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C


orbin Blande. He’d always hated the name, so he deleted it, quickly and thoroughly. Bank account, credit cards, social media; all of them gone.

Now he called himself Micah. Micah Jenkins. Wasn’t his true name, but he liked it well enough. He’d ditched his true name when he left home, and to be honest, he didn’t miss either. 

Home was a memory he kept locked in a box that he never intended to open.

He hadn’t been able to ditch his gift as easily.  He was a polymorph, a therianthrope, a rare being who could shift into any form, human or animal.  Because of his gift, he’d been stuck playing the role of Corbin Blande, in all his slick-haired, pretentious glory. Micah had done some shitty things in his past, but those months as Corbin were the worst.

Fortunately, his gift allowed him to walk away—with a clean slate, even.

Or a clean-adjacent slate. Nearly clean? 

Something. 

“Adios, asshole,” he murmured, tossing a trash bag full of Corbin’s hair product and grooming bullshit into a dumpster. He’d already bundled the suits – Boss, Tom Ford, and Armani, thank you very much – and dropped them at Goodwill. Donated the shoes and boots, too. Corbin Blande had been such a slimy fucker that Micah didn’t want any traces of him left around.

Didn’t want to be reminded of what he’d had to do while he’d lived as Corbin Blande.

He climbed into a glossy black Porsche, adjusted his shades, and pulled out into the midmorning traffic. Corbin’s very last act would be to give his car to someone who needed it more—or at least needed the cash it would bring. Micah had the license and registration for an older CR-V, one he’d pick up later. The thought of driving that old Honda gave him an unexpected sense of coming home.

“Home? It’s a car, you weird fucker.” Hitting the gas, he grinned at no one because hell, maybe the car was his home. “I guess if I’m talking to myself, at least I know someone’s listening.” 

He had a whole lot more chances to talk to himself than he ever did other people. As Corbin Blande, he’d had associates instead of friends. Even with his ex… aw no, not gonna think about Jessie right now.

Turning up the radio, he drove until a familiar structure loomed up on his right, and he pulled into the parking lot. 

He hoisted the leather carryall stuffed with those few things that were worth keeping and headed into the self-storage building. No one else was around. The hallways were empty, echoing, ordinary, and the unit was rented under the name Peter Townsend.

Another name, one with a different face attached and a different bank account, but just as disposable. 

The door to room 4507 opened when he entered the code. For a moment, he simply stared, taking stock of the contents. 

There wasn’t much.

Two moving boxes. A suitcase. A small end table that dated from the nineteenth century, his only link to his mother’s family. Which was one more link than he had with his father’s. 

Someday he’d have a home, and he’d be able to close the door on this place for good. But not yet. 

And when he had that home, he’d make sure there was a room for Anna.

Like that’ll ever happen. Exhaustion was making him stupid. 

Didn’t take long for him to trade the butter-soft leather carryall for a canvas duffle bag. He’d gotten rid of Corbin, and now Micah needed to disappear.

After he made a couple more stops.

The Porsche was almost out of gas, and so was he. Didn’t matter. The car didn’t have far to go, and once he got someplace safe, he could sleep the rest of his life away. All this travel after months as Corbin was going to drain him to empty.

He headed north on Aurora, turning off into a familiar neighborhood. The overcast sky trapped the chilly air, holding it in place. Juneuary, the locals called it. No blossoms were left on the corner cherry tree but it still worked as a landmark. He was here. He pulled in the driveway, like he’d done hundreds of times before. 

The house’s windows stared blankly, the familiar linen drapes pulled tight. No one was home. Climbing out of the Porsche, he gave the cool chrome a final stroke and tapped the fob to lock it. Jessie would know where to find the key and the car was now registered in his name. 

Micah was almost done. Carrying the duffle bag, he ducked around the side of the house. 

Less than a minute later, a man came back around the corner. He looked nothing like the one who’d parked the Porsche. This version was taller and thinner, his jeans artfully distressed, and his hair teased up in a rockabilly pompadour. Micah strolled down the driveway, checking out the Porsche as if he’d never seen it before, then headed away from the house. 

In about two blocks, he came to a school. Kids played outside, some on the playground equipment, others clustered together. Their shrieking laughter reassured him, and he spied a tumble of gold curls. Anna. She stood alone, dragging her toe through the dirt. Another little girl ran up to her, and he tensed, ready to fight dragons for his girl.

