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Jess woke with a start. The room was in disarray, and someone moved with the hopeless fury of the pursued. From scent alone she detected her sister, Rebecca, but the older woman moved too fast for Jess's keen eyes to make out.

"What the hell is going on?" she demanded. She reached over to the bedside table and put her hand on the chain to turn on the light.

A smaller hand clamped down on her wrist, fingers digging into the skin. "Keep it dark," Rebecca whispered. "I'm being followed."

"And you came here?" Perhaps Jess should have shown her older sister some sympathy, but after twenty-four years, the well had dried up. "How did you even get in?" Rebecca didn’t have a key, and there were two deadbolts and a chain on the door. Security was a serious issue in a city as dangerous as Falcon Point. Not that a few locks would stop an angry shapeshifter.

"Don't ask stupid questions," Rebecca snapped, "Now where is it?" She threw open the drawer to Jess's dresser and dug around, tossing several pairs of underwear to the ground. Then she paused and picked up a pair of black lace panties that looked comically large in Rebecca's slim hands, "Really? Someone's optimistic." She tossed them to the ground with the others and slammed the drawer closed.

Jess was suddenly happy for the dark. It hid her blush of anger and embarrassment. Rebecca had always been thin; she didn't have to worry about whether she could find clothes in her size when shopping. She never had to turn down a really gooey, delicious looking cookie. Their mother had never suggested that Rebecca not have a slice of cake on her own birthday.

But that was old fury and Jess pushed it aside. "Why are you here?" She demanded. "Who is following you? And what are you looking for? If you don't answer in the next five seconds, I will tie you up myself and hand you over to your enemies."

It gave Rebecca pause. After all, only one of the sisters had broken a bully's arm on the playground. Rebecca had been too busy egging her on that day while sitting high up on a tree branch. Her sister faced her. "The Wolf is following, or his goons." 

That sent a shiver down Jess's spine. Rafe Blackwood, also known as the Wolf and alpha of the city. He was a man you didn't mess with if you wanted to keep breathing. So of course Rebecca had poked him. "What did you do?"

Rebecca's mouth dropped open and she pressed a hand against her chin, "So quick to judge, little sister?" 

Jess threw the blankets off of herself and sat up. It was ridiculous to try and stay comfortable under the sheets during all of this. In fact, it was impossible to do any of this without coffee. She left her room and expected Rebecca to follow.

The apartment was small. Rebecca had her own house, inherited from her father. Jess wouldn't have lived with her sister even if she had been invited to do so. Instead, she occupied a little over 400 square feet on the ground floor of a two-story building. It was loud, crowded, and more expensive than it deserved. But she kept the place clean and the bugs and critters stayed away.

She was living the dream.

The coffee pot filled the small apartment with the decadent aroma of caffeine. Jess and Rebecca sat at the small table beside the kitchen. "You wouldn't come here without a reason, so spill."

After a few minutes of silence, Rebecca helped herself to a cup of coffee and sat back down, clutching the cup between two hands. For a moment, Jess thought her sister might actually be worried, but she ignored that thought. It didn't matter.

"I pissed off the wrong person," Rebecca's tongue darted out to lick her lips. "I need to lay low for a while."

"How did you piss off the Wolf?" Jess didn't want to help her. She knew Rebecca would sell her out for the simple joy of it, and she was done dancing to her sister's tune. But if she was in danger, she needed to know.

"It doesn't matter." Rebecca took a quick sip of the coffee, wincing when it burned her. "Just, lay low for a while. Don't tell them where I went."

"You're not going to tell me where you went, so I don't see how that's a problem." Jess crossed her arms and leaned back, letting her chair balance on the two back legs. 

Rebecca stood up, leaving her cup on the table. "I'll get out of your hair, then. Do you mind if I use the bathroom first?" She walked away before Jess could answer.

It was probably for the best. Once she was gone, Jess could go back to sleep and worry about consequences in the morning. She wasn't even surprised when she heard the front door slam and Rebecca left without saying goodbye. 

Good freaking riddance.

She stood up from the table and reached to take Rebecca's cup to the sink. When she did, she spotted a shiny piece of metal lying on the floor. Jess picked it up and examined it. It was a small flash drive; it must have fallen out of Rebecca’s pocket.

After dumping out Rebecca's mug and putting it in the dishwasher, Jess stuck the flash drive in the top drawer of her desk. She'd take a look at it in the morning. 

When she got back to her room, everything was even more of a mess than she remembered. She turned on the lights and flung open the closet door, clearing a path to the small safe she kept behind her clothes.

The door was open and the safe was empty. There had been over two thousand dollars in cash there along with her nice jewelry. And Rebecca had stolen it.

If she hadn't been worried about what the Wolf would do to her if she gave him a call, she would have turned her sister in right then. Whatever Rebecca had coming to her, she deserved it.
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Jess didn't have time to worry about Rebecca when she woke up for the second time that morning. Sometime in the night she must have turned off her alarm clock and instead of an insistent beeping, she was roused by the bright light of the sun streaming across her face.

She sat bolt upright, cursing and moving in a flurry to throw her sheets off and get out of bed. She was out the door in a sleek black dress and low heels in seven minutes. Her hair almost looked deliberately messy and bright red lipstick covered the fact that she hadn't had time to put on a full face of makeup.

Heidi was going to kill her.

Jess wasn't often late, not really. But retail was a cut-throat world and as a sales rep for a mid-range fashion line she lived and died by her clients. Being late wasn't an option. 

She skidded into the office, her purse banging against her waist, with one minute to spare. She was out of breath, trying her damnedest not to pant in front of everyone else. Jess took slow steps to the back office where she could stash her purse all the while taking deep breaths and trying to regain her composure.

By the time Heidi saw her, she was breathing normally and looking through the spring look book, studying the upcoming designs that she hadn’t yet seen in person.

“You do realize that we have clients coming in today?” Heidi snapped by way of greeting.

Jess jumped up from her chair, smoothing her dress and smiling. “Darlene Jackson, right?” It wasn’t really a question. Ms. Jackson’s store was one of their smaller accounts and her meeting would only take an hour. Jess could name off exactly what the woman would buy and what she had purchased in the last two years. But she was thankful when Heidi didn’t ask for that information.

“So why are you wearing a discontinued piece?” Heidi looked her up and down slowly.

Jess wanted to crumple on the spot. Her cheeks flamed, “I’m sorry, Heidi. We’ve only received sample sizes for the newest line. I put in an order for a dress, but it hasn’t come in yet.” Heidi wasn’t pleasant, but the clothing was the shittiest part of her job. They’d offered free samples as part of the compensation package. What they didn’t say was that samples only came in smalls and mediums. 

The intern, Penelope, stuck her head in the office. “Sorry to interrupt, there’s some guy here to see Jess.”

“What, do you have a boyfriend calling on you at work now?” Heidi asked. At least she didn’t seem that shocked at the fact that Jess could have a boyfriend. “I’m going to have to mark this stuff down for the district manager.”

“It’s not my boyfriend,” Jess called after her. But Heidi was already gone.

Jess took a
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