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        Men are just like cats. They don’t do what they’re told and constantly want cuddles.

      

        

      
        Kat misses her solitary assassin life. Instead of doing one cold-hearted kill after another, she now has to deal with two and a half men all vying for her attention. But with a new crisis emerging, she doesn’t have time for one relationship, let alone three.

        Kittens are being taken, including Ryker’s son. Is there a killer on the loose or is someone trying to get Kat’s attention?

      

        

      
        The second book in this purrfectly exciting urban fantasy series.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      No animals were harmed in the making of this book. On the contrary, two bunnies got a lot of cuddles (and in return, they nibbled holes into the author’s socks).

      However, there are some scenes that animal lovers might find upsetting.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      As you will know from the first book in the series, this book is set in a world very similar to our own, but there are some deciding differences. Technology has developed differently, and while there are many devices you may be used to, such as televisions, there are no mobile phones, cars or the internet. No guns, either.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      This book is written in British English and uses some British expressions and idioms. Please don’t see these as spelling mistakes. We say mum rather than mom, use a lot of ‘s’ instead of ‘z’ (cosy, realise, …) and use ‘got’ as the past participle of ‘get’ (instead of ‘gotten’).
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      And finally, subscribe to Skye’s newsletter for updates about new releases: skyemackinnon.com/newsletter

    

  


  
    
      
        
        In memory of Mitza, also known as Muffin, Cucumber and other food related names.

        Your purring is greatly missed.
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      It’s official. I’ve turned into a crazy cat lady. The horde of kittens at my feet is living proof of that.

      Seven kittens of all colours and shapes. I was told that they were all from the same litter, but even though I know it’s possible, I’m having a hard time believing that. One ginger kitten has a coat so fluffy that his eyes were hardly visible underneath all that fur. A sibling – if it is indeed related – has barely any hair at all, looking very naked. I think it’s supposed to be like that, but that doesn’t stop me from thinking that someone should knit a blanket for it.

      Not me, obviously. The only thing I use knitting needles for is to poke out eyes. They’re quite efficient at that.

      “What am I going to do with you?” I mutter, staring down at the kittens. They were delivered to me anonymously, with nothing but a bag of cat food and a handwritten note. A ‘donation’, they called it. I shake my head in disbelief. A donation of seven kittens. Not exactly what I need just now. I’ve got enough to deal with without a bunch of furry fluff balls meowing for attention.

      “Cats!”

      Benjamin runs down the stairs, excitement written all over his face. Alright, if I’m the crazy cat lady, he’s reached an entirely different level of craziness. The deluded cat gentleman?

      I now leave all of the feeding and petting duties to him, although I do offer occasional cuddles. Not many of the cats accept that from me. They’re proud animals, and because I understand their language, I’m not quite the same as a human petting them. With Benjamin, they can pretend to be nothing but fluffy animals but, with me, they have to prove how intelligent and kick-arse they are. Luckily, these kittens haven’t learned that distinction yet, and they rub against my legs, vying for cuddles.

      “They were delivered an hour ago,” I tell Benjamin. “Don’t suppose you know anything about that?”

      Other people wouldn’t notice the slight twitch of his right eyelid, but I’m a professional.

      “Benjamin?!”

      He shrugs. “I told a friend that I was looking after some stray cats. Maybe it was him.”

      I glare at him. “You told a friend where we live?”

      “Don’t look at me like that. He knows already. He’s referred a few of our clients, actually.”

      One of the kittens is trying to climb up my leg and I gently pick it up, cradling it in my arms.

      “Kittens, eh?” I sigh. “They’re your responsibility. If you can’t deal with them, I’ll tell one of the adult cats and they’ll add them to their family.”

      Benjamin grins happily. “They’ll want for nothing.”

      “As long as Meow doesn’t want for nothing either,” I warn him. “Remember, this is still a business, no matter how many cats live in this house. We are not an animal shelter.”

      I leave him to it, taking the kitten with me. She’s a glossy black with bright blue eyes lined with silver. Unusual and absolutely striking.

      “Do you have a name yet?” I ask, but she’s too young to understand. She can’t be older than a couple of weeks, and cats don’t develop the ability to understand me in human form until they’re around eight weeks old. I could shift, but I might have to do that soon and doing it twice will take too much energy.

