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			For M, para siempre.

			

		

	
		
			Prologue 
(James)
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			I discover him amidst the crush of bodies. Our hands accidentally touch, my knuckle against his thumb. His eyes are a deep brown, like the bark of a Douglas Fir. “Hey,” I say, taking a slow slug of the bougie Stout I had ordered. Babe Brau is Le Creme’s crown jewel; a dark, thick sludge named after Paul Bunyan’s ox, featuring a shirtless bear-like lumberjack on the label.

			It’s vile, but it’s dollar beer night. I want to get fucked up. I’ve had a horrible day.

			“Hey,” he parrots, nearly shouting over the crowd and the pop music pumping through the speakers, the bass making the floor thrum as if alive. “God, you’re fucking gorgeous.”

			No matter how many times I hear it, the compliment still makes me preen.

			Angus would hate this.

			No, don’t think about him.

			I laugh, leaning close. “Can I buy you a drink?” When he nods, delighted, I take him by the arm, steering him toward the bar. He’s handsome, but that’s not what piqued my interest. His scent reminds me of a succulent ribeye steak, my favorite meal at RingSide Steakhouse. I typically pair it with a Pavillon de Léoville Poyferré, an old-world red with notes of cedar.

			It’s an earthy meal, reminiscent of the fare consumed by hunters and gatherers. If it weren’t for the linen tablecloths and candlelight, I could imagine myself squatting on my haunches, gnawing on the meat, and lapping at the wine as thick as blood.

			He orders an Old Fashioned, and we clink glasses. The beer in my bottle froths, the foam thick and cream-colored. I can’t help but touch him, resting my palm on his hip, hooking my finger through his belt loop. He blushes a deep crimson and licks his lips.

			“Dance?” he asks, his lips brushing against my ear.

			“I don’t dance,” I reply, but I tug on his belt so that our hips briefly touch. His breath hitches.

			He rests his palm against my chest. “Drugs?” he offers.

			“Absolutely.” We finish our drinks, and he takes my hand, leading me toward the bathroom. We skirt around a queen freshening up her makeup, drawing a thick swoop of eyeliner on her glittery lid. There is one free stall, and we wedge in together.

			He fishes inside his pockets and pulls out a small baggie, a one-third of white powder.

			“What’s your name?” he asks me. “I’m Ronnie.” Ronnie taps a line of powder onto the only available surface—the screen of his iPhone. Jostled, the screen brightens, and I catch a glimpse of Ronnie, his arm wrapped around a lascivious blond with darkly contoured cheeks and pursed lips. His girlfriend? A sister? It doesn’t matter. I don’t really care.

			“James,” I reply, watching as he sniffs a line. He wrinkles his nose, rubbing his nostrils with the heel of his hand. I take the bag from him, tipping a small bump out onto my knuckles and inhaling it. My sinuses go numb, and my neurons sizzle.

			“Mmm, James,” Ronnie purrs, his fingertips drifting under the hem of my shirt. His lips press softly against mine. “I like that name.” His eyes dilate into black voids.

			“You smell so good,” I say, pressing him back against the plastic laminate stall. He feels so different from Angus’ sharp edges and taut sinew. Ronnie, conversely, is soft, succulent. He enthusiastically rubs my cock through my jeans with his palm. He thinks it’s flattery, a compliment. It is, but not in the way he thinks. “Want to get out of here?” I ask, nipping at his lower lip.

			He winces. “Okay,” he replies thickly. “My car is in the parking garage at the end of the block. We can go to my place. It’s in Forest Park.”

			He’s bragging. He may as well have announced his net worth.

			Ronnie shoves the baggy of coke into his pocket, then brushes his phone screen with his shirttail. Together, we return to the club proper, winding our way through the crush of bodies and undulating limbs. A Lady Gaga song plays, and hundreds of voices scream-sing along with Mother Monster.

			It’s cold outside, a chilly drizzle peppering our hunched shoulders. After the heat inside the club, it feels like a slap. “I don’t usually do this,” Ronnie says. “Invite someone home, I mean.”