He shouldn’t have worried. Both kids laughed, bouncing off each other and running through the grass. A weight grew in the center of his chest as he watched them go, a mix of sadness and fear combined with just enough hope to make it bearable. 

It was going to be a while before he’d see his daughter again. Maybe years. It couldn’t be helped. He kept walking, aiming for a large camellia shrub with a single crimson bloom. Ducking behind the glossy green leaves, he shifted again.

Anyone watching would have seen a large dog of an indeterminate breed trot out from behind the shrub. He had some ground to cover before he could rest. Fortunately, the rain would dampen his scent, the only thing that didn’t change when his body did. Still, he was almost certain he hadn’t been followed.

That was a small consolation. He’d head for his bolt hole, shifting shapes and personas until he reached the CR-V and could drive the rest of the way. No one—not the police, the paranormal FBI, or the Dark Lord himself—would be able to find him. Corbin Blande had done some seriously shitty stuff, but his final act had canceled Micah’s debt, and now Anna was safe.
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Unlike werewolves and other animal shifters who reorganized bone and muscle to take on their animal forms, Micah compared his shift to moving into and out of a room that existed outside of time. He requested entrance, visualized who he wanted to be, and came out with a new appearance. The biggest benefit was that he could leave his duffle bag in the room when he took on an animal shape. His form of shifting cost more in terms of energy and life force than other shifters expended, but he liked the flexibility. He liked shifting without having to strip naked first.

And he also liked having a place to stash stuff when he needed it.

By car, the trip from Seattle to the cabin was supposed to take around five hours, but first Micah had to get to his CR-V. Alternating between Metro and four legs, it took Micah most of the day to get from Jessie’s house to Tacoma where he had the car stashed. There were a few hours of sunlight left, so he could have kept going, but exhaustion finally caught up to him. After tucking himself into a Travelodge right off the freeway, he requested a wake-up call, set his phone alarm, and gave in to it.

Once he got to the cabin, he could sleep for days. 

And he would.

The next morning, the weak sunlight showed how badly the CR-V needed a wash. When he climbed in, it didn’t feel like home—home didn’t smell like stale pine tree air freshener and old cigarettes. He gassed up and hit the road, aiming for Highway 101. 

One stop, at a general store outside of Port Angeles, didn’t feel like home, either, but at least he’d been there before. Sidestepping the display of garish red geraniums spilling out along the front of the store, he stocked up on protein, carbohydrates, and vegetables. Beyond the macros, he didn’t pay all that much attention to what went into his cart. 

He was tired and hungry, and he needed to get out of sight before…well, before a certain demon figured out he was MIA. 

The sun was hiding behind clouds when he pulled into the gravel driveway, a semicircle with a group of six small cabins surrounding it. A seventh cabin sat off to one side, and when Micah bought the place, he’d claimed that one for himself. They’d once been a destination for hunters; as a result, they were pretty bare-bones. A trickle of hikers and hippie tree-huggers came through once the weather warmed up, though he left it to a management company to handle their stays. As far as he knew, there were no other current tenants, but even if there were, they wouldn’t have rented Cabin Seven. 

That was his bolt hole. 

He climbed out of the CR-V and stood for a moment, taking in the dense silence. Trees crowded around the cabins, closing them off from anything close to reality. Too tired to even bother with a shower, Micah let himself into Cabin Seven and with a hope and a prayer, locked the door.

Didn’t come out for days. 

Hunger finally prodded him out of bed. “Tuesday, June eighteenth?” he muttered to his phone, still exhausted. Shaking his head, he scrounged through his duffle bag, coming up with sweats and a pair of shorts that were cleaner than the ones he’d passed out in. 

He made a sandwich with some of the roast beef and cheese he’d picked up at the general store, then crawled back into bed and pulled the covers over his head.

Slept for another twenty-four hours.

This time when Micah woke, he had enough mental energy to shower and shave and, once the hot water tank had refilled, start a load of laundry. The stacking washer and dryer backed up against the shower, on the other side of the wall. It was the only one; guests in the smaller cabins had to haul their dirty laundry to the laundromat north of Elwha or drag it back home. 

Perks of ownership and all.

