, and we got talking. Plus, y’know…” She
shuffles the dropped papers into a neater pile in my lap. “I can
read pretty quickly now.”

“Show-off. I skim-read them yesterday and it all
seems pretty weird. Increased sightings and infection activity?
Why? There’s no super moon due, it’s not mating or battle
season.”

“There have been increased sightings of wolves in
their hybrid and changed forms too. Even outside pack
territory.”

My chest tightens a little. “That’s not good.”

Pippa frowns. “Rayne told me that some of these
witness accounts even talk of a new power.”

“Pack power?”

A nod.

“Impossible. How can there be a new pack outside of
battle season? Besides, I’ve not heard anything about that.”

Shrug. “Read the notes. It’s all in there. I’ll let
you know when breakfast is ready. By the way, you know Rayne is out
there cooking you a three-course breakfast, right?”

I press my thighs together. “Really?”

“If I could still eat solids, I’d be all over it,
but I guess all that bacon’s just for you. All ten rashers of
it.”

My stomach flutters.

Rayne is so adorable and domestic. She always has
something good ready for me if she’s up first and always makes sure
I have a good meal when she goes down before I’m back. Gestures
like this, small though they may be, remind me of my mother and the
way she would treat my father.

Just like Rayne, Mum would have food ready for Dad
to enjoy before or after work. Sometimes, she’d even go as far as
packing a lunch for him, so he wouldn’t have to worry about what to
eat during his workday.

A moment later, I realize that my fingers have come
to rest on the face of the fat, black watch on my left wrist.

Eagle-eyed as ever, Pippa gives a little sigh. “I
tried calling again a couple of days ago. She still won’t
answer.”

“Stubborn bitch.”

“At least we know where you get it from.”

“Ha-bloody-ha, Pip.”

She plays with a corner of my briefing notes.
“You could try, maybe? You were always her favourite.”

I snort halfway through the last gulps of my coffee.
“Me? Oh, no. No, no, no, you were always the golden child.
Me? I got into fights, ruined my best clothes, and watched kung fu
movies instead of dating all the cute, wholesome church boys.”

“Will you try, at least? Please?”

Ugh, that look. Just like when we were younger. I
can barely count the amount of trouble she managed to land me in by
looking at me that way.

“Fine, I’ll try. But no promises, okay? Like you
said, we both know where I got my stubborn streak. Mum has ignored
us for weeks now, why should today be any different?”

“We have to keep trying.”

She’s right. But I don’t have to like it.

“After work, okay? When I’m done with the meeting
and everything else.”

Pippa smiles. The gesture is so bright and sunny
that I can almost forget my irritation at her little manipulation.
Almost.

“Thanks.” She bounds up from the bed and back toward
the door.

Still strange to see her move so fast, the smooth,
slick glide of an extra mundane creature.

She stops in the doorway. “I’m working here for the
rest of the night. I’ll be in my lab if you need anything.”

“Stop bringing work home with you.”

“Like you?”

“That’s different.”

Another laugh, this one brighter still, with a
hidden edge of excitement. “I had to bring this one home. The
experiment is time sensitive and won’t last until tomorrow. I have
some data to correlate and samples to mark off before the human
team arrives for their shift, and—”

“Okay, I get it. You’re working on something big.
Like usual.”

“But this is really big. I’m not allowed to
tell you about it now, but I haven’t been this excited for
months.”

“So I see.”

Pippa rolls her eyes. “Just because your job is
boring. And please, please open a window.”

“It’s not boring. I just don’t like paperwork.” The
last of my rebuttal falls on an empty door frame as Pippa swans
away, giggling as she goes.

I stare at the scattered papers and pick one up to
read.

“Ugh.” I attempt another sip of coffee and frown
when I remember the mug is empty. “I’m going to need a hell of a
lot more of this.”

 


* * *

 


My eyes hurt. My back hurts. My arse hurts.

In fact everything hurts.

I lower the papers and stretch beneath my duvet,
tallying the various clicks, creaks, and groans my body gives as I
move. How can I sound like an old, decrepit grandma when I’m not
even thirty?

You won’t be this young and fit forever…

Ugh. Now, more than ever, it’s frustrating that my
mother was right.

Yes, perhaps, my body is a little sore and tired
these days, but not like this. I’m not enjoying the sensations at
all, but without stopping to see a doctor I have no idea what’s
going on. I briefly consider visiting Clear Blood for a check-up,
but another glance at the pile of paperwork convinces me not
to.

Again I sit. Again I pull the notes to reading
height and again I begin to read.

Item Twenty-four: multiple reports of increased
lupine activity. Location: Misona and lower West Side. Action:
investigate and survey. No direct intervention at this time.

Weird. Very weird.

While Misona is known for being home to huge chunks
of Angbec’s werewolf population, the West Side is not. If anything,
the West Side is a soft, human-heavy, tourist trap. Especially
recently. Why would wolves be hanging out there?

I pull out a few more sheets of item
twenty-four.

“Twelve pages? Are you kidding me?”

Pages and pages of it. All filled with werewolf
descriptions, witness accounts, and more reports from SPEAR agents
in the field.

Why? What on earth is happening?

Current suspects’ wolf form: large, black shaggy
fur, yellow eyes, white left front paw. Small, white and tan,
yellow eyes. Small, brown, green eyes, tufted tail. Extremely
large, pure white, red eyes.

My door creaks open. “Hey. How are you getting
on?”

I smile, an automatic reaction to the sight of Rayne
no matter where I am or what I’m doing. “Good morning, sexy
butt.”

She always looks so good first thing in the morning,
even if morning is more like the middle of the night. Today is no
exception.

“Calling names again, are you?” She cocks her head
at me, gaze sweeping me up and down. I can feel it, a warm prickle
that starts at my head and washes right down to my toes before
traveling up again. “Did you sleep okay?”