      I dread that shift. Not because of the shifting, but because of the conversation I’m going to have. With Ryker. The cat who isn’t a cat. Who’s deceived me ever since we met. Granted, he never actually looked at me and lied to my face by saying, “I’m Ryker, I’m a cat, I’m not a shifter,” but it should be simple feline decency to tell a fellow shifter one’s species.

      He’s been out of town for a couple of days, long enough for me to practice our conversation again and again. Still, I’m not feeling prepared at all. I’ve distracted myself by cleaning up the last of the Healers mess. We’ve destroyed their labs and research, checked in with the children who got poisoned and were given the antidote, and killed quite a few people. Lennox, Gryphon and I have become quite a good team. Luckily, we’ve been so busy that I haven’t had the time to think about feelings. Emotions. Attractions.

      I’m going to avoid dealing with that for as long as I possibly can. Life is difficult enough without getting attached to people.

      Now that all traces of the Healers have been eradicated, life will hopefully return to normal. I’ve got several contracts lined up. Good old assassinations, nothing special. I’m glad. I won’t do any more investigations any time soon. Not after this experience. Of course, I’m happy that we got to help all those children, but I don’t want to get involved in things like that again. Ever since starting Meow, I’ve been trying to keep a low profile, keep out of sight from the Pack, but I’m afraid that this case may have thrown waves that I can’t take back.

      Lennox is pestering me about making plans to attack the Pack for selling children for experiments, but I’m wary. We’re not strong enough to face them, even with Gryphon on our side. Three against a hundred or more isn’t feasible really.

      I retreat to my office, the kitten purring in my arms. I sit her on my lap and take a look at my mail. The boring part of running a business. Bills, bills and more bills. Mr Kindler’s brother still hasn’t paid me. I made quite a bit of money during the investigation because the baddies kept leaving their cash lying around, but I rely on clients paying their fees. I’ll send him one more reminder and if he doesn’t give me what he owes, I’ll pay him a visit with my knives. I doubt he was involved in the poisonings, otherwise, he wouldn’t have wanted anyone to look into his brother’s death, but I won’t have any pity for him if he doesn’t pay.

      There’s one letter with a familiar symbol pressed into the thick paper. A snake biting its own tail. My mysterious benefactor. I’ve not heard from him since he told me that his granddaughter died. To be honest, I’m quite glad about that. I wouldn’t know what to say to him. ‘My condolences’ doesn’t quite cut it.

      I open the envelope with one of my knives – this one was in a sheath wrapped around my lower thigh – and take out the letter. Ink stains are blotted all around the edges. I didn’t think Mystery Man was the kind of person to send such an untidy letter. His clothes were always immaculate, all the way from his top hat down to his perfectly polished shoes.

      To whom it may concern.

      My father died two days ago. While going through his accounts I found that he’d given you full usage of one of his properties. Since I don’t want to get involved in that side of his business, I shall give you the deeds of this house in return of a full non-disclosure agreement as well as an assurance of no future demands for money or assistance.

      Please find corresponding documents attached.

      I read it again. And again.

      The house is mine. Even though Mystery Man had made it sound like it was mine to keep when we first met, I always had it at the back of my mind that one day, he might want it back. Now, that worry can disappear.

      Oh. And he’s dead. Such a pity. Should I send flowers? Is that what you do when you didn’t kill the person who’s died?

      I should probably feel sad, but I don’t. I didn’t really know him. He always stayed a mystery. I’m grateful to him, very, but that’s not really enough to make me sad. Especially when the house is now officially mine.

      I take a quick look at the contract and papers the daughter sent and sign them straight away. I don’t think I’m going to get a better offer. I put the letter on my out-tray – yes, I actually have one, I can’t believe it myself – and decide that it’s enough office work for one day. I need to do some finances at some point, but not today. I’m in mourning. That’s my excuse.

      The little kitten meows.

      “Yes, I’ve not forgotten you,” I mutter and tickle her head. She immediately starts purring again. Such a cutie.

      I hear Lily long before she enters the office. Without knocking, obviously.

      "You two are very cute," she says with a look at the kitten in my lap. "Want some catnip?"

      The kitten stares at her unimpressed, then continues licking my arm. She doesn't know the pleasures of catnip yet. I shall have to introduce her. Although, no. I'd have to share. I'm not the sharing kind, especially when it comes to catnip. That stuff is the food of the Purry Gods. Lily is the only one who knows of my slight addiction.

      "Catnip?" I ask, pretending to be all cool about it. "Where?"