			“Yeah?” I’m not listening, not really. I’m not quite sure what I intend to do. When we are in private, am I capable of pushing Angus out of my mind so I can kiss those wet lips, giving into my impulses to go further? Despite the effect of the coke, my confidence falters. Angus’ angry facade materializes in my mind’s eye. His pale face in the window appeared like a phantasm of the past, of what I intend to rip asunder with my teeth.

			After this, there’s no going back. Angus was very clear about that.

			Ronnie’s car is on the ground level of the concrete parking structure. The sounds of our nearly synchronous footfalls echo through the enclosed space. “This one’s mine,” Ronnie announces, tapping a button on the key fob he’s magicked from his pocket. Beep. It’s a black Mercedes-Benz SUV. Sandwiched between Ronnie’s car and the sedan beside it, Ronnie grows impatient, kissing me hard. He really does smell very good. I kiss him back, cupping the back of his neck. His tongue slithers into my mouth. “I don’t think I can keep my hands off of you,” he whines.

			So be it. I open the back door, pulling him inside with me.

			Wedged together in the backseat of his car, we paw at one another. He straddles my lap like a teenage girl after prom, desperate for her stammering date to put his hands under her skirt. Methodically, I press my thumbs into the dimples at his hips, running my knuckles along the sharp ridge of his ileum. With his shirt shucked up around his midsection, I can just make out the tuft of platinum hair above his low-slung waistband.

			“What’s your name again?” he asks, his fingers tangling in my hair. His hot breath smells faintly of citrus. His voice has a raspy quality to it, probably from nearly yelling in my ear at Le Creme, droplets of his spittle flecking my cheek.

			“James,” I remind him. He’s more inebriated than I thought. Or perhaps, more stupid. I try not to think of Angus waiting for me in our shared apartment. You’re impossible, I’d said, before I slammed the door shut, before I got onto TriMet toward Burnside Triangle. I hadn’t planned to walk into Le Creme, and I certainly didn’t plan to rut in a stranger’s car.

			“I’m Ronnie,” he breathes, the tip of his tongue drawing a languid circle on my neck. With his body this close, his smell is intoxicating; the hair prickles on the back of my neck.

			“I know,” I reply, unbuckling his belt and threading it through the loops. And I don’t care, is what I want to tell him. It’s like asking a cow’s name before pressing the bolt gun against her wide forehead.

			I suck his lower lip between my teeth, making him gasp. Ronnie lifts his hips so I can push his jeans down his muscular thighs. His cock strains against his underwear, a moist spot of precum wetting the fabric. When I pull the waistband down and stroke him, he nearly seizes with excitement.

			Humans are so fucking malleable.

			“You’re so good,” he groans. When his head tilts back, saliva pools in my mouth as I watch his jugular pulse. God. Angus will never forgive me if I do this. I can apologize for my angry words, but there’s no apology for what I’m doing, nor what I’m about to do.

			“I feel like I’m fucking stagnating!” I growl, throwing Angus’ legs off my lap. The muted beiges and blues emanating from the television screen flicker across Angus’ handsome face as he surveys me wearily. “We’re more than this, Angus.”

			“What do you mean?” he asks, startled by my outburst. “Would you rather watch something else?”

			“We shouldn’t be doing this.” I gesture around the room as if to encompass everything therein. Angus’ blue eyes follow my hands: our bed with its dark navy bedspread, the stainless-steel Nespresso machine sitting in our kitchenette, and the black-and-white photos on the walls of us, the pack, and the Portland skyline. Domestic. Fucking. Bliss. My resentment bubbles in my stomach, crawling up my esophagus like bile. I can’t swallow it; it burns. “You desperately want us to be something we’re not.”

			Angus bristles. He tries very hard to appear unstirred, but I can see it in the stiffness of his jaw, the dark indent just below his ear. “We decided—”

			“You decided,” I cut him off. “You decided, Gus, and I’m fucking miserable.” I reach for my jacket, slinging it on over my thin tank. I don’t want to be here, pacing back and forth like a tiger overcome by his captivity. I’m tired of looking at my cage, figurative or otherwise. Conversely, I don’t want to say something I’ll regret. Instead, I let the words sit on the back of my tongue.