“Yeah, pretty good.” My fingers, wrists, and ankles
creak and click when I stretch my body beneath the duvet again.
Then cool air rushes in as I lift one corner, a silent invitation
for Rayne to join me.

Despite being fully clothed, she does so at once,
frown giving way to a grin.

Her body is soft against mine—warm, strong, and
firm. Both arms curl around me, drawing me in, a strength I
couldn’t fight, even if I wanted to. When her lips touch mine, the
prickle in my body intensifies, flaring from gentle warmth to
crackling fire.

“I missed you last night,” Rayne whispers against my
mouth as if afraid to break lip contact.

I speak right back, straight into her mouth with a
groaning purr. “Sorry. But you could stay in once in a while
y’know.”

“I have…extra work. You know that.”

“Blow it off, then. One night won’t hurt. Then we
could be here.”

“Mmm. Maybe I will.” She kisses me again. Then
again. And again. Her grip tightens on my sides while her mouth
opens, allowing the firm press of her tongue to brush against my
teeth.

Of course I let her in, and just like that, the kiss
is deep and needy.

She feels so good against me. Smells so good. Tastes
so, so good.

Rayne seems to have similar thoughts, because one of
her hands snakes up to the back of my head, holding me in place.
The other drifts down, sliding beneath the fabric of my nightshirt
to touch my breasts.

Wow. This is forward.

Before I can assess the thought, she’s moved on.
Down my stomach, pausing at my belly button before diving beneath
the waistband of my shorts. My breathing hitches, but still she has
my mouth, her lips hot and moist against mine, trapping my words.
Not that I have any sensible ones to say right now. I can’t see
straight. Can’t think. Can barely move.

When her fingertips touch the first curls of my
pubic hair, a long moan slides out of me.

“What are you doing, Rayne?”

Her fingers continue their achingly slow path along
the top of my pubic bone. “Hmm?”

“I thought…don’t we have work?”

“It can wait.”

Sure it can. Of course it can. Hell, on any other
day I might have dragged the duvet over my head and slept another
half hour, but there’s that stupid cross-team meeting today. I need
to prepare.

“I don’t think it can.”

Another soft growl against my lips. “You work too
hard. I didn’t see you all of yesterday and I won’t see you most of
tonight. And you just encouraged me to blow off Clear Blood work.
Can’t you give me this time, now?”

“I—”

Rayne plugs my answer with another kiss, and this
time my tongue catches the points of her fangs.

My body stiffens as if doused in starch.

Her hand stops dead.

 


* * *

 


Silence.

In it, I catch the rasp of my breathing, the only
sound in the sudden still.

Rayne is so quiet, so unmoving that without her skin
against mine I’d never know she was there. No breathing. No
discernible heartbeat. Not even the rustle of clothing.

I lick my lips. “Rayne?”

She yanks her hands away so fast that my hips try to
travel with her. As my head flops back against the pillow she’s
already standing, facing the far wall, arms folded.

Shit.

“I’m sorry—”

She lifts a hand, a sharp, angry gesture. “Don’t be.
I understand. You’re still nervous of me.”

“What? No.”

“Then why do you flinch whenever I touch you?”

“That’s crazy, of course I don’t.”

Her left eyebrow arches into a smooth, delicate
curve.

I shove the duvet off the bed. It pools on the
floor. The fabric is soft beneath my feet as I walk over it and
curl my arms around Rayne’s waist. She links her arms around the
back of my neck.

She’s so small. So dainty.

I have half a foot over her, but I know, better than
anyone, that she could haul me into her arms and sprint the
minute-mile with no effort.

Fuck it.

I kiss her. I kiss her hard and shove my body
against hers, driving her into the edge of my bed.

She yelps, momentarily taken aback. Her hands
flutter impotently for brief seconds before she fists them in my
nightshirt, yanking me closer with a long, deep growl.

“I want you.” Rayne shoves me onto the bed, hard
enough that I bounce twice before settling. Then she’s on me, hands
roaming, lips searching, breath hot against my cheeks.

Fuck.

I know she’s worked up now. To be breathing like
this, to be showing signs of her old human nature, she must be on
the verge of losing control.

A silver rim hems her eyes then swells to encompass
that autumnal brown as a low, heated growl slides through her lips.
“Danika?”

“Y-yeah?” Surely it’s not my voice trembling
like that. “Yeah?” I try again, stronger this time, with less of
the deer-in-headlights edge to it.

Rayne grins. “I’m going to strip you now.”

When I shift to grab my nightshirt, she grabs my
wrists in an iron-like grip, and shoves both hands above my
head.

“I said, I’m going to strip you now.”

I nod, not trusting myself to speak.

When Rayne releases my wrists, they stay in place.
I’m not even sure that I can move them.

She trails her hands down my arms and across my
shoulders. They linger briefly at my breasts before continuing the
journey down, down, down to the hem of my T-shirt. She grips
it.

My breath hitches.

The fabric tears easily as she pulls her hands in
opposite directions, and the rush of cold air that follows makes me
gasp and writhe.

Rayne’s grin widens. “Remember the last time I did
this?”

I can’t remember anything right now. My brain is
mush.

“Outside Club Starshine?”

“Starshine?”

“Mm-hmm.” She shreds the last scraps of cotton away
from my neck and arms. The pieces flutter to the floor. “I told you
then that I wanted to strip you properly. And, after all this
time…I’m going to make good on that promise.” Her index finger
circles then flicks my right nipple.

Fuck. Oh, fuck.

Lips next, so soft and warm. Her tongue performs a
sweet little dance around the small nub of flesh, and I can’t help
but moan and arch my back.

She presses me down, one hand on my stomach, the
other sweeping lower, lower, lower like before.

“I like the little sounds you make.” A growl lives
in her voice, a hint of the dangerous creature lurking beneath such
a sweet exterior.

