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      Claire threw a pair of jeans, two t-shirts, and a handful of underwear into her backpack. She’d already dropped in the most basic of toiletries, so there wasn’t room for much. Simon urged her to hurry. She’d never seen him like this, tense and irritated and more than a little anxious. His eyes had started to glow red, just a little. Normally they only did that during sex, so she was a bit taken aback.

      So far being a werewolf — for a little more than six months, now — came with more advantages than disadvantages. She finally had the great metabolism she’d always wanted. The jeans she’d just packed were her skinny jeans! Sex with Simon was great, but then it had been pretty spectacular before he’d bitten her. The vampire that had once lived in this apartment building had moved out shortly after Claire had turned, not caring for the two-to-one disadvantage.

      Two months ago she’d finally given in to Simon’s suggestion that she quit her job. They’d been living together since then. It hadn’t taken her any time at all to adjust to a musician/werewolf’s schedule. Up all night, sleeping until after noon, making love and eating whatever she wanted and basking in the moonlight as they desired. She had the perfect life.

      So three nights out of every month she turned into a monster with fangs and claws and hair all over her body. At least she remained a blonde, even then. It was a small price to pay, and it wasn’t like she was the kind of monster who hurt people. At least, not yet. Would she? Simon said werewolves were like people, in that some were bad and some were good. Some were smart and others… not so much.

      Some survived and lived a long, long time. Others did not.

      She zipped her backpack shut and turned to face Simon. Even after all this time, when she looked at him her heart did funny things. She loved him, so much. Longish dark hair, chiseled features, nice butt, and great eyes. Whether they were tinged with red or not, his dark eyes were intense. He had always seen right through her.

      But her attraction to him was much more than physical. They were connected at a soul deep level. She was drawn to him, and as much as she liked his looks and his body and his sexy voice and the orgasms, this was more. So much more.

      “I’m ready,” she said. “As ready as I can be with a ten minute warning, anyway. Now will you tell me what’s going on?” He’d received a phone call not long after they’d gotten out of bed, far too late into the afternoon for any self-respecting woman, and now this.

      He took her hand and she hurried to keep pace with him as he headed out of their bedroom and for the front door. His legs were so much longer than hers she had to run to keep up. He snagged a plain, black duffel bag along the way.

      “Time to go,” he said sharply.

      “I know that, but to where? And for how long?”

      He glanced back to her, then, and she saw something else new in his eyes. Sadness. “I haven’t decided where, and it’s likely we’re not coming back.”

      Claire put on the brakes, as best she could. “What do you mean we’re not coming back? What about all my stuff?” The black dress she could finally wear. Her little bit of decent jewelry. Her books. When he’d told her to pack a few things as quickly as she could, she’d imagined a few days away, nothing more.

      He adjusted his duffel and placed two large, steady hands on her shoulders. “Did I ever promise you that life with me would be easy?”

      “Well, no.” She pouted, a little.

      Again, that sadness in his eyes. The red tinge was gone, for now. “Are you sorry?”

      “Never,” she said quickly and honestly. “I just want to know why we’re running away from home, leaving everything behind…”

      “Bob.”
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      He never should’ve changed her, never should’ve given in to the desire to make her completely and entirely his. It had been selfish of him, but looking at her now… No, he could not say he had regrets.

      “Bob?” she repeated.

      He had to admit, it wasn’t a particularly fearsome name. “He’s a hunter.”

      She paled a little, immediately realizing the significance of that designation. He didn’t have to go into specifics. Yes, he hunts our kind. Vamps, too, but he has a special hatred for werewolves. Especially me. Claire was strong, she was adjusting very well, but she was not ready to face Bob.

      And he wasn’t ready for her to see him kill. That’s what would happen, if he and Bob came face to face. One of them would die. It was long past time.

      Claire was so beautiful, even now when she was afraid and confused and annoyed to be leaving behind everything she cared about.

      Everything but him.

      She slung the thick — and ridiculously hot pink — strap of her backpack over one shoulder and nodded. Moments later they were hurrying down the stairwell.

      “I can’t believe I’m actually running away from someone named Bob,” Claire complained. “Why would he hunt us, anyway? We haven’t hurt anyone. I would never hurt anyone! Even when I change, I know who I am. I have complete control. It’s not like I wake up in the morning bloody and with no memory of what happened when I was, you know, not entirely myself. The movies and books have it all wrong.” She huffed and puffed a little, but Simon didn’t slow his pace. “Maybe I can reason with him.”