			Angus rises. “What would you have done?” He’s smaller than me, in both height and breadth, but he is intimidating all the same. Even in this form, he is as immovable as a tree, all sinew and vigor, rooted by his convictions. Do no harm, he says, we are not above anyone else. But aren’t we? Shouldn’t we be? Are we not apex predators?

			“What we’ve done for thousands of years,” I snap, smoothing the jacket’s collar against my neck. “Running, eating, fucking. Anything.”

			Angus releases a short, hollow laugh. “And where do you expect we do that? In the Shanghai Tunnels while we scratch our fleas?” he asks, referring to the old trafficking tunnels beneath the city.

			That’s his problem; Angus never sees the bigger picture. If we desired, we could force the humans to shelter in the Tunnels, force them to cower when they hear our heavy footfalls on the asphalt overhead. We could take our place in both lexicon and legend.

			“We could eat our fill, like our forefathers and -mothers,” I snap. “But you won’t even hear it. You are so damn ashamed of what you are.”

			“I’m not ashamed,” he insists as he steps closer and touches my elbow. “Come on, James. You know we can’t live like that. This isn’t the fifteenth century.” His words bring images of our kind loping through the woods to mind, our fur fiery in torchlight. ‘Loup, loup!’ shout a cacophony of voices, driven mad by the sight of their countrymen ripped apart, limb from limb.

			“You shouldn’t be Alpha,” I say, jerking my arm away from him. At first, I want to take back my words—the secret thought I silently mulled over in the dead of night—and punch them down my gullet. But then, no! I’m tired of stewing, gritting my teeth, hating my mate even when he kisses my lips.

			“Excuse me?” He leans close, his hot breath on my face. “Are you challenging me?”

			“No.” I laugh. “Keep your shitty, little pack. I don’t want it.” Angus’ face contorts, and for a brief moment, his teeth elongate, filling his mouth. I’ve rattled him, and it feels gloriously satisfying. “I’m done,” I whisper.

			“And me?” he asks, unable to mask the hurt in his voice.

			“Yeah.” I open the front door, stepping out into the hall. “Even you,” I say as a parting shot. “You’re impossible.”

			As I stroke Ronnie’s cock, my fingernails thicken and grow. The telltale paresthesia tickles my belly and chest as fur erupts from my pores. Ronnie is entirely unaware of my metamorphosis, his eyes half-lidded and vacant with ecstasy. He presses his palms against the Mercedes’ ceiling, his limbs cast upward as if thanking god for the touch of my hand. He doesn’t notice as my toothy grin elongates into a snout, tendrils of slobber dangling from my canines. With my wolven nose, his smell becomes all the more irresistible. I need him. Now.

			With my free hand, I smack Ronnie sideways, his skull striking the windowpane with a muted thud. “Wha—” he manages, before I am on top of him, my bulk taking up the majority of the space. Bizarrely, he tries to pull his pants up, but can’t. He’s woozy from the blow to the head, and his hands are shaking terribly.

			Ronnie looks up at me with one rolling eye and starts to scream. We are parked in the darkened corner of a parking garage with only one flickering fluorescent bulb above. I must look like something from a horror movie. The Wolf-Man Cometh!

			“Goodbye, Ronnie,” I say, my voice glottal yet piercing. Then, I clamp my jaws over his neck, splintering his vertebrae. The screams stop, and for a moment, there is only gurgling. Then, blissful silence.

			His blood coats my tongue, and I sigh with delight. It tastes just as delicious as I imagined, metallic and somewhat briny. His flesh is akin to pork, and I like the fattier parts the best. His ass, round and pale, is particularly tender. Eating human flesh surpasses the cocaine high tenfold. Before this, I’ve only eaten woodland animals, though that was a rarity. Angus thought it was uncivilized, but conversely, wouldn’t pay for the privilege of eating in a Michelin-starred establishment.

			He certainly wouldn’t go to RingSide Steakhouse with me. That was something I did alone.