Again my body bucks. “Rayne—”

“Shh.” Her fingers work the button on my jeans.
“It’s okay.”

Is it though? Is it?

Again her lips fasten on my nipple, and again my
brain checks out.

My hips are circling, thrusting up, my own lips
parted to allow hot puffs of desperate breath to rush over my
lips.

Her fingers snap the elastic of my shorts. Find my
panties.

This time, when she touches me, there’s no other
thought in the world. Everything slides away as her fingers finally
reach the hot spot inside my panties.

She’s slow at first, gentle and exploratory, teasing
out new territory a piece at a time. But as my moans intensify and
my hips continue to jerk up and down, Rayne finds what she has
clearly been searching for and begins to stroke with soft, even
motions.

“Fuck…” It’s the most I can manage. Not that it
matters, because I don’t think she even heard me.

Long, agonizing moments, Rayne continues her
ministrations on my clit, teasing, caressing, flicking, and
massaging before easing her hand away.

This time, my moan is disappointment and
frustration, answered by a small chuckle from Rayne as she lifts
that same hand to her lips.

She licks my slickness away with long, languid laps
of her tongue, and my entire body gives an answering throb.

“You taste incredible,” she whispers. “And you
smell…even better.”

I have no words for that. My mouth opens, but
nothing comes out, so instead I focus on her fingers and the way
they slide in and out of her perfect mouth.

I frown. Stiffen.

With a cry, I shove Rayne back from my body,
crab-scrambling up the bed until my back slams into the wall.

She tumbles forward, caught off guard by my sudden
motion. “What? What’s wrong? What happened?”

My heart is pounding, my chest heaving.

Instead of answering, I fumble to get the shorts off
my body, kicking frantically when they catch on my knees. They hit
the floor on the far side of the room when I finally manage to get
them off, and next I’m staring into my panties.

“I’m bleeding.” The voice doesn’t sound like mine.
Not heavy with pleasure like before, but frightened and childlike.
I hate it. But I can’t stop.

“There’s blood, I’m bleeding, there’s blood on your
hand. Why am I bleeding? What did you do?”


Chapter Two

Rayne gasps and stares again at her fingers. I
recognize the exact moment she sees what I did because her eyes
widen and her jaw drops. “Oh, no.” Her voice quivers. “No, Danika,
I’m so sorry—how could I? I thought my nails were trimmed, and I—”
The confused expression gives way to thoughtful consideration. She
sniffs, then seems to relax. “Oh, thank goodness.”

“Huh?” My mind stutters.

She lifts her hand for me to see. “Menstrual blood.
It’s your period.”

The hammering in my chest eases a tiny amount.
“Period?” Why do I sound like a child? “But…”

Rayne nods and continues to lick at her fingers.

My stomach knots. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Don’t worry. I don’t mind a little mess.”

“Mess?” My chest feels tight and thick. Even my
throat seems to narrow. “You’re licking my blood off your fingers,
Rayne, what the actual fuck? And how do you know it’s my period? I
haven’t had one in almost six years.”

She pauses, mid-lick. “What?”

“SPEAR drugs screw up your cycle. It’s something Mum
always got pissed about because it meant I couldn’t have kids. So
why would I suddenly have one now?”

“I don’t know, I—” Her eyes narrow. “Wait. Are you
asking if I cut you?”

“I—no. Of course not.”

“You think I did it. You think I scratched you on
purpose.” Rayne shoves off from the bed and stands, arms crossed,
in the centre of the room. “How can you think that of me?” Her
voice is high and shrill. Shock fills her eyes.

“Come on, Rayne—”

“No. What kind of monster do you think I am?”

“I think you’re a fucking vampire.” As soon as I say
them, I want the words back.

Rayne turns her head aside. “The truth at last. So
is this why you won’t let me touch you? Even after so long? Do you
truly believe I could bring myself to harm you?”

“No.”

The fullness of her lips compresses into a tight,
thin line. “I don’t believe you.”

“Rayne—”

“Just stop.” She drags her hands back through her
hair, mussing up her pixie cut the way I’ve always enjoyed doing.
“Danika, I want you so much. I want the feel of your body beneath
mine, my skin against yours. I want to hear those moans you make
when I bring you pleasure. But that’s all I want. I get my
blood supplies from Clear Blood just like everybody else. I even
drank before you woke just to be sure I was safe. All I want is
time for us.” Her gaze lowers. “I’ve hardly seen you in days. You
barely let me touch you. You say you want me, but—”

“I do.”

A sad shake of her head. “I’m not so sure. And I
don’t think you are either.”

“I freaked out, that’s all. I’m sorry, I just—it was
unexpected. Even you have to admit it’s weird for me to drop a
period out of the blue, right?”

Silence.

“I-I know you won’t hurt me. I know that. And
I’m sorry. Please? I want you, too. Come on. We have time before I
have to go…why not pick up where you left off?”

“Danika—”

“I’m half naked, Rayne. You tore my clothes off,
remember? Just like you promised you would.”

She looks at me. I dare to step forward and wriggle
my lopsided panties off the rest of the way. They drop to the
ground and I watch as Rayne’s gaze follows them.

The tightness in my chest intensifies.

“Give me your panties.”

It takes longer than it should for me to process the
order. But I do, hooking them on the edge of my toe and flicking
them upward.

Rayne snatches the flimsy cotton out of the air and
spreads it across her fingers. I cringe at her intense scrutiny,
hoping the last household wash cycle did its job well enough.

She stares for the longest time, and a flurry of
emotions pass through her eyes. Most of them are gone too fast for
me to read, but I know she sees more in my panties than I ever
have.

“I have no interest in this blood, Danika.” At last,
Rayne finishes her inspection of my underwear and flings them over
her shoulder. “I don’t want your blood. I want you.”

“Okay.”

“Okay, what?”

“Then have me. Please, Rayne.”

