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      It’s time to cozy up with some werewolves who might be fighting for their lives but are still managing to find love.

      Three  previously released titles in one handy collection.

      Werewolf Bodyguard ~ On a mission to protect, this tough werewolf forgets to guard his heart.

      Werewolf’s Princess ~ When a werewolf falls for a princess, he finds out he’s not the only one who likes to bite.

      Werewolf Noel ~ His second chance at love needs a holiday miracle.
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      The cramped, dank cell they were kept in had no windows. No light. A good thing since they didn’t have to see the moldy garbage given to them. Bits that crunched between the teeth, too sharp to swallow. Fuzz that didn’t belong on whatever squishy lump they were fed.

      A good thing survival didn’t care about a best-before date. Quinn and his four friends—down from the seven captured, three having died of their injuries—lived day to day, not that they could mark the passing of time in this dark place.

      After six such meals, the door opened—rather than the slot through which they tossed in the food—and Horace got dragged out by their masked captors. The enemy, according to the government and the military to which Quinn and his platoon belonged.

      Horace didn’t return. Neither did Jorge. Or Gunner. Or Brock. Until only Quinn remained.

      When it was Quinn’s turn, he fought, or tried to, lashing out at the men gripping his arms. Already weak from his imprisonment, his attempt to fight accomplished nothing, and so they dragged him into a stone chamber, one with a single window set high in the wall and covered in bars.

      There was no furniture in the room, nothing but a dirty stone floor, stained in spots. Some of it was still damp, the blood spilled still fresh. He’d long lost his sense of smell given his lack of bathing, and yet his nose wrinkled at a strong musky odor that he realized emanated from a corner with a pile of rags⁠—

      Wait, that was a man. The figure lifted a head, the crown of it topped in a wild, tangled mane of hair that blended into the beard that covered most of the face. From that mess, piercing green eyes perused him.

      One of his captors went to stand near the man and yelled something Quinn couldn’t understand. The wild-haired guy kept staring at Quinn rather than pay attention. He earned a blow that rocked him and caused a metallic jingle. Only then did Quinn notice the chain that went from an embedded bolt in the wall to the collar around the prisoner’s neck.

      Was this another soldier? Hard to tell. But Quinn tried. “Who are you? What’s going to happen?”

      The queries earned him a cuff that caused him to bite his tongue. Coppery blood filled his mouth. To his disgust, his hungry body welcomed something other than the crap he’d been eating to survive.

      More yelling ensued, along with another kick that led to the ramshackle figure rising and shambling toward Quinn. It took a moment for him to realize he could hear a whisper. “Don’t be afraid.”

      Afraid of what?

      A sudden grip of both of his arms by his masked guards held him in place as the guy neared. A third fellow, the one who’d done the kicking, reached Quinn first and grabbed at his tattered sleeve, ripping it, and exposing his flesh.

      What was happening?

      The scarecrow stopped in front of him and muttered, “Don’t fight it. This won’t hurt for long.”

      The man had no weapon. Stick thin, he likely had little strength, and yet fear iced Quinn’s veins. He uttered a startled yell as the scarecrow bent and bit his forearm!

      “Fuck off.” Quinn roared and struggled anew as those teeth clamped down and didn’t let go. Skin broke. Blood flowed. Pain proved quick and surprisingly intense.

      It took a cuff before the scarecrow released his flesh, leaving behind a perfect crescent bite that bled copiously and burned something fierce.

      The scarecrow stared at him with those vivid green eyes, the apology in their depths at odds with the blood staining his beard and lips.

      “What have you done to me?” Quinn exclaimed. While not one given to flights of fancy, he couldn’t help but recall the last zombie movie he’d seen.

      As the scarecrow shuffled back to this corner, chains clinking, he mumbled, “You’ll either live or die.”

      A cryptic reply for Quinn to mull over later as he got dragged away and tossed into a new cell, one with a window too high to be of any use. Even if he could climb, the bars in it were too closely situated for him to squeeze through. But he did appreciate the light. It allowed him to see the damage done to his arm.

      A bite mark. And a vicious one at that. Already the edges of it turned red and angry. It throbbed something fierce, but more worrisome was the feverish heat building in his body.

      Holy fuck, I’ve been infected with something. With what? Most plagues were airborne or passed via fluids. A chomp that broke skin certainly fell into the latter.

      Would he die quickly? Painfully? Would he survive? The scarecrow had said he’d either live or die. Given the situation, he had yet to decide which he preferred. Not entirely true. Given his young age, barely legal to drink, he would choose life. But what at what price would he earn it?

      As the fever took hold, sweat oozed from his pores, wicking out what little moisture remained in his body. The thirst hit him next, his mouth so dry and parched, but the worst? The hunger. Such hunger that when he finally came to his senses, he crawled to the plate of disgusting food left for him, squirming with maggots and green mold, and stuffed it into his mouth.

      He gagged and spat it out. Could have cried with frustration but yelled instead, hoarsely and not for long, as he passed out and endured the craziest dream, one where he had four legs and ran under a full moon.

      When next he woke, he heard moaning and pressed his ear to the slot in his door for a listen.

      “Fucking assholes. I’m gonna string you by your balls,” a familiar voice yelled.

      “Brock?” he said more in surprise than anything else. He’d thought his friend dead.

      “Quinn, that you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Those assholes forced some dickwad to bite me!” Brock exclaimed.

      “Me too.” Then Quinn added, “Why?”

      “I’m thinking it’s the plague. They’re infecting us on purpose.”

      “Why not just kill us?”

      “Because I’ll bet once they know we’re carriers they release us to spread it!”

      It sounded all too plausible, and Quinn knew it had long been a fear of the military. “If it was dangerous, shouldn’t we be dead?” The rational voice joining the conversation took Quinn by surprise.

      “Gunner? They got you too?” he queried.

      “Not for long. I am getting out of here,” Gunner said.

      A goal Quinn approved of, even as it seemed impossible. There was no lock to pick on this side of the door. Thus far, his captors always came into the cell a pair or more at a time, making it an unfair fight.

      “Did you recognize the guy they had bite us?” Quinn asked instead.

      “No, but he’s definitely not local,” Gunner replied.

      “Why they got him chained?” was Brock’s query. “Didn’t seem all that dangerous to me.”

      No, but at the same time, Quinn knew that even the most unlikely seeming could have super strength if adrenalized. Just ask any nurse who’d dealt with an emaciated drug user how strong they could be.

      “Did you guys get the fever and shakes?” Quinn wondered aloud.

      “Yeah,” Gunner stated. “Weird dreams too.”

      “I think we all did.” Brock’s stark statement.

      “What about Horace and Jorge? They in here too?” They’d been talking unimpeded through their slots, just the three of them.

      “I don’t know,” Brock stated. “Although I did hear someone screaming the first day they put me in here.”

      Live or die. Those words echoed in his head. Were he, Gunner, and Brock the only ones left?

