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Honey sat next to her friend Walter in the chairs in front of her cousin’s desk. Zavier tapped on his keyboard a few times then turned the big screen to face them. A map was displayed with a rectangular-like shape outlined in the middle of it. 

“I’ve been looking into different properties,” Zavier said. “This one is the most promising. It’s over 200 acres, butts up against one of the highways into the park, and is at least five times cheaper than anything else I can find. The original homestead is basically inaccessible on all but one side due to the surrounding cliffs, so it would be easy to defend, but there’s a catch.”

“What is it?” Walter asked.

“It’s cursed. The moment someone buys the place, everything starts going wrong. Sometimes it’s as simple as two flat tires and sometimes it’s as awful as losing every cent they have. If they’re stubborn, eventually the buyer does lose every cent they have.”

“Who owns it then?” Honey asked.

“A horse.”

“What!?” she and Walter said at the same time.

“It’s the only way the bank could have some control over it without being ruined. The curse doesn’t apply to animals. The last owner was the bank manager’s cat. Unfortunately, the curse is smart enough to recognize that cats and horses can’t possibly be managing humans, so the bank can’t do anything with the land. It just sits there. Occasionally, the bank finds a sucker and make a couple of thousand, then the owner defaults and the bank gets the land again. I’m very glad you’re here, Honey. I know it’s a long shot and I don’t expect it will work, but I’d like you to take a look at the place.”

“Zavier I don’t think I’ll be able to do anything. You should ask a witch or the witch council.”

“I did. The bank has contacted them multiple times. They can’t do it. The former owner of the property was a powerful witch himself. He spent years preparing the curse to ensure that the land would always be in his family. Unfortunately, he should have spent more time taking care of his finances and raising children. He only had one son and his son didn’t have any children. He died over 120 years ago.”

“That’s sad,” she said.

“From all accounts, his son wasn’t a very nice man.”

“If it’s a written curse, all you have to do is destroy the original writing,” she supplied, although she doubted it would be that easy.

“It’s not written anywhere. The story is that when the bank came to take the property, Mr. Witthem met them at the gate with a crow and started speaking in the devil’s tongue. He then slaughtered the crow and dribbled its blood in a line all around his property. There’s a cartoon of it in an old newspaper.”

“There couldn’t possibly be enough blood in one crow to go around 200 acres of land,” Walter scoffed.

“You’re right,” Zavier nodded. “If he did use blood, he probably had the line mostly drawn with other animals before the bankers got there.”

All Honey knew of curses came from one book and what the librarian had told her. The part on blood curses had been short and dire.

“Blood curses are bad. The only way to break a blood curse is with more blood, but it has to be more precious than what was originally used. If it was animal blood, then you’d have to sacrifice a human and if it was human blood, you’d have to sacrifice yourself and if someone sacrificed themselves in the first place, that’s pretty much unbreakable.”

“Unless you can find a curse breaker,” Zavier said, looking at her expectantly, “which unfortunately are very, very rare, so rare there hasn’t been one in over a hundred years, or so the council told me.”

Just because she had been able to fix his head after he’d drunk that spelled beer didn’t mean she was a curse breaker but, “I suppose it can’t hurt to look.”
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Flames and smoke surrounded her. She couldn’t see anything but her mother lying at her feet, reaching toward her, asking for help. She tried. For at least the hundredth time Honey desperately pulled air from the flames and tried to freeze the fire, but no matter what she did, the flames always won.

“Wake up!”

Icy cold liquid drenched Honey’s face and shirt. The heat and smoke and awful smell were abruptly gone, replaced by the much friendlier scents of old cement, dust, and spring grass. 

It was a dream? It had felt so real.

Something sharp tapped her cheek. “Come on, open those eyes.”

She opened one eye and then the other. Unable to fully see due to the water and the crustiness left by the tears she’d shed while she was dreaming, and unable to move her arms for some reason, she scrunched her eyes closed and back open a few times. The back of her neck was sore, probably because she had been sleeping while sitting upright, but why were her shoulders so stiff and uncomfortable? She tried to move them, then realized it wasn’t because of how she slept. Her arms were bound behind the chair she was sitting in. A tall man with dark clothes, dark hair just starting to turn silver at the temples, and a child’s faded, red plastic bucket smirked down at her. She’d seen him before, but she couldn’t remember where or when. She couldn’t remember much of anything. Her mind felt hazy and numb.