Her next step forward is the slow, graceful glide of
a predator. I see the instinct in her eyes, the power in her
motions. With two long steps she is in front of me again, staring
hard into my eyes before slowly sinking to her knees.

My legs are shaking. I can’t stop them. I can’t
control my breathing. I can’t do anything except watch as she
gently parts my thighs with a commanding tap of her fingertips.

I feel her breath on me, that cool gust against my
most private and intimate of body parts.

I freeze.

She growls and whirls away. An instant later, she’s
across the room and riffling in my drawers to yank out a
T-shirt.

I’m too slow to duck her overhand throw at my face,
and the bra, when it comes, hits me too.

“Get dressed, Danika.” Rayne’s voice is hard,
clipped, and heavy as thunder. “You’ll be late for work.” She
stalks toward the door.

“Wait. Please?”

She does, but only for an instant. Long enough to
look back and pin me with a cold, withering glare. “Why? Clearly
I’m not safe to be around.” With that, she’s gone, the door
clicking softly behind her.

 


* * *

 


I’m still standing there two minutes later, naked,
cold, and confused.

No. Not confused. Not confused at all.

As my body begins to shake and my hands curl into
fists, I realize that I’m angry.

Once I recognize the feeling, it begins to grow, a
hot, prickling tension across my back and shoulders. I shove my
legs into a pair of jeans and drag that thrown T-shirt over my
head.

Then I’m after her

The door to Rayne’s room is closed when I reach it.
The number pad outside it glows with a faint green light, one I
know will switch to red when the sun rises.

As if in reminder, my watch starts beeping, a subtle
two-tone warning of the impending dawn.

I stop it, breathe deep, and raise my hand.

No. Actually, I’m too angry to knock. Instead I
throw my whole weight against the heavy door, nodding at the
satisfying crash as it flies inward and hits the adjoining
wall.

Rayne stands in the centre of her room, part-way
into sliding her blouse onto a wire hanger. She offers me the
smallest of glances before buttoning the blouse and hanging it up.
Then starting on her jeans.

“What the hell, Rayne?”

Hmm. Not the way I intended to start this
conversation, but maybe anger has the better of me. Maybe.

“You’ll be late for work,” she says, now hanging her
jeans over the back of her desk chair.

“I don’t care. We need to talk.”

She rests her hands on her hips, standing there
defiant and beautiful in a light vest and panties. Both white.

Fuck.

“I don’t think there’s much to discuss. You made
your feelings abundantly clear.”

“Stop it. You caught me off guard, what did you want
me to do?”

“I want you to trust me.” A silver flare lights her
eyes. “I want you to look at me and know you’re safe. I want you to
know that you never have anything to fear from me.”

“I do—”

“You don’t. You’re holding back. Like you always do.
You’re afraid to let me in and it’s not just because I’m a vampire.
This is so like you, you always do this.” Rayne’s words trail off
into a growl of frustration. “Why? Why won’t you give me a chance
to show you I’m trustworthy?”

“We live together.”

“We share a house. That’s not the same. I’m
relegated to this cell, day after day, trapped and alone. You can
hardly bear to let me lie beside you at night unless we’re
clothed.”

I wince. “Th-that’s not true. Besides, you know it’s
safer for you in here.”

She lifts her hands skyward. “This entire house is
vampire-safe. I’m the one who planned and supervised the
modifications.”

“But—”

“But nothing. After everything we’ve been through,
the matter should be simple.” She keeps folding, now balling her
socks and underhanding them into the wash basket. Then the vest.
Bra. Panties.

My breathing hitches.

“Rayne—”

“Perhaps if I were a werewolf it would be
different.” Rayne pulls back the covers on her bed and slips
between them. She sits against the headboard with the sheet up to
her shoulders, voice soft, expression neutral as she looks my way.
“I always thought it was interesting how well you and Wendy enjoy
each other’s company, and of course there’s Link and Norma. Even
the rest of Kappa. Perhaps I’m simply not the right edane
for you, even if you do have a taste for us.”

“What the fu—”

Rayne gasps, back bowing, eyes rolling, body
stiffening like a sheet of plyboard. A second later, with a heavy
gush of expelled breath, her body slumps bonelessly across the
sheets.

Sunrise.

 


* * *

 


At least showers are quick and uncomplicated. I
stand in ours, head lowered, allowing the hot spray to hammer my
neck and back. It feels good, and here, alone, I can allow myself
to think.

Not that it does much good. My mind chases thoughts
in impotent circles while I clench and unclench my fingers against
the clean white tile.

Once again I allow my memory to pull back the
conversation with Rayne, that last parting shot she knew I’d be
unable to respond to.

The wrong type of edane?

Did she really mean that?

Bad enough my mother won’t speak to me over the
gender identity of my dating choices, but now my girlfriend is
questioning my species preference too?

“Dan? Dan-dan-dan-son. Kar-Karson?”

My eyes pop open.

Outside the shower, a scaly face presses up to the
glass, curved beak above small black eyes like glittering beads.
It’s attached to a scaly, cat-sized body with fine, gossamer wings
and a barbed tail.

“How did you get in here?”

“Kar-ka-Karson,” my little pet tells me.

I smile and push open the door. “Come on, then. You
may as well join me.”

The chittarik, playfully named Norma, flies
awkwardly through the small gap and lands on my head. She curls
there with a deep purring sound rumbling at the back of her tiny
throat. The tail, barbs and all, curls down and gently strokes my
left cheek.

The water seems not to bother her, but I lessen the
pressure anyway. The last thing I want is to wash her away.

My body continues to hum, confusion and
thoughtfulness mingled with arousal.

And of course I’m aroused; Rayne is sexy and
beautiful and perfect and not ten minutes ago had her hand inside
my pyjama shorts. A rush of pleasure gushes through me at the
memory, forcing me to bring my legs together, just for a
moment.