			I want to eat more, but my stomach is uncomfortably full and distended. Satiated, I shrug my wolfishness off, the pain of my transformation just barely lapping against my parietal lobe. I’m naked now, my clothes stretched and torn at the seams in my haste to consume Ronnie. I clamber over the center console, leaving smears of blood and viscera, and ease into the plush leather driver’s seat. I stretch like a cat sunning on a windowsill. I’ve never felt so good, so content.

			Ronnie had tossed his keys and wallet into the passenger seat as we tumbled into the back, our limbs tangled together. I casually open his wallet, intending to pocket any cash, but the name on his driver’s license gives me pause. Ronald Nedry III. Where have I heard that name before?

		

	
		
			Chapter One 
(Angus)
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			We abandon the car in Ohio.

			After twenty-three hundred miles, we pull into a Marathon Gas in Finley, eager for a respite from the cramped sedan. In the dark, my eyes blurry with fatigue, it’s difficult to keep the dashed center line from meandering. Once we’ve safely parked, I rest my head against the headrest, shutting my eyes.

			The doors open and close as my passengers stretch their legs, using the bathroom and shopping for overpriced snacks. Only James stays in the car, curled up in the backseat.

			He pants, and the sound lulls me to sleep.

			“Heads up,” Luka murmurs, sliding into the passenger seat. “We have company.”

			I crack my eyelids open and glance out the driver’s side window. Several spots away, a police cruiser idles, the officer leaning against the hood. He sips from a Styrofoam cup, idly watching our car. A warm trickle of adrenaline edges down my cervical spine. “James,” I hiss at the wolf in the backseat. “Keep your head down.”

			He doesn’t reply, his rhythmic panting seemingly interminable. He’s unbothered.

			The officer catches my eye, and gestures for me to roll down the window. I glance around for Leigh, and see her topknot bouncing between the aisles inside the store. Shit. I roll down the window. The officer gestures at our car, cup in hand. “What breed of dog is that? He’s enormous.”

			“Just a mutt,” I reply, my voice remarkably even.

			The officer sidles closer, peering through the glass. James, to his credit, tucks his nose under his bushy tail, making himself as amorphous as possible. There’s no feasible way he can be mistaken for a dog, especially viewed this close. His body is more humanoid than wolf-like. We run upright, though we are digitigrades like our canine cousins. Our bodies are uniquely designed for it: long limbs, thick haunches, and torsos reminiscent of a malnourished fox during winter.

			“Where are y’all coming from?” the officer asks.

			Luka leans over me, flashing the officer a grin; it’s too wide and artificial. “West coast, sir.” His voice is artificial too. As a black man, he is all too familiar with the dangerous dance we are now partaking in.

			His eyes meet mine and his smile widens. Smile.

			The door chime bing-bongs as Leigh exits the shop, her arms full with a drink carrier with four coffees inside, and family-sized chip bags tucked under each armpit. She is blissfully unaware of the tense situation and sets the drink carrier on the car’s roof as she tosses the chip bags onto Luka’s lap. “Sorry,” she says. “I had to wait for the guy to brew a fresh pot of coffee.” Then she notices the police officer. “Oh!” she exclaims.

			The officer’s hand rests on the pommel of his sidearm. I can’t tell if it’s a habit, or if he sees us as a threat. We must look suspicious; three adults, stinking and exhausted, their car’s floorboards littered with receipts, empty coffee cups and crushed energy drink cans. “You have four cups there, miss,” he observes coolly.

			Leigh looks at the drink carrier, still oblivious. I can almost see her doing arithmetic in her head. One, two, three, four. Leigh, Luka, Angus… James. Leigh chuckles. “It’s a vice,” she replies. “I get terrible migraines without it.”

			She hurriedly tucks the drink carrier into the car, spilling a bit onto Luka’s lap. Then, she opens the backdoor and slides in, absently patting James’ furry flank.

			The officer is still looking at our car. I give him a little wave, hoping he will return to his cruiser. “Y’all have a good night,” he finally says. But he doesn’t return to his car. Instead, he mounts the curb, glancing at our license plate before waving goodbye.