      She laughs evilly. "I was kidding. You'll have to get your own. I'm not aiding your drug habit, not after last time."

      I'm almost embarrassed about that incident. Almost. In the end, nobody should care about me rolling on the floor with a ball of yarn. While being human. Happens all the time, right?

      Lily leans against the wall, one of her muddy boots leaving traces on the wallpaper. Before, I wouldn't have cared but now this is my house. My property.

      "Feet off the walls," I growl and she raises an eyebrow.

      "What's going on?"

      I shrug. "Mystery man died, this house is mine now. No mud on the walls. No mud on the floor. No blood anywhere besides the basement. Got it?"

      She grins. "You own a house? Like an actual person? Like someone who has a job and goes to work and watches tv and doesn't kill people?"

      "Seems like it. I just hope that doesn't mean that I have to pay tax and get an insurance and all that crap."

      Lily laughs. "I can't imagine you comparing insurance prices. Ben might enjoy doing that though. I hadn't realised how much he enjoys numbers until he went through all those Kindler documents."

      "All his. I wonder if there's an insurance against attacks by hordes of enslaved shifters. That might come in handy."

      Her smile disappears. "Do you think the Pack is going to attack us?"

      "It's always been just a matter of time," I reply with a sigh. "I think they knew that I had the support of someone powerful, so they waited until they had more information. Once they find out that Mystery Man has died and that nobody is protecting me, they'll come to get me back. They can't let me make a precedent by escaping their rule. If that news spread, they'd have a rebellion to deal with."

      "Maybe we should be the ones to start it," Lily says thoughtfully.

      "Huh?"

      "The rebellion. If you go out in the open, let the Pack members know that it's possible to remove their collars and have a life of freedom, you might distract their leaders enough not to come for you."

      I groan. "You sound like Lennox. He wants me to take the fight to the Pack as well."

      Lily grins and pushes herself off the wall. "Good. Now I just need to get the others on my side and then we'll make you see reason."

      I don't tell her that I'm tempted by the idea of going against the Pack. There are reasons why I shouldn't even consider it, reasons the others don't know about.

      "By the way," Lily begins and walks over to my desk, leaning forward until I can see her boobs and her devilish smile.

      "What do you want?"

      She flutters her eyelashes at me. Seriously? She should know by now that this isn't the way to sway me. As attractive as she is, she's not my type.

      "So... I know we don't have an employment contract..."

      "Do you want a raise?" I ask suspiciously, but she shakes her head.

      "A holiday."

      I think my eyes are about to pop out of their sockets. A holiday? Is there anything more mundane?

      "Why?" I ask weakly. I've never had a holiday in all my life and I was assuming that it was the same for Lily. Even the idea of taking a few days off... actually, it's very tempting. I'm a business owner though. Self-employed. There are no days off. Death needs to happen regularly.

      "There's a thing I want to go to," she says, evading my eyes. "It's a... well, it's something I've always wanted to do."

      "Details," I demand, more out of curiosity than being a strict boss. Of course, she can have a holiday. I don't really care. Well, I care that she isn't inviting me, but that's another matter.

      "It's a convention," she mutters. "For people like me."

      "Poison-loving assassins?"

      "Do I really need to spell it out for you?" She sighs. "It's a succubi meetup."

      I gape at her. "Succubi? But you always said they don't exist. Whenever I suggested that you might be an incubus, you... you lied to me!"

      She shakes her head, still evading my eyes. "Incubus. You've always called me an incubus and they don't exist. They'd be the male equivalents of a succubus, but they aren't real. Succubi on the other hand... Well, I'm sorry. I'm so used not to telling people and so, of course, I didn't want to tell you when we first met. And then by the time we became friends, it felt too late."

      She finally looks at me, exposing her vulnerability. If I were someone else, I'd give her a hug.

      Instead, I just stare at her while gathering my thoughts. She's lied to me, but then, so have I. Just like her, I'm used to not telling the truth, bending it, omitting important details. I shouldn't feel as hurt as I do.

      "I'm sorry," she repeats. "I should have told you."

      I sigh. "It's not like I didn't suspect. I just thought you didn't know or didn't want to admit it to yourself."

      Lily shakes her head. "I was born into a succubus family and I went to one of their schools. I was trained to seduce, but I've always been more interested in poisons and assassinations. I dropped out of the academy and turned away from the succubus life, trying to become something else, someone I wanted to be, not who my upbringing dictated. But I miss my family and thought it might be a good idea to go to the annual succubus convention."