Why, then? Why? Why can I not simply fall into the
moment and let it take me?

I bite my lip, no closer to the answer now than I
had been the last time we began to be intimate. Or the time before
that. Or before that.

“Ugh. Fuck my life and everything in it.”

“Nika? Dan son.” Norma clings to my hair and leans
down. She keeps going until we’re literally eye to eye, her head
turned to give me the full weight of her black, beady gaze.
“Karson.”

“Sorry. I’m sorry. You’re right. I need to calm
down.”

Norma stares a moment longer before nipping the tip
of my nose. The pocket flap beneath her chin flares open while her
scales ruffle then settle. She seems satisfied with the apology,
and after one more long glare, returns to her usual perch on my
head.

But the more I think, the more I understand why
Rayne may be verging on desperate. It’s been three months, almost
four, and we’ve not once touched each other more than the gentle
and sometimes not-so-gentle kissing. In fact, earlier, when her
fingers brushed up against my clit, that was the first time.
Ever.

I’ve never waited so long with any other woman.
Hell, during my early years at SPEAR one-night stands were pretty
common when I used my rank and badge as a tool to lure pretty women
into my bed on an almost daily basis.

So what the hell is wrong with me now?

It doesn’t take long to clean up. Norma sweeps off
my head as I shut off the water and flies out to land on the heat
rack holding my towel. She pauses long enough to shake water off
her body, then grips the fluffy material with her claws before
launching forward to carry it to me.

She looks ridiculous.

“Thank you, baby.”

Norma drops the towel right in the bottom of the
shower and shoots off with a flutter of her wings, and that strange
cackle I equate to laughter.

Bloody pest.

Still, the towel is just dry enough to get the worst
of the water off me, and I return to thinking as I scrub my face,
moisturize, and brush my teeth.

The cross-team meeting today is a big one. With a
slew of new cases to work through, teams need to be assigned their
roles for the upcoming weeks. Not only that, but the newest
addition to Alpha needs to assert their place as team leader.

I spit a glob of toothpaste down the sink and swirl
it away.

No matter what happens with this new guy, he can’t
possibly be worse than the woman he’s replacing.

Francine Quinn was a cruel, cold-hearted bitch of a
team leader, and I can’t be the only one happy to see her go. Sure,
very likely no one has the same history as she and I, but there’s
no way I’m the only person she hurt.

My mind flashes back to a SPEAR holding cell, white,
bright, and stark. Quinn stands above a restraining table, a length
of consecrated steel wire stretched between her hands, hanging
above Rayne’s naked, vulnerable throat.

My gut contracts, pain, panic, and anger rekindling
at the memory.

No. I can’t be the only one.

A dull throb of pain accompanies the thought, deep
and centred low on my back.

I rub the offending area before snatching a blister
pack of paracetamol from the cupboard above the sink.

This is not the time to be distracted by pain.

No, today is a big, important day and I need to be
ready for it.

The two pills go down easy with a big glug of water,
and then, with my damp towel no doubt leaving a wet trail on the
tiles, I leave the bathroom and head back to my room, ready to
start my day.


Chapter Three

In the car I try to turn my mind to business and not
think about the potential shit show I’ve made of my relationship
with Rayne.

In the passenger seat, Norma sits tall and regal,
more like a cat in this pose than at any other time. Her two front
legs are planted firmly before her, backside resting on her longer
back feet. Her barbed tail points straight up along with her wings,
twitching left and right like sparkly antennae. She cocks her head
at me, clicking softly at the back of her throat as I work the car
into third gear.

The radio shifts from inane morning chatter to
music. Something light and peppy, some nonsense written for
teenagers too young to understand why faerie tale crushes on
vampires and werewolves don’t work.

I’d laugh if not for the sudden uncertainty in my
own love life. Then again, at least these days all those fantasy
stories about forbidden love make more sense. Who could have known
they were all based in truth?

I find myself singing with the catchy tune, tapping
my fingers on the steering wheel, shrieking the chorus when it
comes.

Norma puts her head back and croons with me, loud
and enthusiastic, though of course with her own version of the
lyrics.

Damn. Actually, she sounds better than I do.

At this time of morning the roads are empty, and I
turn left toward Misona only half aware of my decision to do
so.

After reading through all those case notes and
mission briefings, it seems my instincts have a plan of action,
even if my waking mind is still distracted by the memory of Rayne
slumping into her bedsheets.

I grit my teeth.

The steering wheel creaks beneath my grip.

“It’s not my fault. Damn it, she would have freaked
out too. I know she would have. Six years and then shark week, out
of nowhere? Come on.”

Norma belts out the last chorus with another
resounding shriek of my name, then trails off with another soft
cackle.

Another song begins, but I turn it right down,
occasionally glancing at Norma as I continue.

“I mean at least I know why my body feels like crap
now. No wonder I didn’t recognize the feelings. It’s been so
long.”

“Karson.”

“Exactly. Back pain, stiffness, fatigue? I won’t
lie, I didn’t miss all of that stuff.”

“Son son.”

The traffic lights ahead of me shift in my favour,
and I ease the car forward again, aiming deeper into Misona.

The streets are fuller now, but shabbier and darker
despite the growing natural light. Wandering figures clog the
pavement in varied shapes and sizes.

“I’ll have to ask Pippa when she wakes up. I bet
she’ll know what’s going on. Or at least have a test to figure out
why my body is being so weird.”

“Nika?”

“Yep. Though not if she keeps telling me I smell.
Rude.”

Two hunched figures in tattered clothing start
hobbling across the road several yards ahead, and I slow to let
them go safely.

They still have that graceful edane glide,
but it seems off balance somehow. Awkward in a way I rarely
see.

They aren’t the only ones either. Others huddled in
doorways or leaning against burnt out cars, they all seem to be
moving in a slow, unsteady way.

