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A Dove’s Wing

 

By Katya Harris

 

When his nephew shoots a dove with a BB gun, veterinarian Abel March promises the remorseful boy that he will take care of the bird and its broken wing. He doesn’t count on the dove changing into a (very naked) man in the middle of the night.

The shapeshifter’s name is Darcy and his clan has just moved into the area, much to the dismay of some of the residents who hold prejudices against their kind.

Sweet and sometimes sassy, Darcy is the first man Abel has felt connected to for a long time. He wants to keep him safe, and when someone threatens him, Abel reacts with unusual ferocity. He’s falling in love with Darcy, but when circumstances separate them, he’s left not knowing if the sentiment is returned.

The answer to that question will change both of their lives forever.




Chapter One

 

 

AS SOON as Billy pulled the trigger, he knew he’d made a mistake. Ignoring Lance’s sound of protest, he threw the BB gun to the ground, but it was too late. The shot cracked through the quiet forest, echoed first by Billy’s cry and then the bird’s as it fell from its perch in a flurry of ragged feathers.

Chased by Lance’s bloodthirsty whoop, Billy ran forward. Skidding to a stop in front of the bird, he hunched over it, his hands hovering uselessly over the little animal. What have I done? What have I done? repeated over and over in his head.

A black barrel appeared out of the corner of his eye. Whipping around, Billy pushed the BB gun away. “Lance, what are you doing?”

A gleaming light Billy didn’t like danced about in his friend’s eyes. Lance aimed his new gun back at the bird. “I’m putting it out of its misery. It’s still breathing.”

It was. Billy hadn’t noticed its sides were still moving. Even as he looked, the bird started to move its wings in a weak flutter.

This time Billy used his shoulders to knock Lance’s gun aside. Carefully sliding his hands beneath the bird’s small body, he picked it up and cradled it against his chest.

“What are you doing, Billy?” Lance demanded. “Put it down and I’ll kill it.”

“No.” Lurching to his feet, awkward with his need not to jostle the bird and hurt it any more, Billy walked away. “I’m going to take it to my uncle.” Uncle Abel’s house was nearby, nearer than Billy’s own, and he was a vet.

Lance frowned. “Why? I wanna shoot it.”

Billy turned his shoulder, shielding the bird. “Go away, Lance.”

“Billy—”

“Go away!” he screamed and took off, running through the trees toward his uncle’s house.

 

 

“UNCLE ABEL! Uncle Abel!”

Panic kicked Abel in the stomach. Dropping the basket of laundry he had just been about to sort, he ran down the stairs toward Billy’s shrill voice. His nephew was in the kitchen, his small, usually sun-kissed face pale and dominated by huge, tear-damp eyes. What the hell had happened?

Racing over to him, Abel grabbed hold of Billy’s thin shoulders. “Billy, what’s wrong?”

Billy’s bottom lip trembled. More tears spilled over and ran down his cheeks. “I’m sorry, Uncle Abel. I shouldn’t have done it, I know.”

Abel’s frown deepened. “Done what?”

Billy’s arms shifted, and it was then that Abel noticed what he was holding. A bird. He knew then that Billy wasn’t the one who was hurt, not physically at least.

Carefully, Abel lifted the bird out of his nephew’s arms. It was a dove. Abel cradled it in his big hands, examining it. “What happened to it?”

The expression on Billy’s face could only be called stricken. “I—” He licked his lips. “I shot it, Uncle Abel. With Lance’s new BB gun. I’m so sorry. Is it gonna be okay?”

Abel’s mouth had tightened at Billy’s confession. His stomach roiled, and he made a mental note to have a word with his brother-in-law, Billy’s dad, about the friends his son was running around with.

“I don’t know,” he said and watched, unmoved, as Billy flinched at his cold tone.

Taking the bird over to the sun-drenched kitchen table, Abel examined it. It was breathing and was even awake, its eyes watching him as he gently extended one wing and then the other. With a weak cry the dove started to struggle in his hands.

“Shh, shh, shh, shhhh. Easy there,” Abel crooned, stroking its ruffled feathers back into place. The dove calmed beneath the gentle touch of his hand. It really was a beautiful bird, its feathers a pale bluish gray that shaded down to almost white along the tips of its wings, with a black ring circling its neck.

“Is it going to be all right, Uncle Abel?”

There was true regret in Billy’s trembling voice, and Abel felt the heavy knot of anger in his chest ease. He sighed. He didn’t like being angry, and with his only and beloved nephew least of all.

“I think so. The BB didn’t pierce the skin, but its wing is broken.”

The beginnings of hope started to unfurl in Billy’s eyes. “Can you fix it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. As long as shock doesn’t kill the poor thing, it should be all right, but I can’t make any promises.”

Reaching out a dirty and shaking fingertip, Billy stroked a barely there caress over the dove’s head. “I’m sorry,” he whispered to it.

The dove cooed, a whisper of sound.