      They walked quickly to the front door of the apartment building, and stepped into a cool Atlanta afternoon.

      “Bob won’t give you a chance to argue for your life. You would open your mouth to tell him what a sweet werewolf you are, and he’d put a silver bullet through your heart.”

      “Silver bullet? There are actually silver bullets? I thought that was just, I don’t know, legend?”

      “Some bits and pieces of well-known lore are true. Yes, there are silver bullets, and yes, they can kill us.” Slowly and painfully. He stopped on the street, not far from the apartment building. “You have your phone?”

      “Sure.” She reached into a pocket of her backpack and drew it out. “Don’t you have yours? Do you need to call someone?”

      He took the cell from her, dropped it to the ground, and crushed it with the heel of his boot. She gasped, then she sighed.

      “I don’t know what kind of technology the organization has these days, but it’s safest to assume they have access to anything and everything,” he explained.

      “Where’s your cell?” she asked, sounding just a little bit peeved.

      “In the apartment. If they are keeping track of me that way, they’ll think I’m still there.” They didn’t have to worry for a few more hours, but by that time he wanted to be as far from Atlanta as possible.

      Claire moved in closer and lowered her voice. “I’m confused. I thought we were running from some dude named Bob, not an organization that has the ability to track our cellphones like some kind of woo-woo FBI.”

      “The organization focuses on supernatural creatures who are violent or who dare to show themselves to the world.”

      “You’re not violent.” The are you? remained silent. “Why is this Bob person after you?”

      There was so much she didn’t know, so many things he still had to tell her. Might as well start now.

      “Because I killed his wife.”
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      Killed his wife? For a long moment, Claire held her breath. If they were in danger, true, serious danger, they needed to get off the street. But as soon as they were somewhere safe, Simon had some explaining to do. In an earlier conversation he’d told her he’d killed three people. Two had been trying to kill him at the time, and the other had been a mistake. Which one was Bob’s wife?

      A thought she didn’t like niggled at the back of her brain. What if he had lied about only killing three people? She had to admit, they had gotten seriously involved almost instantly. Guys had lied to her before, but she’d taken Simon at his word. Should she have? Was she a naive werewolf?

      “Where are we going?” she asked.

      Simon seemed to be surprised that she didn’t push for more specific information, but he didn’t say so. Not out loud, anyway. He took her hand and led her down the block and around the corner, to a parking garage. She didn’t have a car. Why should she, when walking or public transportation could get her everywhere she needed to go? She hadn’t thought Simon had one, either, but apparently she was wrong.

      He’d kept that small detail a secret. Was that a lie or an innocent omission of an insignificant fact? She hadn’t decided.

      They climbed the narrow parking garage stairway to the third level, and he pulled a key fob from his pocket. He touched his thumb to a button, and the lights on a smallish gray sedan flashed. She was a little disappointed. Shouldn’t a getaway car be a bit more exciting? A really fast foreign car, maybe, or a red convertible.

      No, she supposed the point was to be as invisible as possible. If that was the intent, he had the right car. They hit the road, easing into moderately heavy Atlanta traffic. It was too early for truly horrid rush hour traffic, and still there were an amazing number of cars on the road. Which is why she’d never bothered to have one while living here.

      She had no idea where they were going, but Simon seemed to have a destination in mind. They made their way to I-20 west. She tried to ask a few questions, but he was being annoying unhelpful. She finally sat back and stared out of the passenger window.

      It did no good at all to give this man the silent treatment! It might be hours before he realized she was pissed, and it would be hours more before it occurred to him that she might he pissed at him. They drove straight across Alabama without either of them saying a word. Mississippi looked no different from Alabama. It was all green trees and fast food and truck stops. After a while, he turned off the interstate and made his way down winding, tree-lined, two lane roads. No fast food. No truck stops. The way he drove, so confident even when the roads began to twist and turn, it was clear he knew right where he was going.

      The sun was about to set when he pulled onto a dirt drive that skirted a small lake which shimmered in the dying light. Ahead, almost hidden by thick evergreen trees, sat a small, rustic cabin.

      “Yours?” she asked as they approached.

      “Yes.”

      There was so much she didn’t know about the man she loved, so much still to learn. “How many heinous hideaways do you have?”

      He smiled. She hadn’t seen him smile — hadn’t seen so much as a twitch of those fine lips — since he’d told her to pack quickly. “Heinous hideaways?”

      “Call them whatever you want, but if you have more than one isolated property off the grid, then… should I be worried?” Duh, of course she should be worried. They were running
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