      Outside his window, day waned and turned to night, the clouds blocking the stars and moon, making his cell gloomy. He dozed off, only to awake suddenly. Upon opening his eyes, he noticed he lay in a patch of moonlight.

      Its light prickled the skin uncomfortably. He grimaced as he tried to shift out of its path. Only the tingle intensified and turned into a burning. His limbs throbbed and began to swell, but he didn’t grunt until he heard the first crack.

      As if he’d broken a bone.

      Then another.

      Sharp pain hit him, and he clutched his midsection with arms that didn’t want to fold right.

      What was happening?

      He moaned as he writhed on the floor, his body contorting in agony, his gasps and grunts turning to huffs and…yips?

      He went to push himself to his feet, only to realize he couldn’t stand. Not on two legs at any rate since he appeared to have four. And paws.

      What the fuck?

      He went to yell, but it emerged as a bark.

      A bark with a reply.

      Yip. Snarl. Bark. Howl.

      “Awoo!” He ululated his confusion.

      The bite made sense now. They had been trying to infect him.

      And succeeded.

      I’m a fucking werewolf.

      It might have been the most demoralizing moment, only the door to his cell suddenly clicked.

      He eyed it and waited. It opened to show the scarecrow outside. A scarecrow standing tall, his eyes feverish bright, his beard covered in blood. Fresh blood.

      The scarecrow whispered, “Time to run free, brothers.” The man shambled off, and Quinn followed into the narrow corridor to see two other wolves peeking from their cells. Somehow, he could identify Brock from Gunner.

      He uttered a sharp bark, and the scarecrow glanced over his shoulder. “I know you have questions. We don’t have time. They’ll soon realize I’ve escaped. Run the moment you get outside. Run and don’t look back. And if you make it back to civilization, find a pack. They can explain everything.”

      The voice, rusty as if from disuse, spoke and made little sense other than the running part. Quinn wanted with every fiber of his being to race in the moonlight.

      The scarecrow led the wolves to a door with a handle they wouldn’t have been able to turn with paws. It opened to reveal two men with guns.

      They yelled and fired. The scarecrow jerked as a bullet hit him in the chest, which led to him roaring and exploding into a massive werewolf. A frenzy of screams and gunfire ensued, but two soldiers were no match for the wolves. Quinn couldn’t restrain his blood lust. His need to kill.

      By the time the soldiers stopped moving, Quinn and the others all had red muzzles. But they should have kept one alive, given the door that now foiled their exit plan. Paws and handles didn’t mix. Their escape might have ended there if someone hadn’t opened it to check on their comrades.

      Brock was the one to pounce while Quinn used his body to hold open the door that they might pass through. They found themselves outside in the compound of the rebel forces that had captured them. The full moon illuminated everything, including the trucks parked for the night. The back of one held dead bodies wrapped in dirty linen, already rotting. He’d found Jorge and Horace. Killed by the bite.

      No. Killed by their captors who did this to them.

      Despite not being able to speak in words, he and the others appeared to be of one mind. Their sense of smell partially guided them, but instinct also played a part as their desire for vengeance led them to the enemies that kept them prisoner.

      They showed no mercy. The hunger wouldn’t allow it. While the meat tempted, they didn’t linger once the killing was done. They ran as instructed, only to slow to match the limping scarecrow’s pace. Even as a wolf he appeared gaunt and ill fed.

      They made it to the foothills where they could disappear should any of their captors choose to chase them. They kept moving until Scarecrow collapsed. Quinn and the others could have left him behind, but instead they lay down around the man who’d released them from their prison. The one with answers to their questions.

      And Quinn had so many.

      Despite not meaning to, Quinn slept and didn’t wake until the dawn, naked but in his own body again. All of them were, even Scarecrow, who breathed shallowly.

      It was Brock who found a stream with water. They carried Scarecrow to it and did their best to drip some between his parched lips.

      The man had a fever, most likely due to the seven bullet wounds riddling his flesh. They didn’t bleed, but their angry edges and leaking pus didn’t bode well.

      Scarecrow regained consciousness enough to say, “I’m dying. Leave me. Go home.”

      “Easier said than done,” grumbled Brock.

      “What did you do to us?”  asked Gunner.

      Scarecrow turned his head to offer a sad smile. “Made you special. You’re all Lycan now.”

      “You mean werewolves.” A bitter retort by Quinn.

      “Yes.”

      “How do we get rid of it?” Gunner really didn’t sound happy.

      “You can’t.” Scarecrow coughed, and blood frothed his lips. “You are Lycan for life. Find a pack. Most major cities have one. They can explain.”

      “Explain what?” Quinn asked.

      “Everything. But most important, sire no babies. Tell no one. Bewa—” The word hissed into silence as Scarecrow passed out. He didn’t wake, and his breathing grew shallower.

      “Fuck me, what should we do?” Gunner muttered.

      “Leave,” an agitated and pacing Brock declared.

      “To go where?” Quinn retorted.

      “Somewhere with fucking pants for starters.” Brock glared down at his swinging dick as if blaming it for their lack of clothes.

      “We can’t leave. He’s still alive.” Gunner pointed to Scarecrow, almost a corpse, his breathing so shallow it barely moved his chest.

      “Not for long. And we’ll join him if we don’t find food and shelter,” Quinn pointed out.

      In the end, they left, having placed Scarecrow in the vee of some rocks, his body limp and so feverish it was a wonder he didn’t combust.

      The next few days were a blur, staggering with no real clear direction, parched and starving. Naked, their skin burned by the sun. Yet, somehow, they survived and, in a stroke of luck, ran into a military patrol who was shocked to find them alive.

      They’d already discussed beforehand that they should keep their werewolf thing secret, Scarecrow’s warning not needed since they knew what would happen if it was discovered. Brock said it best, “We’ll be guinea wolves in a cage getting poked the rest of our lives.” Because the Lycan thing wasn’t a fluke or a one-time thing. When exposed to the full moon, they changed. Meaning they did their best to stay hidden out of sight on those nights.

      It wasn’t hard for them to get a doctor to declare them suffering from PTSD after their ordeal. They got shipped back Stateside, and Gunner immediately took off. Brock stuck with Quinn a while before going his own way.

      Only Quinn sought to do what Scarecrow said. He went back to Canada, found a pack, and learned what it meant to be a Lycan.
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      Many years later…

      We have a job for you. The message arrived via a secured channel that only Quinn could access. The missive continued. You are to accompany Dr. Silver and guard her from harm. It didn’t say from who. Tell no one where you’re going, or why. Not even your alpha.

      Meaning this mission was a secret one. The Cabal, those governing werewolf affairs, did enjoy their cloak-and-dagger games. A good thing his pack alpha proved understanding about Quinn flitting off with little notice. All it took was for him to say, “I got a special job,” and Gavin, his friend and leader, gave him the go-ahead to leave.