			“Fuck,” I breathe as I pull away, flicking on the blinker to merge onto the interstate. Once the gas station is out of sight, I smack my palm on the steering wheel. “Fuck!”

			Luka wordlessly hands two coffees back to Leigh. James sits up, his fur melting away. “We would have looked far less suspicious if I had been human,” he scoffs. When his keen claws finally transform into nimble fingers, he takes the coffee from his twin sister. With his free hand, he searches for his discarded clothes beneath the driver’s seat, bumping my chair as he does it. I want to throttle him.

			“There’s a description of you,” I snap, glaring at him in the rearview mirror. We’ve had this discussion before. And now, the officer has the license plate of a car registered to Angus fucking Chilton, whose live-in boyfriend matches the exact description of a person-of-interest.

			“In Oregon,” he snorts.

			“There shouldn’t be a description of you at all.” I pull off at an exit, steering into a quiet neighborhood. There are very few streetlights here, so I park in a pool of inky blackness, then remove the key from the ignition.

			“What are we doing?” Luka asks.

			“Everyone get out,” I prompt.

			“Angus-—” James’ tone is exasperated. But he’s been annoyed since we started this troublesome road trip. He thinks he’s untouchable.

			“Out,” I repeat.

			“Angus, you aren’t—” Leigh starts.

			“Get out of the fucking car!” I open the driver’s side door and step out into the street, slamming it shut behind me.

			James rolls down the window of the ancient Nissan. “Get back in the car, Gus.” It’s his nickname for me, reminiscent of sweet kisses on rooftop bars or entire days intertwined in bed. It just pisses me off.

			Within moments, I step into my wolfish form and reach into the window, wrapping my claws around James’ neck, then wrenching his still-naked body from the car.

			“Let go,” he gurgles, kicking at me with his feeble, human feet.

			I let go, dropping him into a heap. “We’re running,” I snarl.
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			We run parallel to the seemingly endless highway, careful to keep the cacophony of engines and concrete Jersey barriers on our left. We head toward the East Coast, skirting around cities, loping through quiet townships. I used to have dreams like this, running beyond exhaustion until my paws go numb and my heart resonates like a bass drum. I used to think the dreams meant I had a case of wanderlust. But now I know otherwise.

			I was dreading the inevitable.

			It’s autumn, and I’m glad for it. In two more months, when the first snowfall coats the Shenandoah mountains, we wouldn’t survive the journey on-foot. I lead the way, my ears pricked forward and my nostrils flaring, searching for a familiar scent. We’re getting close now. And then, there! The smell of salt and something else, something far less pungent calling to me like a siren’s song. Home!

			Luka lags behind, his tongue lolling from his mouth. But now that we’re nearly there, I can’t stop. I don’t dare; will the smell fade away, towed upward by a rogue thermal? And if it does, will I find it again? Almost there, I mime encouragingly with only a yip and a flick of my ears. Leigh slows to nip at Luka’s ebony flank, spurring him onward. Shoulder-to-shoulder with me, James grumbles, the sound deep in his throat. I want to bite him.

			We wouldn’t be running if it weren’t for him. I think longingly of our converted warehouse, the plush cocoon of my duvet, running through the velvety darkness on the Eastbank Esplanade, drinking at Hubers, and seeing obscure jazz bands at Rimsky. I want to look out my window at the skyline—find the blue-gray smudge of Mt. Hood on the horizon. I even almost miss the old pipes groaning whenever we turned on the faucet or ran a shower; the water was always bitterly cold. I even miss my job at the hospital, being lulled into a stupor by the centrifuge’s calming hum.

			From the corner of my eye, I look at James, trying very hard not to admire his long, slender snout, or the way his powerful shoulders are freckled with charcoal and slate. When he runs on all four paws, his muscles ripple like ocean waves. When he stands upright, his haunches bulge.

			Remember. You’re supposed to hate him, I try to remind myself. Yet still: I do miss rolling over in bed and kissing the valley between his shoulder blades.

			It’s just past midnight, and James hasn’t returned home. I peer out the window, searching for him in the warm glow of the streetlights. But, it’s all for naught; despite my constant vigil, the narrow alley between the warehouses remains empty.

