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      Everyone has a secret, a past, or something they’d just rather forget. Angie and Andreas are no different. But when their paths cross, they come face to face with the horrible truths that have been lying in wake haunting them for years. Andreas has lived with his uncle who has forced him to keep a secret about his father since he was a pup. But he isn’t a pup anymore, and he’s ready to claim his mate, despite the fact that he has been forbidden by Uncle Pete, and told to stay away from the female that was no ordinary human. And to see that Andreas did as he was told, Pete called in some old friends to help him keep his nephew in line. 

      Angie has lived with the shame and guilt surrounding her parents’ deaths for years.  No one except her knows the awful truth about what really happened that day, but she was a minor, and she was scared, and now she was alone. She wants Andreas like she has never wanted anybody before, but has to come to realize she has accidentally cast him out. She can’t have it both ways, he’s either all in or all out.
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      Angie entered her father’s abandoned cabin and closed the door behind her; she hadn’t been back there since she was a kid. It hurt too much. Every time she thought about the fun she and her parents had there whenever they got the chance to get away, she was reminded that they were gone and it was all her fault, and even though they had left the cabin and everything else they owned, to her in their will, she still referred to it as ‘dads’ cabin’ and probably always would.

      Angie had never planned to sell the old timber dwelling; she also had never planned on using use it. But after the messy breakup with her long-time boyfriend Reece, she needed a quick getaway, and the only place she could think of that he couldn’t bother or harass her was there. There, she could feel her father’s essence and embrace the comfort she had always felt when he held her in his arms and promised that everything would be alright, and usually, it was.

      She picked up the dusty old family photo on the mantle above the fire. She blew the chalky resin off its face and looked down at the image of her and her parents, proudly holding the biggest catfish they had ever caught in the lake. The funny thing was it had been caught only fifty yards from the front of the cabin. Her father had built it with his bare hands and never missed an opportunity to remind her and her mother of his handiwork. “I miss you, daddy,” she said as she recalled how close her father and her were, “I sure could use some of your advice right now.”

      She returned the photo to its place on the ledge and then looked around at the familiar yet oddly unfamiliar surroundings. She was surprised after seeing the photo at how little dust had collected on the majority of treasures inside the cabin. She would have thought someone had been staying there if she didn’t know any better. She shook her head and convinced herself she was being silly, and the breakup with Reece had just thrown her. After she’d discovered him cheating on her, it was all she could do to keep from turning him into stone and using him as a garden ornament.

      A howl in the distance caught her attention. ‘The wolves,’ she thought to herself as she recalled how frightened she was as a child whenever she heard them howling during the midnight hours. Angie wasn’t that timid little girl anymore. She feared nothing except the pain of a broken heart. And Reece had certainly done his best to achieve that, but he didn’t break her heart. Honestly, she didn’t care enough about him to be heartbroken, insulted maybe, but not heartbroken. If anything, she was looking for a reason to end their relationship anyway. It had stagnated, and he was beginning to annoy her with stale jokes and a lack of enthusiasm to revive it. She didn’t care that he cheated. She only wished it didn’t have to be with someone as ordinarily slutty as Selina Hindman. That was the biggest insult. It made Angie feel worthless. But Reece was a master at making bad decisions, and one day he’d regret the decision to make a fool out of Angie.

      Once again, her thoughts were interrupted, but this time it was by a loud banging at the door. Angie looked through the window to see an older man in uniform standing outside. She opened the door to see a familiar face, though she couldn’t place it. “Hello, can I help you?” She asked once she’d opened the door.

      “Ma-am I’m officer Brennan, I’ve heard there was some movement in the old Hudson cabin and decided to drop by and have a look. Do you mind me asking for some ID and why you are here? Nobody has been around here since Mr and Mrs Hudson passed.”

      “I can tell,” Angie said as she introduced herself. “Thank you for your concern officer, but this was my parent’s cabin, I’m Angelique Hudson.”

      The officer squinted at her trying to get a better look at her.

      “I can give you my licence if you need it.”

      “Good God, so it is! Good to see you, Little Angel!” he exclaimed, happy to see the little girl he’d almost forgotten existed.

      Angie had long forgotten that nickname and the only people who ever called her that outside her family was the law enforcement officer standing before her. “U, Uncle Mike?” she stuttered, recalling that she had always called him, given she had no real uncles.