“Though I bet that would get Mum’s attention, right?
I could open a conversation with that…if she ever picked up the
phone. ‘Hey, Mum, guess what, my periods are back. Oh, still no
grandkids though. I remain as gay as they come and my girlfriend is
a vampire.’”

Norma lowers her tail, her cackles fading off to the
soft chittering her species is named for.

My car rumbles.

I take a left turn. Cross a roundabout.

“What am I going to do, Norma? Why is everything so
bloody difficult?”

“Dan dan-dan? Dan…dan…dan…kar…dan…ka…ka…”

“What?”

I chance a look at my pet.

Slam the brakes.

Norma has curled herself into a tight, scaly ball.
Her wings are down and pressed tight to her back, the barbed tail
almost vanished beneath her body which is shaking all over.

“Norma? Baby?”

She turns to me, head barely lifting, both eyes wide
and bright.

“Norma—”

A stunning impact rocks my car.

My seat belt tightens, saving me from hitting the
steering column, but the top of my head cracks hard against the
ceiling.

“What the hell?”

Thud. Thud. Creak.

Norma curls tighter still into her ball, even the
chittering sound vanished and replaced by a groaning moan.

Creak. Crunch.

Something hard pokes the top of my head, followed by
a squealing shriek of twisting metal.

I look up.

“Oh, hell.”

The ceiling is dented by a good three inches, and a
ring-shaped set of punctures dents the scuzzy fabric lining off to
the left.

Thud. Thud. Thud. Crunch.

A face appears beyond my windscreen, upside down and
misshapen with fur bristling from features all mixed up and
stretched.

There’s a werewolf on my car. A werewolf in hybrid
form gazing hungrily through my creaking windscreen.

“Oi. Get off my fucking car.”

One huge, furry fist pulls back. Massive fangs
glisten with sticky saliva.

The car roars as I floor the accelerator. Gears
grind and cha-chunk through their sequence as I force the vehicle
into reverse.

Tyres squeal.

The wolf yips.

Again my seat belt tightens, this time against
abrupt backward momentum as the car slaloms along the street.

The werewolf clinging to my roof howls, a mix of
surprise and fury, then clings for dear life as I increase the
speed.

Brakes.

Another yelp and the werewolf shoots back out of
view.

It tumbles thud-thud-smack across the roof, then
slides down the rear glass out of sight.

I suck a hard breath through my nose.

What the hell is going on?

Howling. Lots of it. From every direction.

A glance through my side window shows humanoid
figures stepping out from shadows between buildings. Humanoid
figures with overlong arms and huge, thick legs.

“Dan…dan…dan…dan…dan…dan…dan…”

I grab Norma by the scruff and stuff her into my
T-shirt. It’s like trying to cuddle an unwilling iguana, but at
least she’s safe in there.

Her trembles continue against my stomach.

More gear grinding and the car rockets forward, this
time with control and purpose. I heave on the handbrake for a
Tarmac-scorching turn then continue, back the way I came.

Werewolves. Everywhere. Some changed, some not, all
of them glaring at my car like a packed lunch box.

One darts at my window, forcing me to swing wide to
escape. The off side clips a set of tall black bins and sends them
careening down the once-abandoned pavement.

I grip tighter.

“Dan…dan…dan…dan…dan…”

“It’s okay, baby, I’m here.”

Another daring leap from a werewolf sends me in the
other direction, this time sheering along the side of a parked car.
Sparks fountain like a spray of celebratory fireworks and the acrid
scent of charred paint stings my nose.

Not far now.

The roundabout I used to enter this area marks the
end of pack territory. They shouldn’t follow me beyond that.

Shouldn’t.

Thud-thud.

More roof action.

This time I’ve no choice but to ignore it. A glance
in my mirror tells me that.

There are seven wolves back there, and that’s only
the ones I can see. Another trick with my brakes will make it far
too easy for them to catch up, and I know I don’t want that
to happen.

The lump of trembling scales against my stomach
mumbles something, the words mostly lost in my belly button.

I try weaving back and forth, anything to dislodge
the beast clinging to my roof. More thudding tells me this one has
a better grip than the first.

Almost to the roundabout.

Just another seventy feet.

Cold air screams through my back window, chasing a
scatter of glittering glass pellets. Some hit my cheeks, more
shower down the back of my collar, and again I wrench at the
wheel.

“Will you all piss off!”

An angry roar answers my plea.

Something pulls my hair.

I send the car the other way.

The pulling eases.

Fifty feet.

A figure steps out in front. Seven feet tall, at
least, with heavy grey fur and arms like tree trunks. Tight, taut
breasts are just visible beneath all that fur, and the huge bush of
a thick tail shows between the wide spread legs.

It points, such a normal gesture, made terrifying
and grotesque by the body behind it.

“Not welcome,” it yells. “Leave.”

“I’m bloody trying.”

Thirty feet.

At the last possible moment, the hybrid wolf steps
back and out of range of my car, though not without raking massive
black claws down the side of my paintwork.

More sparks fly and I find myself wondering how I’m
going to explain this mess to Pippa.

Ten feet.

The wolf on my roof makes one more snatch at my hair
then leaps away with a graceful bound.

The shift in weight makes my entire car bounce, and
the suspension groans in protest.

I pass the roundabout by simply driving over the
painted white circle, taking myself out of pack territory and back
into relative safety.

It’s a mile on before I can convince myself to stop.
I do so against the side of the road, a haphazard parking fail that
would no doubt earn me a ticket, if anybody cared.

One by one, I peel my fingers off the steering
wheel, then allow myself to sit back.

Relieved breath leaves my mouth in a long,
shuddering sigh.

Norma’s head pops out through the neck of my
T-shirt. She eyes me haughtily before climbing all the way through
and sitting on my lap with her wings flared.

“Karson,” she snaps. I get the feeling she’s yelling
at me.