      But, this time, Quinn balked, and for more than one reason. One, he’d already spent too much time in the company of the irritable Dr. Silver. Two, he’d barely been home, and his plastic plants were looking dusty. And three, he didn’t want to travel with her. Something about Dr. Erryn Silver drew him, and it was more than her looks. She had striking features: short hair that wisped, the tips frosted, her eyes more golden yellow than brown, and a trim, athletic figure. The scars he’d seen on her arms from a werewolf attack in her early twenties didn’t bother him, although he did wonder how far they extended. Not that he’d asked and this despite his curiosity that she’d not only recovered from a werewolf attack while at university but then somehow got roped in by the Cabal to work for them.

      It baffled Quinn on a few levels, the first being how anyone severely scarred and most likely traumatized by the Lycan would want to work for them. After all, it wasn’t as if she could be turned. Only men could be bitten and become werewolves.

      Secondly, why did the Cabal make an exception for her? Usually those who found out Lycans existed were handled in one of two ways. The Cabal either ensured the person making the claim come off as unhinged, making it appear they were using drugs and hallucinating—easy today with all the stuff available. For those who persisted and tried to expose the Lycan secret? They simply disappeared—aka died.

      Silver hadn’t been killed or ridiculed. Instead, the Cabal chose to hire her and let her dig into the Lycan secrets they’d been keeping for centuries. Why? And what of Silver’s motive? What did she hope to accomplish? It wasn’t as if she could publish her findings.

      Not his business. His only concern should be the mission. A hard thing to remember when forced to be around the sexy woman. Thank fuck her scent repulsed. He couldn’t have said why exactly, but she didn’t smell right. It didn’t help she doused herself in a strong perfume each day. She lacked any kind of taste, given the odors she chose clashed. For example, her most recent mix of coconut, cinnamon, and lavender.

      Did the doctor not have a sense of smell? She certainly lacked a pleasant attitude. At least around him. It appeared they reciprocated their dislike of each other. She had nothing but disdain and scowls for Quinn. Acted as if he were beneath her. Hoity-toity human. This trip they’d be embarking upon together should be fun.

      Quinn waited outside the house where recently married—and new parents—Honey and Ulric currently resided. A house across the street from her parents so they could help the young couple out. That they even had a child was a miracle, given Ulric was Lycan. Usually such a pregnancy would have killed the mother, but with Dr. Silver’s aide, both mother and child survived. Daily vitamin shots and a sealed room that ensured not a single sliver of the full moon penetrated had somehow kept Ulric’s mate alive.

      The question that everyone had? Was the baby a werewolf? A full moon had gone by without any sign of the child going furry. By the end of a second, the doctor felt ready to move on. And lucky Quinn, he’d been ordered to go with her.

      He’d already said his goodbyes, which were brief. To Dorian, “Watch my place, would you?” To Ulric, “Enjoy the shitty diapers.” And to his alpha, Griffin, “Sorry to leave you in the lurch,” to which his boss and friend replied, “When the Cabal calls, you have to answer.”

      As to the mission, when he’d called Silver to make arrangements for their trip, he’d asked, “What are we looking for?”

      “Lycan babies.”

      “You’re fucking joking, right?”

      While the doctor appeared convinced others existed, Quinn didn’t share that belief. He’d seen what she’d done to keep just one alive. Vitamins my ass. He knew there had to be more in those needles than just some extra nutrients. Others caught in that situation would not have had the same kind of one-on-one attention and medicine. Meaning Quinn thought this was a stupid quest, but one did not say no to the Cabal. Not after they saved his life after his return to Canada from abroad.

      Bewildered by his new Lycan side, he’d almost been shot the first time he shifted on a full moon. Hunters in Ontario didn’t like wolves near the suburbs. Luckily, he ran into Griffin—the leader of the Ottawa Byward Pack—in the woods. The man had been forced to report Quinn’s existence to the Cabal. Once they heard he had military training, well, let’s just say they had uses for a man of his skills.

      Skills that now involved babysitting a stubborn doctor.

      Silver emerged from the house with only a single suitcase, which surprised. Most woman traveled with enough changes of clothing to last them through every kind of weather condition. She had a laptop bag slung over her shoulder, no purse.

      She didn’t smile upon seeing him leaning against the SUV that would take them to the airport. So he offered her the biggest, shit-eating grin and a drawled, “What’s up, Doc?”

      The glare was totally worth it.

      Ulric stood in a second-floor window with the baby in the crook of his arm. He waved. They’d already said their goodbyes. Most likely Honey was napping. She’d also hugged him earlier and thanked him for all he’d done. Whatever. Ulric was pack. Which made him a brother. Which made her and the baby Quinn’s family too.

      The trunk to the SUV remained open as Silver loaded her own stuff. He’d learned early on to not offer her aide. She had an independent streak.

      The passenger door slammed shut as she joined him. The close confines of the SUV meant he had to breathe in her obnoxious scent. The cool weather meant he couldn’t crack his window to minimize it. Nor could he put on an N95 from the leftover stash in his glove box from when they had the Covid regulations mandating their use. At least she didn’t talk. She pulled out her laptop and worked.

      She worked in the airport once they passed security. She worked on the private jet the Cabal arranged, the plush seats giving him enough room to stretch a bit and catch a nap. They landed outside London at a smaller airport than Heathrow. They were supposed to simply refuel and take off again, only the captain emerged from the cockpit, sweating and pale.

      “Sorry, folks. Not feeling too hot. Gonna have to bail, but I placed a call, and someone is on their way to replace me.”

      Given that would be a few hours, Quinn and Silver disembarked and entered the dinky terminal in search of a hot meal. He’d not eaten anything other than peanuts since they’d taken off. They didn’t have an attendant for their trip, as they’d chosen to go ahead and fend for themselves.

      They overpaid for some bland meal before returning to their jet as twilight fell. It had been refueled and awaited its new pilot, who’d supposedly arrived but was going through security.

      As they boarded, his nose twitched. Something didn’t smell right.

      “What’s wrong?” Silver actually spoke to him.

      “Someone’s been on the plane.”

      She glanced around. “Most likely the customs officials looking for contraband.”

      Her excuse made sense. Still…

      He eyed the back of the plane and the hatch in the floor to the tight storage space. He rose and headed for it just as footsteps hit the stairs onto the jet. A glance over his shoulder showed a man boarding, wearing a uniform and a cap. Their new pilot had arrived.

      “Evening,” said the man with the deep voice. “Captain Jameson.” He held out his hand and provided a firm shake. His scent entirely normal, if human.

      Silver went straight to business. “How soon can we depart?”

      “Right away. I’ve already gotten clearance for a runway if we can get this baby going in the next few minutes. So unless we’re waiting for someone else?” The captain glanced past them, probably looking for an attendant.

      “It’s just us.”

      “Then let’s be on our way.” The captain pulled the door shut and headed into the cockpit. He didn’t lock the door Quinn noticed, a trusting guy.