      I give her a small smile. It does sound like something she should do. It sounds way too social for me, but Lily is different. She loves being surrounded by other people, while I have always preferred my own company.

      "If I'm to give you a few days off, you have to answer my questions," I say, my smile turning into a grin. "And trust me, I want to learn all there is to know about succubi."
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      We end up in the living room with four packs of crisp and one half-empty bag of toffee popcorn.

      "So there are no male succubi?" I ask for the second time. It still boggles my mind.

      "Nope, succubi only have female offspring," Lily repeats. "We use human men to get us pregnant, but then they're no longer needed and it's all down to the women. Usually, several generations of succubi live together and help look after each others' daughters."

      "Does that mean you don't know your father?"

      "No idea who he is. He was a sperm donor, basically. I don't really care about who he was, although I'm rather grateful for his good genes. My mum is tiny so I must get my tallness from him."

      "And there's actually an academy for succubi?" I ask with a laugh. "Is it basically one big sex thing?"

      She shakes her head. "Sex is the smallest part of it all. We don't actually need to sleep with the people we feed off. Seduction can be much more efficient. Imagine it as the main course. Play with their feelings, get their hopes up, flirt a little, increase the tension, then fuck them for dessert."

      "Sounds fun."

      She grins, reminding me of the predator that she is. "Totally. I may have dropped out of the academy, but I'm an expert at seduction nonetheless. Sadly, it only works on humans, otherwise, I would have been able to take my holiday without divulging all my secrets."

      She winks at me. "Can I go? It's only going to be a couple of days. Unless I find some boy toys to play with, obviously. I'm thinking some rich guys to get some money from to repaint my bedroom."

      "Again?" I groan. "You've redecorated that at least four times in as many months."

      Lily shrugs. "I like to change things up a little. Having the same colour walls gets boring."

      Right now, her room is entirely black with some dark red drapings in the corners. Not really my style. I'd go for all black.

      The sound of the front door opening interrupts our conversation. I sniff the air. Gryphon. His scent is easy to recognise. Full of testosterone and suppressed anger. He's a bowstring waiting to snap. I'm going to have to make sure I'm not in the way when it happens. He seems all funny and jovial when he talks to me, but my cat senses keep warning me about the tension in him. There's something he's hiding, and I need to find out what it is.

      I don't like secrets, at least not when it's other people having them. I'm full of secrets, but that's a good thing. It's boring to tell other people everything about your life. Where's the fun in that? Besides, there are some things I'm not proud of, and that says a lot.

      "Who is it?" Lily asks, reminding me that she doesn't have the same shifter senses that I have. I'll have to ask her about her succubus skills later on. Is it just seduction or is there more to it?

      "Me."

      Gryphon enters the room before I can answer. He's all in black as usual, but rather than having his dark hair in a ponytail or in a bun, it falls onto his shoulders and ends around his collarbones. That answers the question I've had ever since I met him. Yes, his hair is longer than mine. Impressive. It's silkier than mine too. Mine would probably be shinier if I washed it more often, but my looks aren't very important to me. The dead don't care if their killer wore makeup or had frizzy hair.

      "I shall leave you to it."

      Lily slips out of the door before I can ask her to stay. Damn. I'd hoped not to be alone with Gryphon. He makes me feel uneasy. Not in a bad way, necessarily, but I don't know how to act around him. Yes, he makes me insecure. I admit it. Question is how to deal with that. Avoiding being alone with him has worked until now, but with Lily gone, I'll have to woman up and face him.

      He sits down on the sofa opposite me, then gets up again, removing an empty crisp bag from below his bum. I never claimed that anyone in this house is tidy or cleans up after themselves.

      "Why are you here?" I ask, a little surprised at how hostile I sound. I need to tone it down. I don't want him to realise how uncomfortable he makes me feel.

      "I was in the neighbourhood and thought I'd pop in," he says with a disarming grin. "How are things?"

      "I can smell your lie," I retort, giving him a stern stare. "Why did you really come?"

      His grin widens. "I was bored."

      I sigh. "Lie, again. Tell me the truth or I'll throw you out. I'm busy enough as it is."

      "You're not a very gracious host, you know that, right?"

      "I'm not a polite person," I snap back. "Now get out before I practice my knife throwing skills on you."

      He snickers. "Touchy. I guess it might make you happy to hear that I need your help."