Feeling slightly more human, Micah made another roast beef sandwich and took it out front. His porch was just big enough for a couple chairs and, although the sun had dropped behind the trees, there was enough light to see the other cabins and the gravel drive. The birds had mostly settled down for the night, though as it grew darker, he caught the occasional flicker and whirr of a bat. He was a city boy through and through, but…. “I could get used to this.”

Then he laughed like he’d told himself an actual joke.

Popping open his can of Coke, he took a long swallow. His CR-V was parked where he’d left it, and now it had a friend. A pickup truck was parked in front of Cabin Two, and that cabin’s windows glowed in the dim light. The air was chilly, and the cold soda didn’t help, but Micah needed fresh air more than he needed warmth. He ate and drank and watched Cabin Two, wondering who was in there and why.

The management company didn’t let him know when they’d rented the place, and he probably could have checked. Maybe he should have, rather than risk bringing trouble to a bunch of strangers. This early in the season, though, who the hell would be out here?

With an audible click, Cabin Two’s windows went dark. Micah stilled, guessing that something was about to happen. Cabin Two’s front door opened several inches, and a four-footed form slipped out. 

Shifting quickly, Micah took a two- or three-second refuge in his room-out-of-time, and when he returned to the porch, the creature had disappeared into the trees.

“Huh,” he said. “Werewolf.” That’s who’d be out here in the middle of Juneuary.

Sharing his space with a supe didn’t bother him, exactly, but it made him curious. It was a problem for another day, however. That brief shift set him back, and fatigue tugged at his muscles. He finished his sandwich with methodical intent, washing it down with the last of his Coke. The sugar and caffeine were no match for his body’s need for rest, and soon he locked himself in his cabin and crawled back into bed.

When he woke again, the sun was directly overhead. 

“Noon?” 

No one answered him, but he hadn’t expected a response. Pulling on a worn tee shirt, he peered through his bedroom window. The air was warm, as if Mother Nature had finally decided to give summer a chance, and there were two other cars parked next to the pickup truck.

“What the hell?” Unable to help himself, he cut through the small front room and came to a stop on the porch. The door to Cabin Three was open, and a young woman came out. She was fourteen, maybe a year or so older, and she gave him a curious smile. He couldn’t quite manage a smile back, and she ducked back into the cabin.

He stood there for another minute, debating whether to call the management company and have them get rid of his guests. He came out here for the privacy; the more people who knew where he was, the greater the danger.

To them and to him.

Before he came to a decision, the guy from Cabin Two came out. He crossed his small porch and jogged down the steps, heading to Cabin Three. The door was still open, and he knocked on the door frame. 

A woman came out, giving him a quick hug. She was short, barely reaching the man’s shoulder, and her dark hair was pulled up in a sloppy knot. They chatted, keeping their voices low. This was one of the rare situations when he wished polymorphs had the enhanced senses of a werewolf. Regardless, he guessed they were talking about him by the way the woman kept glancing in his direction. 

They were still conversing when a man came out of Cabin Four. He was older, stocky, with grizzled, close-cropped hair. They all greeted each other, still conversing in low tones. 

What. The, Hell? He was definitely going to be giving the management company a call.

He knew he should go inside, leave them to their business. He didn’t. He stayed on his porch, making no effort to pretend he wasn’t watching them. Only when the man from Cabin Two turned away from the others and started coming in his direction did he realize he’d made a strategic error.

Because the man—the werewolf—was handsome as fuck. Deep mahogany curls with red highlights. Broad shoulders, slim hips, thick thighs. 

The guy was obviously coming to talk to him, and here he was, sleep-sweaty, ragged sweatpants, and hair that had gone far too long without seeing a comb. 

Why did he even care? He had too much going on for his dick to get into the act.

When the guy got close, he extended his hand. “Hey man, how’s it going? My name’s Anders.”

Micah’s hand came out on autopilot, but as he clasped Anders’ hand, his mind was scrambling. “Hi.” They shook hands, Anders giving him an expectant look. “Name’s Micah.” Way to think on your feet. “Micah Jenkins.”

“Nice to meet you, Micah.” Anders’ mouth might’ve said “Nice,” but his subtle once-over was way more eloquent. While Micah could have used a different name to better cover his tracks, he liked the way the word sounded coming from Anders.

“I’m just wondering how long you’ll be staying here. We have all these cabins booked through the weekend, and—”

“You don’t have this one booked.” Micah straightened, wishing he could shake off the feel of the guy’s hand in his. 