      The engines of the plane soon hummed, and Silver seated herself, but he glanced at the hatch in the floor providing access to their luggage. Maybe just a quick peek. He rose from his seat.

      “What are you doing?” Silver asked.

      “Checking something.” It took only a few strides to reach the rear. He crouched and lifted the hatch for a look, the loud rumble of the motors masking Silver’s steps as she neared and stood over him.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Possibly nothing.” He leaned down to look in the hole, saw their bags, the same ones he’d loaded hours before. But the scent among them? Definitely new. Could be airport customs officials.

      The plane jolted as it began moving, heading for a runway. They’d be taking off in a minute.

      The nagging in his gut persisted. He reached into the cargo hold and pulled out his duffel bag. The weight of it felt right, the zipper still locked shut. He couldn’t stop customs officers from opening it, but it would deter casual thieves. He pulled out Silver’s suitcase next and paused.

      “You found something.” Stated not asked.

      “Your luggage is heavier.” Which seemed odd given it too remained locked. “And someone touched it.” He could smell the leather of gloves on it and something else.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah.” What did it mean? Had someone planted contraband in her luggage?

      Silver pursed her lips. “I don’t like it.”

      For once they agreed. “Whatever it is, I can pull it out before we land.”

      “But it will still be on board.” The plane was moving steadily. Soon they’d be on their runway, picking up speed.

      “Maybe we can flush it when we’re in the air?” he suggested.

      “I have a better idea. Let’s go,” she commanded, moving from him to snare her laptop and slide it back in her bag.

      “What?”

      “We’re getting off this flight.”

      “Seriously?”

      “What’s your gut say?”

      He didn’t hesitate. “There’s something wrong.”

      “I agree. So open that door.”

      “We’re about to take off.”

      “Then stop arguing.” She slipped on her jacket and zipped it. He slung his duffel onto his shoulder, but when he would have grabbed her suitcase, she shook her head. “Leave it.”

      “If you say so.” She was in charge on this trip. Not to mention it was her shit they’d be abandoning. He cranked the wheel to the door. It unsealed with a hiss. He eyed the cockpit. The captain would have noticed, and yet he didn’t emerge or act.

      The plane picked up speed. Soon they’d be stuck.

      He shoved open the door and wind tugged at them.

      Silver didn’t hesitate; she jumped.

      Jeezus!

      He didn’t think but dove after her, legs pedaling in the air, and then jolting as one foot then the other hit the ground hard. He stumbled a few paces, off balance due to his duffel. To his surprise Silver remained on her feet and seemed unharmed, her expression as blank as usual.

      The plane they’d just escaped lifted into the air, the door gaping wide. At a few hundred feet, it exploded!
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      “Run,” Erryn yelled the moment burning pieces of the exploded plane began to fall.

      Self-preservation kicked in, and Quinn needed no prompting.

      Together, they raced for the perimeter of the airport, not wanting to be seen. After all, someone had just tried to eliminate them. Whatever caused the explosion wasn’t an accident. If it hadn’t been for Quinn’s instinct, they would be barbecued meat. Instead, Erryn had no clothes, just the laptop, which she’d saved, and her wallet.

      The chain link fence provided handholds for her to haul herself up. The barbed wire crowning it proved a little more difficult, but a quick-thinking Quinn stripped his sweater off and threw it over the sharp tines, giving them a spot to cross over without shredding skin. He pulled it free once they’d both leaped to safety on the other side.

      Behind them sirens blared as emergency vehicles came flying to the rescue, not that there was much left to save. Erryn, crouched alongside Quinn, watched as the first of the vehicles reached the wreckage of the burning Cessna. A wing here. A chunk of the tail there.

      “Someone tried to kill us,” Quinn stated, not in surprise but matter of fact.

      “Could have been an accident,” she countered to be contrary.

      He snorted. “I might not be well versed in aviation, but even I know planes don’t explode that spectacularly without some help.”

      “So who did you piss off?” Because while people didn’t like Silver, no one currently hated her. Not that she knew of.

      “Me?” He snorted. “That’s hilarious coming from Doctor Charming. Maybe someone doesn’t want you completing this mission.”

      “The Cabal is the one who gave me permission. If they didn’t want me seeking out Lycan babies, they would have said no.”

      “Who says it’s all of them? Only takes one to blow shit up.” A reminder they’d recently had an issue with a crooked Cabal member.

      She frowned. “I guess it’s possible.” While she was familiar with most of them, she couldn’t vouch for their states of mind, especially on such a forbidden subject as Lycan pregnancy.

      Quinn muttered, “I don’t see anyone in the area that isn’t wearing an airport uniform.”

      She’d been checking the people arriving as well. Whoever tried to kill them might have stuck around to ensure the job got done. “They could be at a distance using binoculars.” Meaning they might not have escaped without notice.

      He grimaced. “Yeah.” He glanced over his shoulder as if he could see anyone targeting them in the dark. “Although I’m pretty sure someone who came prepared with a bomb probably has a rifle and would have shot us while we were vulnerable on the fence.”

      “Not if they wanted this to appear like an accident,” she countered.

      “Whatever the case, we shouldn’t stick around.” No need for him to say in case they tried again.

      As they trudged away from the scene of chaos, she murmured, “I can hook you up with some people who can help you get back home.” This deadly attack gave her the opportunity to ditch Quinn. She’d never wanted to be saddled with a bodyguard in the first place.

      “Leave, as in without you?”

      “I’ll be fine. I’m used to taking care of myself.”

      “I’m sure you are,” he replied flatly. “But I’m not leaving. Th Cabal ordered me to protect you.”

      She frowned. “And you did. I’m alive.”

      “For now. If this was targeted, then once they realize they fucked up, they’ll try again.”

      “You’re assuming they’ll find me.”

      “If the Cabal has a traitor, then the moment you check in, they’ll come after you again,” Quinn argued.

      “You’re assuming it’s them. Could be their enemies were sending a message. After all, it wouldn’t be that hard for them to track a Cabal-owned jet. It wasn’t as if our flight path was a secret. Not to mention, anyone could have followed us to the airport.”

      “Next you’ll be saying maybe it was a spark in the fuel tank,” he drawled sarcastically.

      “We don’t know for sure it was a bomb.” It seemed most likely, but again, she liked antagonizing him.

      “Why else would your suitcase change weight?”

      “Maybe you just thought it did.”

      “Jeezus you’re contrary. Why me?” he groaned to the sky.

      “If you don’t like it, go home. You have my blessing. Just do me a favor. If anyone asks, I died in the blast.”

      “My mission is to protect you.”

      “And you failed,” was her brutal reply. Because if being nice wouldn’t work, maybe being insulting would. In her experience, men couldn’t handle criticism.

      “How did I fail? You’re still alive.”

      “No thanks to you. I was the one who said we should get off the plane.”