			We had a fight before he left.

			“You shouldn’t be Alpha,” he snarls before he slammed the door shut. As he stomped down the stairs, I wanted to follow him. Instead, I watch out the window as he pauses beneath a streetlight, lighting a cigarette, his shoulders taut. A stray cat approaches him, weaving between his legs, but he nudges it away with the toe of his boot. Then, he noticed me watching him. The cigarette dangling between his lips, he raises his arms as if to say what now? But I just shake my head and turn away. There’s nothing else to say.

			I sit on the couch, pull my laptop onto my lap, and scroll through my email inbox, deleting hundreds of accumulated ads. The process is somewhat soothing: click, delete, click, delete. Eventually, I doze, chin to chest.

			The apartment door bursts open, and James nearly falls through it. He’s naked, bits of twigs knotted in his mussed, greying hair. He’s been wolfish. There’s a tacky, dark substance on his chest, his arms, his chin, even his thighs. Blood. The smell is cloying, coppery and thick. It makes me feel heady. Saliva pools in my mouth—a reflex—but I swallow it down.

			I put aside my laptop and rise from our threadbare couch. “What happened?” I ask, resting my hand on his heaving chest. His heart is a staccato under my palm. That is what I find most alarming. James is never shaken.

			“He’s dead,” James replies, his voice devoid of emotion.

			“Who?” I ask, pulling James close and burying my nose into his hair. He smells like cedar, smoke, and—

			I jerk away from James as though he’s punched me in the gut. He smells like someone else. He sleeps in my bed, but he smells like someone else. “Who were you with?”

			“I fucked up, okay?” James brushes past me, padding barefoot into the kitchenette, leaving smudges of red on the linoleum. He rips a handful of paper towels off of the roll, shoving the whole lot under the faucet and wipes blood off his face, pink trickles edging down his bearded jaw. “I couldn’t stop myself,” he continues. “I couldn’t stop.”

			“Who was it?” Despite the blood and his harried appearance, I can’t stop thinking about him touching someone else.

			“It doesn’t matter who he is,” James mumbles. He lurches toward the fridge, pulling out a beer and unscrewing the cap. He chugs it, his Adam’s apple bobbing. I want to slap it out of his hand. “What matters is that he’s dead, and they’ll search for who did it. Turn on the TV, Angus.”

			While he scrubs the clotting blood off his hands, I search for the remote. My skin feels tight; it takes a tremendous amount of restraint not to give in to my more predatory nature. I want to squeeze his windpipe until his face turns crimson, purple, then finally, grey. I find the remote under the couch cushion and turn on the local news.

			A weatherman, his mouth stretched into a toothy smile, pushes a cartoonish cloud over Portland. Then, he announces a commercial break.

			“Maybe they haven’t found him,” James says hopefully, sinking down onto the couch beside me. His naked thigh presses against mine, and I scoot away. It’s a childish thing to do, but I don’t care.

			“You fucked someone else,” I remark as we watch a Swiffer mop commercial.

			“We aren’t together anymore, remember?” James replies coolly, picking at the label on his beer bottle.

			I scoff. We broke up hours ago.

			Before I can reply, the Channel 7 News logo cuts into a Tampax commercial. “Breaking news out of Burnside Triangle,” announces the coiffed anchorman. “A man, identified as Ronald Nedry III, has been found dead. The police are ruling it a homicide…”

			I am wolfish before James can react. We both tumble to the floor, but, in this form, I am far heavier. My jaws tighten around his throat. He grasps at my muzzle, trying in vain, to pull my jaws apart with his weak, human hands. The man he killed is well-known in the city of Portland: an entitled playboy and the son of the mayoral incumbent.

			Killing him was stupid. So, so stupid.

			The click of cameras and a familiar voice forces me to release him, returning my attention to the television screen. “What happened to my son is a tragedy,” the mayor says, his eyes dilated from the flashbulbs, his lips trembling and pale. “If anyone has any information, please contact the Multnomah County Sheriff’s office.” He ignores the pleading of the press pool (“Mr. Mayor, Mr. Mayor!”) and steps off-stage, slipping out of sight.