She’s right to be angry of course. I should have
been paying better attention to my surroundings. Guess I’m more
distracted than I thought.

“I’m sorry.”

“Nika. Ka, ka dan.”

“What? They didn’t get us, did they? We’re
fine.”

She looks pointedly past me to the shattered back
window. She may not be able to talk or even understand me fully,
but I know full well what that look means.

Ugh.

“Okay, fine, I dropped the ball. Happy?”

“Dan-dan.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Come on, now we’re definitely
late.”

After one last reproachful look, Norma returns to
her seat on the passenger side and her previous upright position.
Her tail jabs at the volume dial on the radio.

I obey the silent order and increase the volume, but
this time, when the latest teen angst track begins in earnest, I
can’t bring myself to sing.


Chapter Four

“Authorised. Agent Karson, Danika. Agent ID
A2024001904K06.”

I roll my eyes and step through the large hydraulic
doors without comment.

SPEAR HQ opens up before me, a loud, bustling open
space filled with desks, chairs, and the other administrative decor
that belies the true nature of the place.

I wipe the holy water from the scanners off my chin
and let Norma enjoy a little shake to do the same. Strictly
speaking, she shouldn’t come through the security portal with me
and the system knows that full well.

Then again, strictly speaking, I shouldn’t have her
at all.

She takes off with a flutter of her wings, bobbing
across the open space toward my new desk near one of the far walls.
Several other chittarik come down to greet her, and the
sparrow-like flock fly on together, yelling and chittering as they
go.

I pull my ID lanyard from the pocket of my jeans and
thread it through the loops on my waistband. Yeah, sure, it should
be on my neck, but I still dislike the idea of carrying my own
potential garrotte wire, thank you very much.

It’s still strange to hear and see the changes in my
identification, as if anybody would be crazy enough to put an
entire sub-team of agents under my command. But there it is. Kappa
team, otherwise known as Special Ops. Otherwise known as “Keep
Karson out of our hair for a couple of hours.”

I’m not stupid.

Now the initial excitement has worn off, it’s plain
to anyone who cares to pay attention that the new Kappa team is a
dumping ground for troublesome agents. I mean, with me at the head,
what else could it be?

As I fight off the daily grump about internal SPEAR
politics, I spy a tall, grinning figure with a set of five kunai in
his left hand. He hurls one in my direction with a wordless yell
and runs across the open space.

Again? Really?

The mini throwing knife goes wide, but it’s only a
distraction against the other two already in motion.

I drop to a crouch and spin out to the right,
grunting at the little twinge of pain from my back.

The second and third kunai hit the wall above my
head, but I’m already gone, swinging back left to avoid the fourth
which strikes the ground where my hand had been split seconds
previous.

He’s almost on me now, his long ponytail flapping on
his own slipstream as he bears down with the fifth blade.

Another swing of my legs, like a breakdancer with my
weight on my hands. My momentum gives me speed and I lash out with
my heels one after the after, each striking his wrist to send the
final kunai flying out of reach.

When he stumbles, I’m ready, back upright and
driving my shoulder up on the way to shove him off his feet.

He hits the floor, panting.

I sigh. “You’re not even trying anymore.”

Noel González grunts and rubs at a spot low on his
spine. “And where did you learn to do that? Swinging and kicking?
Gymnast moves? That is new, sí?”

“Rayne showed me a thing or two.”

He shakes his head. “Not fair. You have a pretty
vampire personal trainer. Soon you will be unstoppable. More so.
But who will teach me fancy new moves?”

“Link?” I lower my hand for him.

“Bah.” Noel grasps my wrist and uses it to haul
himself up. “He has too much fun teaching edanes now. He has
no time for little me.”

“Then stop being so squishy.”

He mutters something in Spanish. Probably rude. And
then, “You’re late.”

“And you’re ugly.”

“So grumpy today, Dee-Dee. Did you wake up on the
far side of the bed?” He squeezes my hand a moment longer, a motion
that pauses my initial instinct to jerk away. “Everything
okay?”

“I—” Deep breath. “Yes. I’m fine.”

A snort, then Noel drops my hand and moves to
retrieve his weapons. “Did we not agree, no more lies? Say I should
mind my own business, but don’t lie.”

Am I going to piss off everyone today?

“Sorry—”

“Nay. No sorry. Don’t ever tell me sorry. Just be
you, sí?”

One, two, three, and four knives. Noel counts them
out into his hands, and I stoop to gather up the last one.

“I…it’s Rayne.”

His eyes brighten. “Girl trouble? Oh, then you come
to the right man. I can heal all your problems with your lady
friend, Dee-Dee. You tell me.”

Can’t help but laugh at that. “You’ve been single
for as long as I’ve known you. I hardly think you’re
qualified.”

“How little you know.” Noel twirls the last kunai
out of my grip and performs a set of flashy little spins with the
circular hole on the end. “I am as qualified as I need to be.” He
begins to walk away, throwing a cheeky grin over his shoulder.

I follow, like he knew I would. “Okay, spill. Right
now. Have you actually found a woman willing to put up with your
bullshit? Who is she? Do I know her? What’s her name? What does she
look like? Is she an agent? Is she a body pillow?”

Noel laughs at my questions, and the sound is
infectious. He taps a finger to the side of his nose, but I keep
going now, too intrigued to stop. And the questions get more
ridiculous too.

“Come on. Talk to me? Did you find her online? Like
a dating site? Oh. Is she a mail order bride? Like from Korea or
something? Did she come in a box? What are her special features,
Noel? Realistic skin and heated orifices?”

He stops at the side of my desk. “You are
disgusting.”

“And impatient. Tell me.”

After holding my gaze for several seconds, Noel
dumps the kunai on my desk and puts his arm around my shoulder.
“Look, no one else knows, sí? I don’t want to jinx it, so I keep
quiet. But if I tell you, you must promise silence.”