      “Only because I listened to my gut and found your luggage tampered with. If not for me, you would have blown up on that plane.”

      Annoyed at the truth, she pursed her lips. “It will be easier for me to travel alone.”

      “How do you figure that? You’re a woman by herself in Europe. You’ll be noticed.”

      “You do realize in this day and age women travel by themselves.”

      “Doesn’t mean it’s not dangerous.”

      “I don’t need a man to protect me,” she snapped as they reached a road and began walking along its shoulder.

      “Apparently, you do, seeing as how your plan to be a martyr is dumb.”

      “Who says I’m trying to die?”

      “What is your plan then? Because, in case you hadn’t noticed, we can’t exactly fly unless you want to let the killer know we survived.”

      “Why fly when I can travel by train? And before you open your mouth and say anything about tracking, I can pay cash.” She patted her hip where she’d stashed a wad. She never trusted everything to bags.

      “Ah yes, because whipping out a large sum in cash won’t get noticed.”

      “You have a better idea?”

      “We drive. I know where to get us a car.”

      “There is no we. I told you, go home.”

      His lips flattened. “I am not disobeying a Cabal order.”

      “I am trying to save your life.”

      “I’m supposed to be looking after yours,” he growled in reply.

      “And you did. I’m alive. Congrats. Job well done.”

      He scowled. “Ain’t gonna work, Doc. I’m sticking with you.”

      She should have known he’d be stubborn. “Fine.” She sulked, only a little. In reality, it was nice to not be walking by herself on this dark, lonely stretch of road. Especially when a transport truck stopped to offer a ride. He took one look at Quinn and wisely didn’t make any moves that would have necessitated Erryn taking action.

      She wasn’t being facetious when she claimed she could handle most threats. She’d been protecting herself for a long time. Her mother died her first year of university, and she never knew her father.

      The truck driver dropped them off at a highway exit whose name meant nothing to her, but Quinn appeared to know where he wanted to go. He led them through a warren of connected alleys that had her completely lost and cringing at the smell. Urine had a tendency of clinging to stone and getting worse when things got rained on and damp. Which described London pretty much most of the time. Or so she’d heard. She’d never actually spent much time here. Too big of a city. Erryn never did like crowds.

      Quinn stopped by a door that didn’t have any markings on it. A sharp rap followed by two, then one, then three and a pause resulted in it being unbolted and opened.

      The guy who opened it took one look at Quinn and grinned. “When did you get into town?”

      “Hey, Brock.” Quinn shook the proffered hand that dragged him into a back-slapping hug.

      When Brock released him, he turned an engaging smile on her next. “And who is this? Did you get married and not invite me?”

      “We’re not a couple,” Quinn hastily replied.

      “Not even close. I’m Ryn.” She offered an abbreviation of her name.

      “Ryn. Such a lovely name for a beautiful, single lady.” Brock arched a brow as he fished.

      She snorted, not taken in by his charm. She’d met and rejected slicker. “Single, yes. Looking, no.”

      “I wouldn’t mess with her,” Quinn retorted, entering the building. “She’s Cabal.

      “Quinn!” She couldn’t help a shocked exhalation of his name.

      Quinn snorted. “Don’t get your panties in a twist, Doc. You can trust Brock. Known him a while. We used to serve together. Were, turned by the same guy.” Making Brock a werewolf.

      A werewolf in London?

      She arched a brow as she stepped past Brock to also enter. “I thought London didn’t have an official pack.” They’d run into territory issues with a very old vampire flock. Only one pack remained in the UK, located in Wales.

      “I’m what you call a special exception,” Brock declared, closing the door firmly behind them and sliding a bar across.

      It turned out to be a garage slash apartment. The main floor had a bay door with a few vehicles parked, one of them up on a lift. Tools lay scattered around, along with toolchests on wheels to organize them. The stairs led to an open loft living space. A tiny kitchen area was comprised of a counter, fridge, mini stove, and sink. No kitchen table, just a narrow butcher block island with a pair of stools. There was a couch that dipped in the middle and a chair that looked equally lived in. The bed platform appeared to be wooden skids with a mattress and a jumbled comforter on top.

      Definite bachelor pad.

      “What are you doing in London?” Brock asked, heading for the fridge and pulling out a few beers.

      “Was only supposed to be a stopover, but we had plane issues.”

      Brock froze midturn, and his jaw dropped. “Fuck me, you were on that Cessna that blew up!”

      “Not actually in it or we wouldn’t be talking,” Quinn quipped, grabbing the proffered bottle.

      Erryn took one to be polite but didn’t plan to drink. She never did. Losing control wasn’t an option. Not for her. Not ever.

      After taking a swig, Quinn asked, “What are they saying about it?”

      “That it was a spark in the fuel system, which sounded like bullshit because, how the fuck does a tank spark after a plane’s taken off?” Brock scoffed.

      “It was a bomb in the luggage compartment.”

      Brock uttered a low whistle. “Who did you piss off?”

      Rather than correct the assumption, Erryn let Quinn’s friend think it was about him.

      “What have you heard about the passengers and crew?” Quinn continued to question his friend.

      “Reports said there were three people on board. No survivors and no names released.”

      “Good. And in case it wasn’t clear, we’d like to keep it that way.”

      “No one will hear you’re alive from me, although once they sift the wreckage and don’t find your bodies, they’ll know you’re alive,” Brock pointed out.

      “By then we should be long gone, which is why we’re here. I need some wheels that won’t draw attention.”

      The right thing to demand, and yet Erryn’s gaze kept straying to the bright blue convertible.

      Brock caught her. “She’s a beauty, ain’t she? Belongs to a vampire princess. Spoiled brat but her daddy pays me well to deal with her highness.”

      “Got anything that won’t get us hunted by vampires and targeted by car jackers?” Quinn drawled.

      “Not here I don’t, but if you can wait until morning, I can get the keys to a few options.”

      Quinn glanced at Erryn. “Mind waiting a few hours?”

      A part of her wanted to be unreasonable and say, Not here. There was nowhere to be alone other than the walled-off corner that she imagined held a bathroom. One bed. One lumpy couch. It wouldn’t be a restful night. She could always sleep in the car tomorrow.

      “Sure.”

      “I got clean towels and shit if you wanna shower or something,” Brock offered.

      She almost said no, and then sanity kicked in. First rule of survival? Recharge when you got a chance. “That would be great. Thanks.”

      She took her laptop bag into the surprisingly clean bathroom. The walls only went eight feet, the height of the drywall. The ceiling slanted overhead another four feet or so, and had it been day, she’d have not needed to flick a switch, given the skylight would provide plenty of illumination. And hopefully no Peeping Toms.

      She turned on the water in the shower before making a phone call via a secured channel. The line answered, but no one spoke. She couldn’t blame them, given the number calling belonged to someone supposedly dead.

      “It’s me. I’m alive.” No need to say anything more. They knew each other well enough to recognize the other.