“At last, Honey Smith, we meet.”

“Who are you? Where is my mom?”

Without taking his eyes off of her, he tossed the bucket toward the dark corner behind him. It looked like they were in a shed or perhaps an old detached garage. The floor was as brown as dirt, or maybe it was dirt. Cinder block walls were topped by an open ceiling that was so aged, the wood that made up the underside of the roof was stained almost black. She couldn’t see any windows, but natural-looking light was coming in from somewhere because they weren’t in total darkness.

“You don’t remember?”

Like magic, memories started playing through her mind. Her mom and dad were gone, burned in a fire. She’d run and had been captured by a wolf pack who didn’t realize she was also half witch. The Luna of the pack had sent her to college because of her outstanding SAT score where she’d met her best friends – four freshman boys who’d basically adopted her after she stole their pizza. She’d won an MMA tournament and rescued a cousin she didn’t know she had. He was now an alpha to a pack of abused women and children and wanted her to break a curse on some land. He believed she was the first curse breaker to be born in centuries, but other people would kill her if they found her because she was a hybrid and hybrids were cursed and just knowing about them made other people cursed. She’d told her four friends what she was before she knew that, unfortunately, but so far, they seemed fine. Her cousin Zavier and Alpha Silver, who had turned out to be her biological father instead of her uncle, also knew, but that was it.

Her parents were gone. The fire had been real. 

“I am your father, or I should have been, if your mother hadn’t turned out to be a slut.”

A vision of a guy in a big black plastic helmet and a cape floated through her brain with her other memories. Where had that come from? She shook it away. 

Now she remembered the guy in front of her. He was the man who’d been in the witch library with her grandmother and great-grandmother when they’d discovered her mom had died but that there was a child: her. 

“What do you want with me?”

He grabbed her chin and turned her face from one side to the other. “Well, that depends. What kind of magic do you have?”

“I’m a wolf.”

He released her chin and stepped toward a long table that was pushed up against one wall. “Not according to this.” He whipped around and shoved a familiar guitar-pick shaped piece of plastic in front of her nose. She’d first seen one like it in Texas when a girl with blue hair – no, she’d had the blue hair – the girl had normal hair and had wanted to test her blood to see what blood line she came from. Honey had melted the test before it could reveal what she was, but this one had two holes burned at the end of two of the lines. “You are both witch and wolf – a monster.”

He’d taken her blood while she was unconscious, the jerk. “I’m not a monster.”

“You don’t look like one. I’m surprised. I was wondering how you were able to hide yourself so easily. Your mother must have fixed you when you were born. Can you transform into a wolf?”

“I just told you I was a wolf.”

“You are only half-wolf. Didn’t you get any powers from your mother?”

Deny, deny, her dad had taught her. Make people doubt themselves. “Why do you think my mother was a witch?”

He abruptly lunged at her and slapped her face. She’d been punched and kicked many times during her MMA bouts, but somehow his slap was more painful that a lot of those punches. 

He smirked at her. “Now, what power did you get from your mother?”

“Wolf ones.” 

He slapped her again, but she was ready this time. She froze her cheek. She didn’t know if he could tell. When she froze people their skin didn’t become cold, it just put everything on hold and locked it into place. Theoretically, unless he hit her very hard, her skin wouldn’t bruise and she wouldn’t feel pain because her nerve endings wouldn’t fire. Her head turned a little from his blow because she hadn’t frozen her neck, but her cheek didn’t hurt. She slowly turned her head to face him and gave him the most unimpressed look she could muster. 

His nostrils flared. His hand was behind his back, but she could tell by the way his arm wiggled that he was shaking it. Ha. He’d hurt himself and she’d gotten a good whiff of his chest. Based on the metallic smell, there were several shield charms under the thin fabric of his shirt. That would make it difficult to freeze him, but it also suggested he tended to rely on magic. He wouldn’t be expecting a physical fight.

He lunged at her again, this time going for her hair. She moved faster than him and turned her head to bite his hand with her human teeth. She didn’t want him to know how fast she could transform, not yet. She tugged enough to get the message across and tear his skin a little before she let go. His blood had a tint of hot asphalt – a fire witch. Huh, she hadn’t realized she could taste magical talents. She spit the blood to the side while keeping an eye on him in case he tried to attack again. 