“Yeah, we do.” Anders crossed his arms, raising his chin. “We’ve booked this whole resort.”

“I’m sorry, man.” Micah managed to sound truly sorry because part of him wanted to do whatever he could to make Anders happy. And he wished he’d combed his hair. “But I own the whole place, and Cabin Seven is never rented out.”

The guy’s gaze narrowed. “Would it help if I showed you the contract?”

“Contract, birth certificate, band flyer; show me anything you want. Won’t matter. This is my cabin, and if there’s been an error, I’ll make sure the management company reimburses you.”

“Then you’ll have to reimburse us the whole amount. We booked this place for a private retreat. No one else can be here.”

Micah fought the urge to point out that the contract should have included a “no werewolves” clause. “Look, I’m happy for you to use the other cabins. I won’t bother you. In fact”—he yawned—“I’m going to spend most of my time asleep.”

Two cars turned off the road and into the gravel driveway. Anders watched them for a minute, then turned back to Micah. “I’m going to call the management company. We were promised privacy—”

“Dude…” With a sigh, Micah raked a hand through his tangled hair. “You shouldn’t be here at all. If six cabins and my promise of silence aren’t enough for you, then shove off.”

Anders’ glare turned angry. “Sure. Like I’m going to trust some vagrant who’s squatting in a cabin I paid for.”

Why were the pretty ones always such assholes? “Call the management company. Do your worst. I’m going back to bed.”

He went inside, closed the door, and locked it. He needed to contact the management company, but that would take a couple of steps. “Damn it.” With heavy eyelids, he dug out his burner phone and dialed a number he’d long ago memorized. That brought him to an answering service, where, after reciting a secret code, he reached the company. The call went straight to voicemail, and the message he left didn’t contain most of the expletives in his head. 

It did, however, threaten anyone stupid enough to rent out Cabin Seven and promise to dock the pay of anyone who did. That’ll light a fire under their ass. Hanging up, he cursed out the management company, Anders, and werewolves in general.

Double-checking the front and back doors to make sure they were locked, he crawled back into bed.




Chapter Two
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ell, that didn’t go as planned. 

Anders headed to his own cabin. He had downloaded the contract to his laptop, and he needed some backup when he went to talk to Potter. 

Augustus Potter, Augie to his wife. Alpha werewolf of the Elwha Pack. As Pack Beta, Anders had made the arrangements for this little getaway, his niece Jasmine’s first shift, so it was on him if he’d fucked it up.

He’d paid for all the cabins, and hell if he was going to put up with some rando interrupting them.

His cabin had two rooms: a small bedroom and a slightly larger front room with a tiny kitchen and a dining table with two chairs. The cabins’ rough-hewn, vintage vibe probably had more to do with their age than some designer’s desire for all things retro. It was clean enough, but the air carried the scent of numerous previous tenants under a layer of fried onions.

He opened the laptop on the table and sat down, making the rickety wooden chair squeak.

Anders scanned the document, the one that said, in plain English: 

The Undersigned agrees to an amount of $1400.00 for use of all six cabins at the Hidden Glen Resort…

“Well, shit. Six cabins. All six cabins.” He got up and went out onto the front step, counting cabins. There were seven. “So we were both right.”

He had rented all the cabins, but apparently the big cabin wasn’t included. FFS. He should have paid more attention to what he was signing, but, “How was I supposed to know there were really seven?” 

Rather than drag things out, he jogged over to Potter’s cabin, passing his sister’s on the way. 

He rapped his knuckles on Potter’s door and waited for the gruff “Come in” before entering. 

Potter sat at a table no larger than the one in Anders’ cabin, though the breadth of the older wolf’s shoulders made everything around him look small. He set his iPad aside, giving Anders a glimpse of really dense text. The Alpha was a physician, so likely he’d been reading the kind of journal article that made Anders’ eyes glaze over.

“I double-checked the contract, sir. It does say we’ve got all the cabins, but it says there are only six.”

Shaking his head, Potter gestured at the other chair. “Sit down, son. We’ll figure something out.”

Anders took a seat but didn’t let himself relax. “For what it’s worth, the guy staying in that last cabin doesn’t smell quite human.” He paused, sifting through his memories. “I can’t place his species, but it’s possible he won’t bother us.”