      While Cabal, her mentor Fred, the man who’d saved her many, many years ago, would never betray her.

      A sigh sounded. “Thank god.”

      “Thank Quinn.” She kept her tone low lest she be heard over the shower. “His wolfy sense let us know our shit was tampered with.”

      “He noticed it before you?” Not quite mockery and yet she grimaced because it did burn that he’d been the one to realize it first.

      “They put something in my bag. Either a bomb on a timer or pressure activated.” Which would have triggered once the plane got to a certain height. “Once we realized we’d been tagged, we got off the plane.”

      “Sounds like it was close.”

      She didn’t mention it was literally a matter of seconds. A minute more, they’d both be dead. “Important thing is they failed. They think I’m dead.”

      “If this is about the mission⁠—”

      “Then it means we’re on the right track.” And someone wasn’t happy about it. Not completely unexpected and something she and Fred had discussed at length before she’d dared to embark on this quest.

      “Is it worth it, though? They tried to kill you. Maybe we should call it off.”

      “No!” A hasty reply. “The packs deserve to know the truth.”

      The truth being that Lycans could have babies under certain circumstances. It didn’t have to be catastrophic for the mother and child. But there were some that preferred to stick to the old ways. Either sterilize before they were changed or immediately after. No exception. Those who wished to have children had to do so before an alpha bit them to see if they could become Lycan. Once they turned, their only other recourse was to adopt. Sadly, and thankfully at once, there was no shortage of orphaned boys in need of a home. By the time they were adults, Lycans in their lives could usually figure out who would make a good packmate.

      But one nagging question remained, who created the first Lycan? It was the chicken-and-the-egg conundrum.

      “What does Quinn think of your objective?”

      “Honestly? We’ve not spoken much of it.”

      “He’s always been discreet. Does his job well and without drama.”

      “Are you calling me dramatic?”

      Her mentor coughed. “Never. Which isn’t a good thing. You could use a bit of chaos to shake you up.”

      “You think I haven’t lived through enough?” was her sarcastic retort.

      “I think that you thrive when you’re challenged.”

      She grimaced because she hated to agree.

      “Where are you now?” Fred asked.

      “Somewhere safe. I hope. We’re with an old army buddy of Quinn’s. We should be on the road in the morning.”

      “You’ve told him about the mission?” he asked sharply.

      “Of course not.” She could only hope that was true. After all, she’d left Quinn alone with his friend. Who knew what they chatted about. “But speaking of, I should get back to them.”

      “Yes. But first let me add, you can trust Quinn.”

      “How can you be sure?”

      “Because.”

      “That’s a terrible answer.”

      “I know.”

      She wanted to sigh, but at the same time, she’d trusted this man for more than decade. “I still don’t know why you sent him with me. I can take care of myself.”

      “As if I’d let you do this alone. Our mistake was trying to be open and honest about your quest,” her mentor grumbled. “Should have kept it a secret and just presented the results.”

      “Secrets have a tendency of outing themselves,” she reminded him as she started to strip. She’d have to shower quick to cover the time spent speaking.

      “And some secrets have people who are willing to kill to keep them.”

      “Speaking of secrets, don’t tell anyone you talked to me. As far as anyone knows, Quinn and I died in the explosion.” She felt a twinge saying it knowing how close Quinn was to his Pack.

      “I already figured as much.” A pause then a soft, “You don’t have to do this, Ryn. You can come home.”

      Actually, she did have to, and Fred knew it. “I’ll call you when we get to our next destination.” She wasn’t about to give up now.

      “Be careful.”

      “I’ll do my best.” Because her life depended on it.
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      The water went on in the tiny bathroom, creating a muffling effect. Just in case, Quinn dragged Brock down the stairs to the business side of the garage for a whispered conversation.

      “What do you know?” Quinn asked without preamble.

      Brock’s jaw tensed before he sighed. “I should have known you’d see right through me. So, while the human authorities think you died on that plane, the vampires are aware you didn’t.”

      “Why would vampires have been watching us? Were they involved?”

      “They didn’t plant the bomb; however they did have someone keeping an eye given a Cabal plane was on their turf.”

      “Since when does Lord Augustus trouble himself about transient visitors?” Quinn knew exactly who ruled the flock in these parts.

      “He doesn’t usually, but a jet landed with two Cabal agents. No warning or reason offered, and since there’ve been problems…”

      “What kind of problems?”

      Brock raked a hand through his hair. “The kind creating crimes scenes with a scent unlike anything I’ve ever encountered.”

      “You can’t leave me dangling. What kind of crimes?”

      “People are being killed. More specifically, vampires. Only young ones so far.”

      “How?”

      Brock swiped a hand over his throat. “Slashed deep in the neck and then the heads basically twisted off.”

      “So they can’t rise again.” People made the mistake of thinking you could stake a vampire in the heart to kill them or just jab them with wood and poof. The only surefire way to kill a vampire? Decapitation. Even being burned by sunlight could be healed. With the older ones, it would take the body hours in direct UV rays before it crisped to the point of no return.

      “Needless to say, having young’uns killed willy-nilly has the flock on edge.”

      “No shit. Any idea who’s doing it?”

      Brock shrugged. “Nope, but it’s got them antsy.”

      “Do they think it’s a Lycan?”

      Brock nodded. “In their defense, I’d have to say it’s very possible, given the neck slashes appear to have been done by claws.”

      “But why would the Lycans attack the vampires like that?” Quinn’s understanding was the packs in the UK were outnumbered by the vamps. It would be a massacre to antagonize them.

      “That’s the thing; it makes no sense. And I’ve tried telling them that, but as the body count rises, so does their paranoia. Some are starting to whisper it’s a coup by the Lycans and it needs to be stopped. Permanently.”

      “Wiping out a pack would cause the rest to rise up,” Quinn noted.

      “Which would then draw in other agitated flocks.”

      Quinn’s turn to whistle. “If that happens, we’ll have a full-out war.” And that would be hard to hide from humans in the digital age.

      “Now you see.”

      “Are you safe?” Quinn asked. “Because if you need a place to go while shit blows over, my place is yours.”

      “Bah. I’m not worried. Augustus isn’t listening to the idiots. Not yet at any rate.”

      “But if he does…”

      “Then I will gladly squat at your place.” Brock slapped him on the arm. “Much appreciated.”

      “Us grunts gotta stick together.”

      “Speaking of together, heard from Gunner lately?”

      The reminder of his old friend had Quinn shaking his head. “Not in years.” Gunner hadn’t adapted to the change that well. The last time he’d seen him, the man had appeared strung out, his eyes wild, his skin feverish hot as if he fought through the Lycan infection still.

      “I hope he found peace.” Brock had been quickest to accept the change and adapt. Quinn struggled only until he met Griffin. The man showed him a path forward.

      “Me too, brother.”

      “So who’s the woman?” Brock jerked his head in the direction of the second level.