Biting him might have earned her a small reprieve. He was cradling and inspecting his hand like she’d broken it.

“You bit me!”

“I was defending myself.”

“You truly are a monster.”

She knew what he was going to do as soon as he lifted his hands. According to her mom, magical fire needed oxygen or an oxidant just as much as normal fires. Some people were strong enough that they could conjure up the required oxygen, but usually there was enough around they didn’t need to. She quickly pulled all the air from around his hands before he could let loose. A flame sputtered in his palms, but that was as far as it went.

He looked at his palms, gave a decent growl for a witch, and tried again. He was one of those powerful conjurers, because this time flames shot toward her. She sent a strong wind in his direction and threw herself backwards. Her chair cracked promisingly but didn’t break. So much for that Black Widow move. Now she was confined, on her back, and there was still a crazy man threatening her with flaming hands. 

Wasn’t there? 

Ah, no. The crazy guy was frantically patting at his smoking clothes. Her wind must have pushed the flames back at him. You’d think a fire mage would wear fire-proof clothing. 

She took advantage of his distraction and quickly transformed to a wolf, then back again while holding her hands apart and her feet away from the bottom of the chair. The tape that had held her hands together and her ankles down reappeared on her limbs, but her hands and ankles were no longer connected. She rolled out of the chair and quickly scanned the part of the room she hadn’t been able to see. She was right, it was an old garage. There was another long table in front of a door big enough for a car. Above it was the source of the light – a small, square, dirty window. A much smaller door was to her right, just beside heavy-looking wooden shelves that ran along the other wall.

Her captor was still distracted by his smoking chest. She sprinted for the door. The handle was one of those simple ones, with a lever for thumbs. It should have been easy to open, but nothing happened when she pushed down. The door wouldn’t budge when she pushed or pulled it either.

“Looking for these?” an irritating voice singsonged behind her. She glanced back to see her captor shaking a set of skeleton keys at her. “You didn’t really think you’d escape that easily, did you?”

She sped up her molecules and grabbed the keys and was back to the door before he realized what she’d done. The key didn’t fit. She should have known it was trick. By the time she’d figured that out, he’d pull out one of his necklaces and was muttering a spell. She smelled rope. He was trying to bind her or her powers. Not happening. She charged him before he could finish saying the words and planted her fist solidly on the sweet spot her dad had taught her when she was three. 

The pansy collapsed like one of those fan-inflated air tube creatures you see in front of car dealers when the wind knocks them down. She tore through the three protection charms he was wearing, froze him, then squatted and lifted a ridiculous number of chains and cords arrayed around his skinny neck over his heavy head. There were at least ten, all with one or more charms. He was like one of those tween-aged girls pictured on necklace-crafting kits. Did that mean he also – yes, he did. She pulled three charmed bracelets off his left wrist and, fortifying herself by scrunching up her face, jammed her hand into his pocket to empty them of the charms she sensed there too. 

The close stench of his burnt clothes, particularly after her horrible dreams, made her want to gag. Underneath that though, she could smell something else, something she’d smelled months ago. It reminded her a little of bergamot, a flavoring in one of the teas her mom liked. It was also the same smell she’d just spent a lifetime smelling while she watched her parents burn over and over.

“You murdered my parents.”

His pale face didn’t twitch. Of course it couldn’t, since he was frozen and knocked unconscious, but still. She’d felt guilty about disabling his shield charms, but now? 

“Why did you kill them?” 

She was pretty sure he hadn’t known she existed then.

God said forgive. How was she supposed to forgive someone who’d taken the two people most precious to her in the entire world? They’d had years and years left to live and he’d taken those too. 

Could she be wrong? 

She wasn’t. There was no one else who made sense. He was a fire witch and she’d smelled him there. He had a motive too, her mom had dumped him for her dad. The man probably hated her. Unfortunately, she couldn’t turn him in. First, she had no proof, and second, he’d tell everyone what she was. He’d probably be rewarded and she, she’d be executed.

The least he could do was provide her with some money and a phone so she could call her friends. She continued her search of his pockets and found a thick wallet, a decent-looking phone, more charms – how many charms did a single guy need – but no keys. She discovered his name was Gaian Graves, he was two years older than her mom, and he hadn’t cleaned out his wallet in years. Instead of cash, it was full of expired credit cards and ancient tattered business cards. He even had an old faded picture of her mom in the slot facing his driver’s license.