Potter sat with his hands clasped on his iPad in some vague imitation of patience. The Alpha was many things; patient didn’t make the list. “You could be right, depending on what he is. Think you can find out?”

The intensity of Potter’s stare let Anders know there was only one right answer. “Today’s Juneteenth. Full moon is in two days and the others don’t arrive until tomorrow.”

“Then you’ve got tonight.”

Then I’ve got tonight. 

“Yes, sir.”

“If you can’t identify him, we can still make the run. We’ll just have to leave someone behind to keep the guy in his place.” 

Anders was pretty darned sure Potter meant him, that he’d be the one to prevent Micah from interfering with them. He nodded, his expression grim. Running with the pack during a member’s first shift was a big deal. He’d hate to miss it.

Though as far as Potter’s punishments went, it was fairly benign. “Sure. I’ll see what I can find out.”

Leaving Potter to his reading, Anders headed for his sister’s cabin. Of the five Montgomery kids, he and Delilah were the oldest and the closest in age. They’d been put in charge of the others—Simon, Willy, and Grace—as far back as Anders could remember, which had forged a bond even Delilah’s marriage couldn’t break. 

Though Delilah’s marriage had broken all on its own, because Jeremy was both human and a jackass.

Anders burst into her cabin without bothering to knock. She and Jasmine were sitting at the table, a spread of cards in front of them. 

“Rummy?” he asked.

Jasmine slapped her hand of cards onto the table. “And she’s winning, like always.”

Delilah’s smile had an edge to it. “Why don’t you go for a run, Jasmine. You need to blow off some steam.”

Jasmine shoved her chair back and stood up. “Whatever.” Without otherwise acknowledging either of the adults, she disappeared into the bedroom. Anders took hold of her chair, wondering if he should sit down or leave and let mother and daughter work things out. 

As if reading his mind, Delilah grinned at him. “Sit. She’ll pout in there for a while and then, if we’re lucky, she’ll burn off some of that energy in a more constructive way.”

“I’m not pouting,” Jasmine shouted from the bedroom. Delilah rolled her eyes, and Anders couldn’t help but laugh.

“Probably a good thing I never had kids.”

Delilah shook a finger at him. “Never say never, Andy. You’re not even forty. Plenty of time to meet Mr. Right.”

“Is this where I make a joke about Mr. Right Now?”

Laughing, she made a face. “Let’s not go there.”

“As you wish.”

She stacked the cards, patting them to make the edges even. “So what’s up with you?”

His smile faded. She always knew when he had something on his mind. “Apparently, I did rent all of the cabins, but the contract says there are six, while there are actually seven.”

“And there’s somebody in the seventh.” She reached up, pulled her hair out of its usual knot, and combed it with her fingers, her gaze thoughtful. “That’s a problem.”

“You’re not wrong, but, you know, he didn’t smell human. Potter wants me to find out what he is. Maybe I can make a deal or something so he won’t bother us.”

She twisted her hair into a fresh knot. “I thought you heard about this place from Rory Calhoun.”

“I did.” Anders gave a bitter chuckle. “Should have known better than to trust Rory C.”

“Shoulda, woulda, coulda.”

Anders leaned forward, propping himself with his elbows on the table. He hadn’t started the day tired, but this was wearing him down. “Yeah.”

“So what are your next steps?”

An idea popped into his head, so he went with it. “Barbecue.”

“You’re going to roast him over an open flame?”

“I was thinking more along the lines of feeding him a burger but roasting him would solve our problem.”

Delilah grinned at him. “Burger, for sure. Less messy.”

Anders let his head drop down so it almost rested on the table. “Potter’s going to think I’m completely incompetent.”

“Hush up.” She tugged on his hair. “He knows you’re competent or he wouldn’t have made you Beta.”

“Yeah.” Anders straightened, inhaling deep enough to square his shoulders. He was an alpha by nature, and if things worked out, he’d someday be Alpha of the Elwha Pack. Or that was his hope, anyway. “My rational mind knows that. It’s the rest of me…”

“You’ll be fine. You’ll fix this, and in two nights my baby girl will shift, and we’ll all have a blast.”

Her smile gave him that little bit of confidence he needed. “Thanks, D.”

“You got this.” She covered his hand with hers. “Jazzy needs her Uncle Andy this first time, and I know you’ll be there for her.”