      I raise an eyebrow. "You? My help?"

      Gryphon laughs. "Yes, me. Trust me, this wasn't my idea, but since you're the only assassin who comes close my own level of perfection-"

      "Close?!" I interrupt him. "I'm miles better than you."

      I catch the dart he throws at me just before it pricks my shoulder. Lucky for me, he's not as quick and my dart nips his chin. A drop of blood falls onto his black shirt. Bingo.

      Then I realise that we both threw darts at the same time. Like we think in a similar way. Nope. Not going down that route. I've worked hard to be different from others, even other assassins. It's the only way to stay unpredictable. Let's hope this was just a coincidence and not the start of a pattern.

      "Poisoned?" he asks and sniffs at the dart.

      "No, you'll be fine." I lean back and cross my arms behind my head. "What do you need my help with?"

      Now that I bested him, I feel a lot more confident. He wants my help, which gives me the upper hand. Maybe I'll have him grovel on the floor, kissing my feet. After that, he wouldn't think that he's better than me.

      "It's a girl," he begins and I stare at him in disbelief.

      "You want dating advice from me?"

      He laughs. "No, not that kind of girl. She's definitely not my type. She's too... innocent. She's a neighbour and someone's stolen her necklace."

      I shake my head. "I don't do investigating. That was a one-off, from now on it's back to killing. No more cases to solve, no more riddles, no more headaches."

      "If you find who the thief is, you get to kill them," he offers.

      I laugh. "I was told the same thing last time too. If I'd listened, you'd be dead now."

      He looks a little disappointed. "I'm sure I could find some cash if you need a reward."

      "I've got enough darems for now, thanks. I'm really not interested. I just want things to go back to how they were."

      "Mindless killing?" He smiles knowingly, although the disappointment is still evident in his voice.

      "Exactly. Someone tells me who to kill, I do it, I get paid. Easy. No running around searching for clues, no interrogating, no conspiracies. Just look at the chaos this investigation has left us with. Even now, there are still ends to tie up. No, I don't want this again. Sorry." I smile at him to soften my words a little. I've seen other people do that so it's worth a try. Not sure why curving your lips has such an effect on people, but oh well, I'm used to not understanding why they behave the way they do. In a perfect world, everyone would just say what they mean and not rely on meaningless gestures and smiles. "I'm sure you can find someone else to look into it."

      He stares at me intently, as if he's deciding whether this is my final word or not. I meet his eyes confidently. I'm not going to back down. I've already given Lily a favour by letting her take a holiday. Now it's time to be selfish. I've been behaving too human recently. I need to find my inner cat again.

      Gryphon nods curtly and gets up. "You know where to find me if you change your mind."

      He leaves me with a strange feeling. Guilt? Nah, that can't be. There's nothing I should have to feel guilty for. And no, I'm not feeling lonely either. I don't want him to stay and talk and become friends. Not in the slightest.

      Luckily, a meow distracts me from my thoughts. It's Nyx, her beautiful white fur all silky and shiny. If she was a human, I bet everyone would ask her what kind of product she uses on her hair. Since she's a cat... guess her saliva is particularly good.

      "What's up?" I ask her as she rubs against my legs, purring in contentment. "Have you been fed?"

      She purrs her affirmation. I'm surprised. In her place, I would have said no to get more food. An honest cat, who would have thought.

      Nyx meows and jumps onto the sofa, looking at me expectantly.

      "Ryker?" I ask and she nods. Damn it. I'd hoped I would have more time. I sigh and get up. Of course, Nyx immediately takes my place, stretching out on the warm sofa. Cats. They know how to indulge.
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      Ryker is waiting for me in the backyard. None of the other cats are here, it's just the two of us.

      He's even more impressive than I remember him. His fur around his neck is so bushy that it resembles a lion's mane. His yellow eyes stare at me with an intensity that makes a shiver run down my back. It’s time to face the music.

      I sigh and shift, my body stretching in ways entirely unnatural. When whiskers pop out of my cheeks, I swipe at them with my oversized paws. It tickles, although I kind of love having whiskers. They add an entirely new sense to the mix.

      “I’ve been told you want to talk to me,” Ryker says in his deep, melodious voice. “What’s this about?”

      Is he pretending not to know? I thought that he was avoiding me the past few days, but now that he’s there, I see no avoidance in those golden eyes of his. On the contrary, he’s staring at me with both respect and curiosity.