She took it.

He moaned. She froze him again. She should run, but if she did she might never know the truth for sure. She grabbed the gray tape sitting on the table and taped his hands and his feet together. Just to be safe, she put all the chains she’d removed from his neck and the things she’d emptied from his pockets on the shelves, well out of his reach, then removed the fat ring on his index finger. He wasn’t wearing a watch.

It took him a few minutes to fully wake after her magic wore off. She was sitting backwards in the chair far enough away that if he lunged at her she could easily dodge. It was rather amusing to watch while he slowly realized his predicament. Like she expected, he immediately started trying to figure out how to remove the tape that bound him. She made a big production of carefully setting a stone she’d found in the corner on the floor while she froze the muscles in his limbs. It wasn’t as easy as freezing a person whole, but Dad had insisted she learn because people can’t talk to you when their insides were frozen.

“Where did you find that?” he demanded.

Oops, maybe he didn’t own a freeze stone. She should have thought of that. She gave him a wicked smile and hoped he’d think she had it on her.

“Have you ever killed anyone, Mr. Graves?” 

She’d thought about starting off with why he’d killed her mother, but then he’d know for sure who she was.

“Is that your plan? You’re going to kill me?” he snarled.

She tilted her head and tried to look scary-crazy. “Should I? Are you a murderer?”

He glared at her. “Of course not.”

He said it smoothly, but even her weak wolf nose could tell he was lying.

“How many people have you killed?”

“None.”

“Or order killed?”

His muscles were still frozen, but by the strained look on his face and the little grunts he was making, he was trying hard to move. She didn’t think he could call up a fire with his molecules frozen, but she froze his hands again just to be make sure none of his molecules had come loose.

She lifted the wallet from her lap and opened it to her mother’s picture. “Who is this woman?”

“Stop playing dumb. You know who that is. You look just like her.”

“Who is she to you?” Honey amended.

“My fiancé, the love of my life, the woman I waited sixteen years for. Your mother,” he spat.

Part of what he said was true. 

“I know you didn’t love her. Why did you wait? You could have found another woman to be your wife. You aren’t bad looking and you aren’t that old. You could probably still find another woman.”

“Do you know who your mother was?”

His shoulder twitched. She froze his muscles again. She wasn’t worried about how many times she froze limbs. They recovered a lot faster than brains.

“She was a Wixx,” he continued. “The last of one of the most powerful branches of the founders.”

“There are lots of Wixx witches.” She’d seen how many times the name popped up in the library. She had to have hundreds of distant cousins.

“They are weak offshoots with diluted bloodlines. Madeline’s line was strong.”

“Are you saying the Wixx line intermarried?”

“No. They kept the line strong by marrying only the strongest from other families, people like me.”

“It was an arranged marriage.” Her dad had mentioned it in his letter.

“Yes.”

“You didn’t love her. You barely knew her.”

He sent another glare her way. “Just because it was arranged doesn’t mean I didn’t have feelings for her.”

A dark smell – anger – was rolling from him. It was stronger than anything she’d ever sensed off Brayton, even before they’d become friends.

“Why are you so mad?”

“Because she let herself be sullied with the likes of your father!” he yelled. 

Now they were getting somewhere. “My father? How do you know my father?”

“I saw her, them, together. They were embracing. She let a wolf touch her.”

“You saw them together? Where?” Her parents were very careful of PDA. Other witches and wolves wouldn’t be able to detect her mom was a witch unless she did magic, but even a human and a wolf couple was something other witches and wolves would notice.

“I followed her from the store. I just wanted to say hello. I was about to get out of my car and knock on the door when a wolf drove up on his motorcycle and right into the garage like he lived there.”

That was impossible. Her dad didn’t have a door opener and it was a one-car garage. “How did you know he was a wolf if you were in your car?”

He ignored her question and continued. “I walked around the house to find a window in case she needed help.”

In other words, he was peeping. He must have been standing close enough when Dad drove up that he could feel her dad’s wolf aura.

“He had her up against a wall. I thought he was attacking her.”

“You saw them doing what?” She’d never even seen them kiss, just hug.