On that note, Anders got up and gave his sister a kiss on the top of her head. “I’ll get started on supper.” He didn’t have the heart to tell her that if he couldn’t fix the Cabin Seven situation, he wouldn’t be there when Jasmine shifted. 

One problem at a time…
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Micah swore he wouldn’t wake up until he was damned well ready, and though he’d intended that to take days, he found himself cracking an eye open after only a couple of hours. 

The smell of grilled meat did it. 

He lay in bed, the weight of exhaustion all but bonding him to the sheets. His phone said it was still the nineteenth of June and the dim light through the window curtains said it was close to sunset. Voices carried through the cabin’s thin walls, but it was the meat that had called to him. 

One of the downsides to sleeping for days at a time meant that he didn’t eat, and right now he was hungry.

His empty stomach all but dragged him out of bed. He couldn’t remember exactly why there were people barbecuing on his property, but he’d let them stay as long as they’d share. He was halfway to the door when he remembered he’d already shown off his shitty sweats and tee ensemble.

He also smelled pretty rank, and his hair was scrambled.

Shower first, then food.

Okay, shower first, then make nice, then (hopefully) food.

With that agenda in mind, Micah redirected his feet to the bathroom.

His bathroom was big enough for a bathtub. The others didn’t even have showers, though there were a couple set up outdoors for when the weather was warm. Micah figured the original owners didn’t think hunters would bother with such luxuries. Compared with the condo he’d lived in as Corbin Blande, however, this place was somewhere between rustic and spartan.

The hot water worked its magic, and in a matter of a few minutes, he was clean and substantially more awake. 

And even hungrier.

“Should have eaten something the last time I woke up.” Why hadn’t he? “Oh, because that guy showed up to yell at me.”

That guy. Who was he and what was his name again? “Anders or something.” Micah squinted at the window, pulling on a pair of clean jeans. “And what was he mad about?”

Oh. 

“That I’m here.”

Welp, them’s the breaks. 

Micah peeked through the window curtains. He didn’t really want to meet a bunch of strangers, but there was no way they’d connect Micah Jenkins to Corbin or any of his previous personalities, so he should be okay. Besides, he was pretty sure they were all werewolves and would steer clear of authority figures on principle.

The guy, Anders, stood at a drum barbecue that he must have brought with him. Smoke rose, carrying its delicious reek, and between the swirling clouds and the way he wielded a long metal spatula, he looked ridiculously manly.

Micah had a huge confidence kink.

The woman was out there too, her hands shoved deep into her hoodie’s pockets. The older man stood next to her. Something about his posture made Micah give him a harder look. 

Anders might have made first contact, but that older dude was the one in charge.

Two new cars were parked between Cabins Five and Six. Peachy. More company. Micah had been counting on solitude, but apparently his management company had other ideas. He went back to the bathroom to give himself one last check before braving the other guests. He’d worn this face before more than once, making it familiar and somehow comforting. 

It wasn’t his true face, however. He hadn’t worn that since he learned to shift.

After dabbing more pomade on the swooping curl over his forehead, he headed for the door, promising himself he wouldn’t be an asshole this time. 

“Because if you’re an asshole, they won’t offer you a burger. That’s logic one-oh-one, dude.” 

As he descended the front porch steps, two young men came out of Cabin Five. They both side-eyed him, with one jogging over to the older man while the other stopped between him and the barbecue. 

Werewolves in action. Awesome.

He willed his body to stay relaxed and even managed a smile. “Hello.” He extended his hand. “It’s nice to—”

“What are you doing here?” The guy glared at him, his arms crossed and his chin raised like he was ready to take a punch. He was only about five foot eight inches but built like a tank, the sun glowing in his corona of curly ginger hair.

Micah had less success keeping his posture relaxed in the face of the other guy’s aggression, though his stomach’s badly timed growl helped. At least his voice stayed low and soothing. “I own the place.”

“Sure you do, but as of right now, you need to get lost.”

“Excuse me?”

Micah made fists so tight his knuckles cracked. Fortunately, Anders stepped between them. “It’s okay, Willy. I think he’s telling the truth.”

“So what?” Anders’ comment hadn’t changed Willy’s stance one iota. “You said you’d paid for the whole place so we’d have privacy.”

“Seriously, dude, it’s okay.” 

From across the yard, the older gentleman growled, “Willy, get over here.” As if the words jerked him like a chain, the
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