      “You lied to me,” I start, then realise that actually, he didn’t. “Or at least you omitted the truth.”

      His ears flick in confusion. “What are you talking about? I keep a lot of secrets as part of looking after my family, but none of them concern you enough to make you this upset.”

      Upset? Well, maybe I am. Shifters should identify themselves to each other. It’s easy to spot shifters walking around in their human form, but as animals, they’re much harder to find. Right now, so shortly after shifting, other shifters would know because I still smell of human, but after a couple of hours, that scent will have mostly disappeared.

      “What’s wrong?” Ryker asks again. I don’t know how to respond. For once in my life, I’m lost for words. I don’t want to lose his support and loyalty, but I also can’t stay quiet and just let him get away with it.

      “You didn’t tell me what you are,” I finally say. “It would have been nice to know.”

      He blinks at me. “What I am? Isn’t it obvious?”

      “It wasn’t to me. You should have told me.” I suppress a growl.

      He shakes his head. “I still don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m a cat. I thought every idiot could see that. Look, I have a tail.” He flicks it in an almost alluring manner. I curse my mind for interpreting his movement in that way.

      This time, I growl, the sound echoing in the enclosed space. “You’re not just a cat though, are you.”

      Instead of explaining himself, he starts to laugh. It’s a beautiful and very rare sound. Cats seldom laugh. Their lives are too sombre for that.

      “I’m a cat. Nothing but a cat. I was born a cat and I will die a cat. Now please, explain what the noisy kittens you’re on about.”

      Noisy kittens? Of course, Ryker would be too posh to swear. He’s that kind of cat.

      Guess there’s no way around it. “You’re a shifter,” I throw at him accusingly. “You’re like me and you never said.”

      His laugh stops and he stares at me, blinking several times. “Where on earth did you get that idea?”

      “Your blood. Lily tested it and it shows that you’ve got the shifter gene. You’re the same as me. Now stop denying it and shift! I want to have a proper conversation with you, not this charade you’ve been keeping up.”

      Ryker takes a step back. His fur gets even more bushy as he takes on a pounce-ready stance.

      “I’m not,” he stutters, his confidence all but gone. “I’m a cat.” He looks down at his paws and extends his claws. “See? I’m a cat. I’ve always been a cat. I’m not like you. I’m a cat. I’m a cat.”

      He continues to repeat it and that’s what convinces me that he really didn’t know. I’m good enough at reading both cats and humans to see his confusion for what it is.

      “You’re wrong,” he mutters. “It can’t be. I’d know.”

      I don’t know what to do. Of all the different scenarios I’d imagined, this wasn’t one of them. I’d thought he might deny it, but because he didn’t want me to know, not because he didn’t have a clue himself.

      “Blood doesn’t lie,” I say gently. “You’re a shifter. How can you not know? Your parents must have been shifters, they must have told you?”

      He looks at me, his eyes suddenly filled with sadness. “I’m a stray. I grew up on the streets, I never knew my parents. I’ve never had anything to do with humans or shifters until I met you. I’m a cat, I’m telling you. Take more of my blood. Test it again.”

      The urge to get closer, to rub my body against his in a gesture of comfort, is getting strong but I resist it. He needs to get through this on his own. I won’t be of any help to him. Well, I can already see that I’ll need to help him a lot to become a proper shifter, but right in this moment, he needs to deal with reality on his own.

      “We can do that,” I reply calmly, “but I doubt it will change anything. I’ve always thought you were too aware, too intelligent for a cat. Too empathetic. Normal cats wouldn’t start a family and look after abandoned kittens. You doing that is proof that you’re not just a cat. You’ve got a human side to you that we need to explore.”

      “We?” he asks sharply, but then sighs. “I guess you’re right. There have been times when I felt out of place, like I was different from the other cats. I ignored it most of the time, but now that I think of it…”

      Without warning, he jumps up the wall. He turns and looks down at me with his intense yellow eyes.

      “I need some time to mull it over. I’ll be back.”

      With that, he’s gone, leaving me more confused than ever.

      How the fuck am I going to turn a cat into a shifter?

    



OEBPS/images/skyemeow.jpg





OEBPS/images/skyescratchtitle.jpg
SKYE MACKINNON





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/scratch-cover-small.jpg
CATNIP ASSASSINS ~.BOOK TWO





OEBPS/images/skyemeowbreak.jpg