“I broke through the window and used a charm on him to get him off her. She didn’t even thank me. She dropped down beside him and started touching him, calling for him. She was crying when she looked up at me. Crying, over a wolf! ‘What did you do?’, she asked me. I told her I’d saved her. She shook her head and told me I’d destroyed her, and it made me mad. I waited sixteen years for her and the whole time she was hiding out with a wolf, someone who wasn’t even fit to breathe the same air she did, much less touch her.”

The air around him shimmered with power. He was going to set himself on fire if he wasn’t careful. She froze his muscles again. When that didn’t work, she froze the rest of him. The shimmer faded and vanished.

She released the breath she hadn’t realized she was holding, but it didn’t stop the tremor in her hands or the sick feeling in her stomach. It was dumb bad luck that her parents had died. Mom must have gone shopping after she dropped her off at school. She’d probably known her dad was coming by. She always seemed to know somehow. Maybe she’d planned a nice lunch for them. Her dad had been gone for weeks. It would have been the first time they’d been alone without her around somewhere near in years.

She was glad they were truly attracted to each other. After reading her dad’s letter, she’d wondered if her parents were just friends and he’d only stuck around for her.

And now they were gone.

She quickly wiped her face. Now wasn’t the time to cry. She had to escape before her mom’s ex woke up, but how? She hadn’t found a single key on his person and the only ways out that weren’t blocked were the door and the window, if she could get up to it. Maybe he’d set the key on one of the tables or the shelf? She counted in her head while checking all the surfaces and anything that looked like it had been recently disturbed. At twenty-five, she froze him again. 

She didn’t find a key, but she did find the blood test and a CD-like disk that had a drop of blood in the middle. It was divided into 8 wedges, each with a different symbol. Two of the wedges had gold discoloration over the silver starting from the middle of the CD. She vaguely remembered seeing the symbols before, but she didn’t recall what they meant. She stuffed both tests into her pocket.

Maybe she was looking for the wrong thing. She switched to her magical sight and searched the door for spells. Bingo. The doorknob had a faint glow that smelled like...ink. Why would a spell smell like ink? Did she have to write something? Maybe her captor traced a password in the air to get out. She hoped not. She’d never get out of here. What else could you use ink for? Drawing, coloring, printing, finger printing! She needed his fingerprints. 

He was bigger than her, but he wasn’t fat, far from it. She grabbed his ankles and dragged him to the door. His right hand didn’t work, but putting his left hand on the handle like he was going to open the door did. She maneuvered a stone near the door into place to keep the door from shutting, then dragged him clear. 

She wasn’t a thief, but if she didn’t eat soon, things would get dicey. Plus, Gaian had kidnapped her and transported her against her will, not to mention, murdered her parents. She felt completely justified in transferring the thirty dollars in his wallet to her pocket. It wasn’t nearly enough to get her home though. According to his phone, which she unlocked with his finger, she was in rural Illinois, about 150 miles away from college and her friends. Phooey. It would take days to get home by foot. If only she’d memorized the guys’ numbers instead of Alpha Silver’s real one. In hindsight, she should have memorized the number of someone a little less conspicuous like Brayton. It would make sense if she called him, since he was her alpha’s son, or better, his dad. Using Gaian’s phone to call an alpha that she’d barely associated with might make Gaian curious and if he found out Alpha Silver was actually her biological father rather than her uncle, it could have deadly consequences. 

His finger twitched when she tossed the phone on his chest. Her time was up. She froze him one last time and slipped out the door, taking all his charms with her. She wouldn’t use them, but that didn’t mean he should be allowed to keep them either.
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Outside, the day smelled new and fresh and awash in magic, literally. Her nose twitched at the rich magical smell even as her eyes told her everything was normal. Where was the smell coming from? Long shadows stretched across the expanse of lawn in front of her thanks to the rising sun at her back. To her right was a large, two-story house, brick, with a long covered porch. Sturdy stone molding lined the windows and roof line. It was more than big enough for a family or three to live in. The only thing that stood between her and the porch was a tree trunk, but there was no one on the porch or the yard to notice her. 

Not a road was in sight. The map on the phone had indicated she was in the country somewhere and this homestead was an island along a rural road in the midst of miles of farmland. If she jogged about seven miles north and west, there was a fast-food restaurant that should be open where she could eat and hopefully borrow a phone. All she had to do was find a road and get there without being seen.