      He quickly pulled her into his embrace, she nervously wrapped her arms around his old but solid frame, and within seconds she began to relax in his arms. It wasn’t her daddy, but it was the most comforting hug she had had since her parents passed away. It felt like home to her, and a tear escaped her eyes.

      ‘What are you doing up here, Angle? And how long will you be around? I know Martha would love to get a glimpse of you now that you’re all grown up.” Martha was his wife and had always been fond of little Angelique. They only had two sons of their own, and she had longed to have a little girl, but sadly that was never in the cards for them. She was forced to have an emergency hysterectomy after her third but still-born son Ivan was born. Angelique was the closest thing to a daughter she’d ever had. Her visits filled Martha with joy, and she would take her for the cooking and sewing lessons that her boys would never get involved with.

      “I’m not sure Uncle, I only just arrived a few hours ago. I’m surprised anybody even knew I was here.”

      “Oh, you know how small towns are, everybody knows everybody, and nothing goes un-noticed.”

      “I see.” She replied as she looked over his shoulder and noticed a few cabins had been built on the other side of the lake. “Who lives in those cabins across there?” she asked, pointing her finger toward her new neighbors.

      “Well, that’s the Parkers on the left, the Campbells in the middle, and the Bennets on the right, and a way behind them is Andreas Devereaux. He lives alone. I believe Pete Bennet is his uncle. They all built and moved in within six months of each other. We’re a small town on the up.” She told her. They are all pretty quiet and well-behaved. They keep to themselves mostly and only come to town to do a weekly shop.”

      “Nice,” she replied as she turned to invite him in.

      “Oh no, I’m only here to check out who was here, but like I said, Martha would love to see you, so how about dinner tonight? I’ll call her and let her know to expect company, and I won’t take no for an answer.”

      After she agreed to the invite, Officer Brennan left, but not before warning her to be aware of the growing wolf population in the area, especially at night.

      She promised to be careful.
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      Angie was dressed and ready to head to the Brenan’s for dinner. She didn’t honestly feel like going, but after the hug from Uncle Mike, she sure was looking forward to receiving one from Aunt Martha. As she stepped out onto the porch, she was greeted by the biggest grey wolf she’d ever seen, standing on the edge of the timber floorboards as if it were his home. After her initial shock, Angie quickly went back inside and locked the door. “Fuck!” she gasped as she regained her composure. She could hear the wolf’s breath on the other side of the door she was now desperately leaning against. “Get out of here!” she shouted while banging on the door. She turned and noticed her father’s rifle still hanging on the wall. She knew it could be dangerous to fire it after such a long time, but what else could she do? That wolf was a giant, and it didn’t seem to fear her at all. She scrambled across the floor and reached for the gun, praying to God that it would still fire. She loaded the empty magazine with bullets and fired one shot at the door, hoping the wolf was right where he needed to be to receive the bullet on the other side.

      “Bingo!” she shouted when she heard the wolf whimper and scurry away.

      She carefully opened the door and ran to her car at the end of the driveway, carrying her father’s rifle just in case he returned while she was out.

      She arrived at the Brenan’s house at around 7:00 pm, but Martha had no idea who her guest was. Mike opened the door and held his forefinger to his pursed lips as he shooshed Angie into silence. They crept into the house and towards the kitchen, where Martha was putting the finishing touches on the dinner she’d meticulously prepared. Angie had to admit that after what seemed like a lifetime of living on tv dinners and take-out, that home-cooked meal smelled divine, and suddenly she was so hungry she was salivating.

      “Do you recognize this face?” Mike asked as he and Angie approached her. Martha turned and immediately knew who stood before her. “Angel!” she screamed as she wiped her hands on the dish towel and rushed to embrace the little girl that had returned all grown up. “Oh my God, you are beautiful! come and sit down and tell me everything you’ve been up to.” Martha led her to the dining table, offered her a glass of wine, then returned to the kitchen to prepare their meals while listening to everything Angie had been doing since her parents died.

      No one wanted to bring it up, but Angie felt that it had to be done if they were going to be able to relax when they spoke of memories of them. So, she bit the bullet and started, “Mom would have loved knowing there were neighbors across the lake. She always hated such isolation out there. The Brenans fell quiet, unsure of
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