Holding the bird to his chest with one arm, Abel found a clean dish towel and wrapped it snugly around it, making sure its wings were lying properly at its sides. The poor little thing didn’t even struggle, just watched with—

Huh. Abel frowned. The dove’s eyes weren’t the usual bird black, but a deep midnight blue. Abel gave a mental shrug. He might have thought its strange eyes were a sign of blindness, but it seemed to be perfectly aware. In fact, it watched him closely as he tended to it.

“I’ll put it in a nice, warm place.” The pantry should do it.

Looking up, Abel skewered Billy with his sharp gaze. “You need to go and tell your dad what’s happened.”

Billy swallowed, his thin neck working. He knew how his dad felt about guns and his probable reaction to his son traipsing around the forest and shooting animals with his friend.

“Okay,” he said, firming the set of his shoulders. “I will.”

Abel nodded once. Brave kid. Good kid, this incident notwithstanding. “Good.” Standing in front of Billy, he curled his free hand around Billy’s shoulder. Leaning forward, he looked directly into the boy’s eyes. “I don’t need to tell you that what you did is bad, wrong. I can see that you feel guilty about hurting the bird, but I won’t lie to you—this bird could still die and even if it lives, there is no guarantee it will ever fly again.” Abel steeled himself against the fat tears that started to roll down Billy’s cheeks, and forced the next words out of his mouth. “And that is your fault.”

Folding his lips together, although he couldn’t contain a ragged sob, Billy nodded.

“Are you going to do it again?”

The boy shook his head this time. “No, Uncle Abel. Never.”

Abel nodded again, satisfied. They lived in the Colorado mountains—Abel’s house backed into forest—and hunting culture was alive and well in their small town. Killing an animal for food was one thing, but taking a life for sport was something else entirely, and Abel knew Billy’s dad felt exactly the same way.

Hooking his hand around Billy’s neck, Abel pulled him forward to kiss his forehead. “I’ll give you and your dad a call later, let you know how the bird is doing. Okay?”

“Okay.” Billy looked up at him. Pain, sharp and familiar, lanced through Abel’s left side—the boy looked so much like his mother, Abel’s dead sister, in that moment. Like Mia, and him, Billy’s eyes were a dark, liquid brown only a shade or two lighter than the hair color they all shared. The only features he had seemed to inherit from his father were his pale skin and the freckles sprinkled across his nose and cheeks.

Abel cleared his throat. “Go on. I have things to do and so do you.”

With another last stroke to the bird’s head, Billy left. He looked so miserable Abel decided that if William didn’t talk to Lance’s dad, then he would. Not that it would really do any good, he reminded himself. Lance’s father had probably given him the damn BB gun in the first place.

Gusting a sigh, Abel looked down at the dove that calmly looked back at him. Strange bird. “Come on,” he said to it. “Let’s get you settled.”




Chapter Two

 

 

ABEL JERKED awake. Staring into the soft darkness of his bedroom, he listened to the heavy thump of his heartbeat in his ears and wondered what the hell had awakened him up.

A muffled crash had him scrambling out of bed and reaching for the baseball bat he kept underneath it. Hefting it in his damp grip, he padded out of his bedroom. Sweat prickled over his bare skin, and he wished he’d thought to pull on some pants. Please don’t let there be an intruder, he prayed. The last thing he wanted to do was protect his home with his junk hanging out.

Breathing hard, Abel crept through the upstairs of his house. There was no one there. Avoiding the creaky step at the top, he went downstairs.

Furtive noises drifted from the kitchen. Soft scrapes and the sound of someone breathing. Firming his grip on the bat, Abel charged around the corner and stopped so quickly he nearly fell on his ass.

“What the fuck?”

The man on the floor flinched. The naked man.

Teetering on the edge of an epic freak-out, Abel yelled, “Who the fuck are you? What are you doing in my house? Why the hell are you naked?” Okay, so maybe he was already freaking out.

Slumped on his side, the man looked up at him and didn’t say a thing.

The bat started to slip out of Abel’s suddenly numb fingers, and he caught it with a convulsive clench of his hand.

Even in the dim silver moonlight coming through the windows, the guy was beautiful. It was totally inappropriate, but Abel’s cock twitched. Yep, he was definitely going to invest in some pajama pants from now on. No more sleeping naked.

For a second he thought he might be dreaming, but no dream could be this excruciatingly awkward.

Without lowering the bat, Abel snapped out a hand and hit the light switch.

The man cried out as light flooded the room. Falling onto his back, he threw a hand up to shield his eyes, and Abel squinted too.

“Please. Don’t hurt me.”

Abel blinked rapidly to clear away the last of the light spots from his eyes. The intruder’s voice sounded so afraid, he found himself lowering the bat. The end hit the hardwood floor with a crack that made the prone man whimper. Careful not to move too suddenly, Abel leaned the bat against the nearest wall.

Holding his hands out, he said, “It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you, but I’d still like to know who you are, and what you’re doing in my house. Naked.”

It was as the last word left his mouth that Abel realized the guy’s arm was draped awkwardly over his stomach. It was broken.

Connections shot through Abel’s head so fast they made his skull ring.
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