			James wriggles under my heavy paw. “They clearly don’t have anything, we’re okay—”

			The Sheriff steps up to the podium, clearing his throat with a phlegmy cough. “Nedry was last seen at Le Creme, a gay bar in Burnside Triangle, talking with a man described as Caucasian; early to mid-forties, salt-and-pepper hair, heavily tattooed with a broad build. We want to speak to this man, who is, at this time, a person of interest.” While vague that description is unmistakingly James. A thought bubbles up out of the mire of my rage and sadness: we have to go.

			The Sheriff continues, “The state of the decedent’s remains are unusual…”

			We run for another fifteen minutes before the trees thin and the lights of a small, seaside town dot the horizon. I haven’t been to Wharton in two decades, and it has changed as much as I have. But the bones are still there. I can see the cylindrical water tower, the town’s name painted on the convex exterior. The letters, once painted in a bold, cheerful gold, are now indecipherable smudges on the weathered surface. While I can’t see them, I hear the waves breaking on the barriers flanking the pier. I used to climb the tetrapods as a young teen, the rough concrete hot under my palms and the soles of my feet. I long to enter town proper and search for my old haunts. But first, I must find my grandmother.

			I lead the way, descending a steep hill, mindful of loose rocks underneath my paws. James hangs back to watch out for Leigh and Luka. That’s okay; I don’t particularly want to be near him, either.

			On even ground, I press my snout to the ground, inhaling. I can smell her; it’s faint, but it’s unmistakable. She smells so much like me; our fur is the same. I follow the scent to a small bungalow on the shoreline, the front yard littered with beachy paraphernalia: a crab trap, two folded beach chairs, and a towel draped on the porch rail to dry. On the porch, a metal pinwheel slowly turns, creaking. It’s an affront to my sensitive, wolfish ears.

			Suddenly, the front door bursts open, and the screen hits the wall with a resounding slam. A frail woman pumps a shotgun, aiming it between my eyes. “Who are you?” she asks.

			I step out of my wolfish form and rise. “Granny,” I call, holding up my hands. “It’s Angus.” I’m stark naked, but neither of us seem to notice nor care. Nudity is common amongst wolf folk.

			“Angus?” she steps off the porch, her rubber boots squelching in the dewy grass. Ama Chilton is far shorter than me, and she has to stand on her tippy toes to squint at my face with watery eyes. Her gray hair is tucked behind her ears, and I can see a hint of her wolfishness therein. Her ears are slightly pointed and tipped forward, giving her a pixie-like quality. When she grins, her teeth are jagged and sparse. Old age is hard on our kind; it becomes far more difficult to control the transfiguration from wolf to man, then back again. Most end up somewhere in-between, but most don’t live as long as Ama has.

			“Yeah, Granny,” I reply, touching her papery-thin cheek. “It’s me. We need a place to stay—a safe place.” I gesture to my packmates. Leigh’s fur melts away and she hugs herself, gooseflesh spreading on her breasts and forearms. James and Luka follow suit.

			While he tries to look unruffled, Luka’s lips tremble. Six months ago, he was bitten by a lone wolf passing through Powellhurst, so every transformation still agonizes him. Even after thirty-six years, my muscles burn. I must grit my teeth as my haunch contorts into a hip.

			“You haven’t visited in ages,” Ama accuses, albeit a gentle one.

			“I know,” I say, trying to appear suitably chagrined. “Can we come in?”

			Ama looks pointedly at her neighbors’ bungalows, the windows dark and the curtains drawn closed. “I suppose,” she replies. “I don’t want the neighbors thinking I’m running some sort of brothel.”

			She steps up onto the porch, leaning heavily

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/1.jpg
EEEEEEEE





OEBPS/image/Glyph1.png





cover.jpeg
BEAU LAKE





OEBPS/image/2.jpg
The WOLVES of WHARTON
Book One

BLAST

BESIDE ME

BEAU LAKE

4 Horsemen
Publications, Inc.





OEBPS/image/512x512LOGO.jpg





OEBPS/image/Glyph.png
————————