      “Client. Bodyguard stint.”

      Brock thought Quinn hired his services out as a mercenary, meaning bodyguard was an easy sell and not much of a lie.

      “What does she need guarding from?”

      “People who want to kill her apparently.”

      “Wait, the bomb on the plane, that was for your companion?” Brock ogled him.

      “Most likely.”

      “Why? Who is she?”

      “Someone who might blow apart some long-held lies.” Quinn had never had an interest in children. Getting the big snip? Not a big deal. It meant not worrying about birth control. And a clean bill of health presented to a partner meant no rubber in the way. But some people actually wanted to fire live missiles and make babies. If it turned out the Lycan could breed? There’d be a lot of pissed-off dudes in the world.

      Not that he told Brock any of that. He trusted his army friend, but he’d given his word he’d keep quiet. The one thing he did owe his friend? “You’ll want to keep our visit a secret. I’m not sure how hardcore the folks going after her are. I don’t want you to become collateral damage.”

      Brock rolled his eyes. “Holy fuck. Look at you, getting all emotional. I’ll be fine. We both know I’m tough. Who dragged your ass out of those mountains?”

      “Gunner dragged us both,” he retorted. But Brock had been helping before that. Quinn’s strength had failed first as they trudged their way back to camp. A good thing a patrol found them, or they’d have probably collapsed and died.

      “I miss him, even if he is an ornery bastard.”

      “Me too.” They’d been through something intense together. It felt wrong at times to be so far apart.

      “Where you going next?”

      “Can’t say.”

      “You don’t trust me?”

      “More like I don’t know. The lady tells me everything last second. Makes it hard to plan.”

      “Surprised you agreed to the job. Must pay well.”

      How to admit the Cabal didn’t really give him much other than a congrats on a job well done? So why did he do this again? “Not really.”

      “Then it must be something else.” Brock’s gaze lifted to the second floor and the steam that rose from the enclosed bathroom to fog the skylight. A good thing or they might have seen a reflection they shouldn’t.

      The lights in the place flickered.

      Brock glanced overhead and frowned. “Fucking pigeons.”

      “Say what?” Because that made no sense.

      “With all the climate bullshit, brownouts and whatnot, I took this place off grid and went solar. Since there’s no basement, I had to put the batteries and stuff on the roof, and no matter how I try to stop them, the pigeons manage to find a way to roost on my equipment. Oh, and they shit. Holy fuck, do they shit.”

      Quinn bit back a smile. “I hear they taste like chicken.”

      “A lie. They are tough, stringy bastards.”

      “Speaking of food, can we order in some pizza or something?” Quinn’s tummy reminded him it had been a while since their airport meal.

      “Fuck yeah. I know a place that makes a deep dish to put the Chicago ones to shame. Let me dig out their flyer.” Brock headed for a workbench strewn with paper and a computer that looked outdated by a decade.

      Quinn didn’t point out the inanity of looking for a piece of paper when he could just as easily find the menu online. He headed upstairs to the living area, only to pause.

      A scent tickled him. Roused him. Had him looking left and right before zeroing his gaze in on the bathroom.

      It couldn’t be Silver. She had that obnoxious smell about her. Maybe Brock had a girlfriend, and he’d caught a lingering whiff.

      The door to the bathroom opened, and Silver emerged, hair damp from her shower, skin dewy, clothes the same as before. With her appearance, the nice scent disappeared, overpowered by something lemony mixed with pine. Gross.

      She brought out her bag with her. An odd choice to bring into a place with water, given it carried her laptop. Then again, it also seemed to serve as her purse, and women kept all kinds of shit in those.

      “Feeling more human?” he quipped.

      “Never,” was her deadpan reply.

      Thunk. Her head tilted, and she looked upward. Her gaze narrowed. “What’s above us?”

      “Just the pigeons,” Brock declared as he joined them, flyer in hand.

      Thump. The hard knock vibrated.

      “That ain’t no pigeon,” Quinn drawled.

      Rather than reply, Brock reached down into his couch, and his hand re-emerged holding a shotgun. It made Quinn wish he had a piece, but he knew better than to bring one on a plane. It was easier to find one when he got to this destination. As if reading his mind, Brock jerked his head. “Kitchen island. There’s a revolver.”

      Sweet. Quinn found it and flipped off the safety as Silver asked questions. “I take it it’s unusual for there to be people on your roof?”

      “Yeah. It ain’t exactly nice what with the bird shit all over.”

      “No cameras?” asked Quinn.

      “Not allowed on account of who I work for. The flock is camera shy.”

      “Could it be them?” he asked, eyeing the roof then the lower level. Silver saw his glance and nodded. Best to give themselves a space they didn’t have to worry falling from.

      Brock followed, his gaze on the skylight as they moved to the stairs. “I haven’t done anything to warrant that type of visit, but then again, I’m also, as some would say, just a dumb dog.”

      “Nice partners,” Silver replied dryly.

      “I’ve called them worse behind their backs.”

      “Why do the vampires hate Lycans so much?” Silver asked.

      “Know a lot of humans who can decapitate a person?” Brock countered.

      “That can’t be the only reason,” she insisted.

      Quinn snorted. “It’s not. We also taste really bad, as do those we’re close to.”

      “Interesting,” was her muttered reply.

      Bang. Bang. The skylight glass rattled but held.

      For now.

      “Could be a raccoon?” Brock suggested.

      “Or we were followed.” Quinn’s grimmer reply.

      “Whatever it is, won’t be long before they get in,” she observed. “We should leave.”

      “You guys go. I’m going to greet whatever the fuck is up there with some lead.” Brock dug into his pocket and tossed them some keys. The emblem on them indicated they belonged to the Audi R8, the sweet blue convertible capable of a powerful six hundred horsepower.

      “I thought that car belonged to that vampire princess,” Quinn stated.

      “Technically, she’s a lady, and, yes, it does, so try to not break it.”

      “Won’t she be pissed?” he asked.

      “Very, but it’s also the only one in the shop currently running.” Crack. The glass overhead finally spiderwebbed. “Better get going.”

      “We’re not leaving without you.” As if Quinn would run.

      Brock rolled his eyes. “For fuck’s sake. Go. I’ll be⁠—”

      The roof shuddered. Actually, the whole building did, as something took to pummeling the webbed glass until it fell in tinkling shards. A big body came hurtling down, a nightmare of teeth, fur, claws, and red eyes but looking rather humanoid standing on two legs, with two arms and a face that might just give Quinn nightmares.

      “What the fuck is that?” Silver breathed as the thing launched itself for the stairs, the stunted wings at its back fluttering as it leaped and soared to hit the floor.

      Brock had a better idea than questioning its origin. He shot it. Bang. Bang. Bang. Three good chest shots.

      The creature looked down at the bleeding holes, which healed in seconds.

      “Oh fuck,” Brock muttered.

      “Head shots only,” Silver advised as she dug into her laptop bag.