I draw my fingertip across my chest in a broad X
shape. “Cross my heart.”

“No, no, like you tell your sister.”

Wow. He’s really serious then.

I shift beneath his arm enough to allow our eyes to
meet. “On my locs and hope to trim, Noel. Okay? I won’t talk about
this to anybody else. What’s going on? Why are you being so
shifty?”

He grins. “Not shifty, just cautious. I have
girlfriend now. I must protect her.”

“So she’s not an agent?”

“No. And she’s private about her affairs.”

“Ha, yeah, that sounds shifty, Noel. So do I know
her at all?”

He shakes his head. “But you may know her boyfriend.
He is from the Omega team.”

“A medic, eh? Interesting.” My brain takes a moment
to catch up. “Wait, did you say her boyfriend? Isn’t that you?”

Noel’s grin grows ever more smug. “It is also me.
She has lots of love to share and so more than one partner. In
fact, I am the third.”

My mouth drops open.

“See. That is why I don’t tell. I tell you because I
trust you. I trust you with everything from my life to my secrets.
But you must understand before you judge.”

“I don’t think I do understand.”

He hooks my chair from beneath my desk with a
skilful jerk of his right leg. The hint is obvious, so I sit
without complaint after wiping a handful of chittarik droppings off
the fabric.

“She favours open relationships. Many.”

“Poly?”

“That. That is the word. I forgot it.”

“But are you okay with that? I thought monogamy was
the end game for you.”

Noel gazes at me for long, thoughtful moments. “This
is why I trust you. You’re curious, but not disgusted.”

“Why would I be disgusted? I get it. Sometimes one
relationship doesn’t fulfil all those needs, but I never thought
you’d be interested in a set-up like that. It might be okay for
her, but is it okay for you?”

“I don’t know. But this is the only way to find out,
sí?”

He has a point.

“Well…I wish you all the best. I hope you get what
you want out of it all.”

His smile is so bright and relieved that I know I’ve
said the right thing.

“Thank you, Dee-Dee. I will. And thank you for—”

I cut him off with a raised hand. “Don’t thank me
for not being a narrow-minded idiot. It’s none of my business who
you date. I just want you to be happy.”

“That means much to me.”

I arch an eyebrow at him. “Though, you should let
her know, if she hurts you, I will hunt her down and break her legs
with my fair bare hands.”

“You will try.” He laughs. In fact, he’s still
laughing as he walks away from my desk, holding his stomach and
roaring like a crazy man.

Idiot.

And yet his laughter is catching, and I find myself
chuckling as I open my laptop.

 


* * *

 


So many emails. So many messages and questions from
all sources.

The computer stuff wouldn’t have taken so long
except now that I’m in, every agent and his dog has some sort of
question for me.

I can barely start typing before the next person
comes along with a question or problem.

Most are from my own sub-team, other Special Ops
agents clarifying one point or another. I remind them that we have
a cross-team meeting in the next half hour and that we should all
focus on that.

The responses I receive in return are varied in
their phrasing and politeness.

More than anything else so far, their answers prove
that my team is composed of agents who think a lot like me. One, a
werewolf named Duo, tells me that if not for my insistence that we
all take part, he would be in the field already. Another, a stubby
goblin by the name of Erkyan, mocks the sheer level of paperwork
that will no doubt come of such a meeting, telling me that she
never joined SPEAR to be a secretary.

Neither did I.

But I handle it, message by message, query by query,
complaint by complaint, until a loud voice draws my attention.

“Karson. Are you coming or what?” It’s the new guy,
Quinn’s replacement and my direct supervisor, Maurice Cruush.
“You’re going to be late and we will not wait for you.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there—”

“Two minutes and we start. Be there.”

“I said yes, damn it, give me a sec.”

Wow. Maybe this guy isn’t going to be that much
better than Quinn after all.

I stand, and look for Norma, searching the high
roosts and pillars dotted all over the space.

No sign of her. Weird. Maybe she’s still sulking
after the earlier werewolf incident.

“Karson.” He’s still looking at me, deep frown
creasing the wide expanse of forehead visible beneath the receding
hairline. “The briefing room is this way.”

“I heard you, Maury.”

Guess I’ve no choice but to leave her.

I head for the briefing room, but halfway toward the
stairs, I hear my name again.

“I’m coming as fast as I can—”

But it’s not Maury. This time it’s a runner from the
Delta team, huffing and blowing, one hand pressed to her side as if
to ease a cramp. She puffs a lock of bone-straight, pink hair from
her eyes and flags me down with her spare hand.

“There’s someone,” wheeze, “to see you,” cough,
“downstairs,” gasp.

“You okay, there?”

“Downstairs.” She gulps in a few more unsteady
breaths. “With a troll.”

That stops me dead.

There’s only one person I can think of who would
show up here with a troll on their tail. Can this day get any
weirder? It’s barely nine a.m.

“I don’t suppose this person is tall, toothy, and
very well dressed?”

“It’s the mayor.”

Yay.

“I’m busy. Tell him I’ll ring him—”

“He says it’s urgent.”

Eye roll.

It’s always urgent where Jack’s concerned. I can’t
remember the last time he insisted on seeing me that wasn’t some
sort of emergency blown far out of proportion.

“I have a meeting.”

The woman finally catches her breath and straightens
to her full height. Not that it’s much. “But he’s the mayor.”

“I still have a meeting. Put him in one of the
suites. He’ll be fine until I’m done.”

“But—”

“Seriously, he won’t mind.”

She looks unsure. “You want me to make him wait
downstairs?”

“Yep.”

“With civilians?”

I open my mouth to affirm, but at the last moment
snap it shut.

This early in the morning there won’t be many people
around, but that also makes me question why Jack is here. He never
shows his face before noon unless he truly has to, and even then
it’s under duress.

“Did you run all the way up here from
reception?”

The runner nods.

“That’s three
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