She peeked around the corner of the front of the garage, expecting a long driveway and maybe a barn. Instead, she saw what was basically a small town. Was this a covenstead? That would explain the magical smell. She’d wanted to visit one ever since her college roommate had told her about them, but Honey never thought she’d get the chance. Unless she wore a thick air shield, witches could sense her wolf side and no witch would allow a wolf into their territory. It would be like wolves letting a witch onto their pack lands. 

At least ten houses of different sizes and styles and mailboxes sat side-by-side along a lengthy, gravel two-lane driveway. A median strip with shady trees and colorful flowers culminated at an equally colorful circle with a flagpole in front of the big house where the road made a loop. More flowering plants lined the small yards and gravel driveways populated with mostly older cars. It looked like a nice place to live. Not surprisingly, there were people out and about. In her quick glance, she spotted one on a porch drinking coffee, one in her yard, and a third talking through the screen door to someone in her house. Honey pulled back out of sight. They were such close neighbors, they had to know Gaian. Did they know what he was up to? Would they help her even though she was a wolf? 

She couldn’t take the chance. 

Sliding to the other end of the wall, she peeked around the corner to the back of the garage. The houses had a normal allotment of sheds and garages, but instead of individual yards surrounded by fences, the houses shared a huge backyard that flowed downhill to a large garden and a big pond. A man with a fishing pole and a white, curly-haired dog were strolling down a well-worn path toward the pond. She ducked back beside the garage before the dog turned his head. Phooey. She was running out of time. She had to go somewhere before her parent’s murderer woke up and freed himself. 

A large, nicely mowed yard of green stretched out in front of her. Beyond that was a solid wood fence, a line of trees, and a field. If she could just get over the fence, there was a good chance she’d be able to slip around the covenstead without being seen and then she could go north. She took one last look around to make sure it was clear, then sprinted across the grass. The fence got taller and the pickets sharper-looking as she moved closer, but it was still shorter than what they’d crawled over in WOLF class. She’d have no problems getting over. The fence was tall enough though, that she’d be jumping blind. Normally that wouldn’t worry her, but if she landed in a hole and twisted her ankle, there weren’t any doctors to help her here. She veered toward a flower bed and a big tree with a sturdy branch that extended over the fence. 

The flower bed was a lot larger than it looked from a distance. Some of the plants were tall enough to hide someone if they crouched down, as Honey quickly discovered. She made a split-second adjustment to avoid the woman with a big hat who was pulling weeds behind a bush but still managed to leap over the area the woman was tending to, springboard off the nearby wheelbarrow, and jump high enough to pull herself onto the sturdy branch she’d aimed for.

“You’ll want to watch out for the wards, dear,” the lady commented while Honey worked her way around the trunk toward the fence.

Honey paused and looked down. All she could see was the top of the woman’s hat and her floral gloves wrapped around the stem of the stubborn vine she was trying to pull. “You’re trapped in here?” 

“Of course not. The driveway is open.”

Not helpful. Even if she did make it down the drive, there was no way she could outrun a car, or several. 

She’d already figured out there was a ward. The magical smell of iron and lightning she’d noticed when she stepped out of the garage had gotten stronger the closer she came to the fence. She was close enough now that she could see a slight yellow glow even before she looked at it with magic. How had she not seen it from the garage? Maybe that was part of the spell.

With her magic sight, the ward looked like a very large glowing net with bright strips of yellow magic and molecules loosely woven together. The big, continuous net followed the fence all the way around the yard and as far as she could see back around the garage and the houses. While she was scoping out the extent of the net, she noticed the garage door from which she’d escaped fly open. Mom’s ex was awake. Either she’d have to find a hiding place, break through the ward, or make a run for the drive. 

The women beneath the tree scratched vigorously at the ground with a little hand rake. If she was a witch, Honey was certain the woman would sense she was a wolf. Why was the woman not trying to alert anyone and why had she warned Honey about the ward? Did she expect her to give up and run for the drive? Were there guards? 

No one would expect her to go through the ward. Through the ward it was then, but first, Honey pulled up her air shield. There was no point in letting the woman know she had magic too.

Moving the strands turned out to be easy. Making them stay where she put them took a little finessing, but before the murderer even thought to head across the yard, she had a nice open hole carved out above the branch that was too high to crawl through and too low to step through. Oops. It was about perfect for her wolf to dive through, but she had a feeling the lady below her was watching even though she wasn’t looking. Had she
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