      Easier said than done.

      Quinn aimed and fired, but the beast dodged the bullet it moved so fucking fast. It hissed at them, its fang-like teeth slavering drool.

      Before Quinn could shoot again, it lunged and slapped the barrel aside. Quinn managed to retain his grip and use it as a buffer from the claws that wanted to tear him apart.

      Silver suddenly ran into the mix, arm raised, and plunged a needle that the monster didn’t seem to give a shit about at first. Until its eyelids drooped. Then it turned to snarl, even as it wavered on its feet.

      “Kill it,” Silver yelled, backing away, holding its attention.

      Quinn raised the revolver to shoot, but Brock fired first. A perfect head shot, through and through. The creature kept walking in Silver’s direction.

      Quinn’s turn to fire. He took out a chunk of the skull, but it wouldn’t go down. And then his gun fucking jammed!

      Fuck it. Quinn waded in and swung the weapon, connecting with the head and doing even more damage. But the monster appeared intent on going after Doc.

      “Fucker. That should have taken down an elephant,” she cursed.

      Bang. Bang. Brock stood close and kept firing until he ran out of bullets. When the creature wavered on its feet, Brock jumped on its back and grabbed hold of its head to twist.

      Grasping his intent, Quinn did his best to help by grabbing an arm. Doc snared the other, and they hung off them while Brock heaved and grunted.

      Snap. Squish. Tear.

      Gross.

      The blood that poured from the stump was more black than red. It had a putrid stench too. The headless body wandered for a second before hitting a car and toppling over into the blue convertible, where it bled out and died.

      Brock sighed. “Fucking hell.”

      Quinn handed back the keys. “I think we’ll walk.”
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      Brock dragged the beast out of the car and dumped it onto the garage floor. While the men lamented the damage to the poor leather seats in the convertible, Erryn eyed the dead body, lying on its back, lacking its head. She swallowed hard. As if sensing her disquiet, Quinn placed a hand on her forearm. A light touch. Reassurance. It felt nicer than she wanted to admit.

      And out of place. Dead monster, remember?

      She approached it and noted its large size. Close to seven feet, she estimated, given how it towered over the men. Thick, but not overly so. Very muscled. The skin was a mottled gray and brown, matching the fur that coarsely covered its body. It wore no clothes but for a thong. A modest monster? It hid a less-than-modest endowment. From the stump of its neck, blood oozed dark, almost black, and it reeked.

      “What stinks?” Brock asked as if reading her mind.

      Quinn pointed. “As if you need to ask. Dead body. Probably has gas.”

      “It’s not gas.” Her nose wrinkled. “It’s more like meat gone bad.”

      “It just died,” Quinn pointed out.

      “You think it was a zombie?” Brock exclaimed.

      “No. I see no signs of decomposition,” she said, pressing her fingers to its flesh and not noticing any squishing. Rigor mortis hadn’t yet set in. “Where’d the head go?”

      “Rolled to the workbench.” Brock pointed to a mass of hair and blood leaning against a metal table strewn with car parts and tools.

      She squatted beside it and noted the humanoid features amidst the beastly ones—the eyes wide open and she’d swear fixed in horror. “I’m thinking shapeshifter of some kind. But I couldn’t tell you what animal, as it seems like a mishmash of a few.” She saw canine—possibly wolf—but there was something else about the beast that struck her. She just couldn’t pinpoint what exactly. Was it the way the ears flattened and pointed? The almost leathery texture of its skin in the spots where the fur appeared sparse?

      She glanced at the body, the way it lay lopsided on the floor. “Help me flip it over,” she asked as she neared it.

      Quinn didn’t wait but grabbed the body and rolled it chest down, exposing the wings on its back. “Thought I was mistaken earlier. It explains how it got on the roof.”

      “Doubtful it can fly. These appear stunted,” she observed.

      “It probably climbed. I’ve got one of them permanent ladders installed so I can check my equipment,” Brock added.

      Erryn crouched and ran a hand down a wing and pulled it, murmuring, “These remind me of those of a bat.”

      “There are no bat shapeshifters,” Quinn remarked.

      “That we know of,” Erryn argued.

      “Is this the creature that’s been terrorizing the flock?” Quinn directed the question to Brock.

      He shrugged. “I think the more important question is, does it have friends?”

      Their gazes went to the gaping skylight. Nothing appeared.

      Which meant Erryn uttered a sharp cry of alarm when a dulcet voice from behind them said, “It was hunting alone.”

      Erryn whirled to behold a woman, shapely in form, with a silken hood that covered most of her face. Her eyes were dark pits ringed in midnight lashes that matched the even grimmer outfit she wore—form-molding leather pants, skintight top, soft-soled boots with no heel. Bare handed, but the woman wore a knife sheath on her thigh.

      “Lady Arianna, I wasn’t expecting you.” Brock didn’t sound happy.

      The lady drawled, “Evidently.” She neared and ran a finger over the hood of the blue sports car to the driver’s seat. “Did you have to murder it on the leather?”

      “The blood will come out,” Brock promised.

      “But the smell won’t, will it, puppy?” Her annoyance showed in her tone and eyes, the only thing revealed of her face.

      “I’m so sorry. We should have let the thing maim or kill us to spare the car.” Erryn didn’t feel one whit bad saying it, although Fred would chastise her if the haughty lady complained about her to the Cabal.

      Arianna glanced at Erryn, her eyes drawn in a frown. “No one was talking to you.”

      “I helped kill it.”

      “Would you like me to clap?” Arianna chirped. “Now be quiet while I deal with the interloping wolf.” Arianna turned her attention to Quinn. “You don’t belong here.”

      “It wasn’t my intention to be here. I had a traveling mishap,” Quinn explained.

      Brock jumped in to add, “This is my friend Quinn. We go way back.”

      “Since when do you invite your Lycan friends into our territory without permission?” the haughty vampire asked.

      Erryn saw Brock clench his fists. The man lived in a delicate balance with the vampires in this country. He couldn’t really argue, but Erryn could, so she jumped in. “Don’t get pissy at Brock. It wasn’t his fault. Like Quinn said, we ran into an issue with our flight, and Quinn thought Brock might be able to help us find an alternative method of travel.”

      “I am well aware your plane exploded and that people believe you are dead. Unlike those investigating, I am neither stupid nor shortsighted. A Cabal plane can only mean Lycans, and there is only one other puppy in town.” Such dripping disdain.

      “Aren’t you the smart one. You found us,” Erryn taunted.

      “Indeed, I did, and look at you, not dead.” Said so pleasantly. “What’s odd about that, though, is it’s been hours since the explosion and the Cabal is still convinced you are. I wonder why you wouldn’t have contacted them to tell them otherwise.”

      Erryn snorted. “Please, you and I both know we’d be dumb to call. Someone tried to kill us. Since we can’t be sure we don’t have a leak inside the Cabal
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