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DOG DAYS by TA MOORE




A Wolf Winter Novel  

The world ends not with a bang, but with a downpour. Tornadoes spin through the heart of London, New York cooks in a heat wave that melts tarmac, and Russia freezes under an ever-thickening layer of permafrost. People rally at first—organizing aid drops and evacuating populations—but the weather is only getting worse. 

In Durham, mild-mannered academic Danny Fennick has battened down to sit out the storm. He grew up in the Scottish Highlands, so he’s seen harsh winters before. Besides, he has an advantage. He’s a werewolf. Or, to be precise, a weredog. Less impressive, but still useful. 

Except the other werewolves don’t believe this is any ordinary winter, and they’re coming down over the Wall to mark their new territory. Including Danny’s ex, Jack—the Crown Prince Pup of the Numitor’s pack—and the prince’s brother, who wants to kill him. 

A wolf winter isn’t white. It’s red as blood.
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Chapter One





Winter had fallen like a hammer. The cold tasted like needles and the wind knotted snow in Jack’s hair. The wind shoved at him like a hand, trying to push him back up the hill. No one could remember a harsher winter—bearing in mind his family had a long memory—and the calendar had only reached September. Strange weather. Wild weather. 

His boots slid on the ice that glazed the beaten dirt of the old track, and when he cut over the moors the frost-brittle heather crackled like small bones. By the time Jack got to the old stones, his T-shirt was stiff with frozen sweat, and the cold had crept down to his balls. If anyone from Lochwinnoch saw him they’d think he’d run mad. Gods knew what they’d make of the scene on the loch.

The old man stood bollock-naked in the dark water, six foot from the rocky shore. The tattoos covering him from hips to shoulder blade, ink faded from black to blue with age, stood stark against chill-paled skin. The rest of the family crouched on rocks or sat cross-legged on the ground, waiting.

For him.

Jack’s brother stalked out of the crowd, shoving their kin out of his way roughly. “You’re late,” Gregor said, breath misting around his lips. He jabbed a finger against Jack’s chest. “You ignore a summons again, and I’ll break your legs. Can’t walk far then.”

Jack grinned at him, humorless and toothy. “Touch me again,

and I’ll—”

“Boys. Enough.” The voice sounded thin, the usual timbre stripped by the wind, but it still scruffed them both. Mouth set in a sneer, Gregor backed off. Jack nodded to the broad, scarred back.

“Da.”

The old man turned around, ice crackling around his knees as he moved. He must have been standing out there for hours, letting the water freeze around him.

“Jack.” The old man dragged his hand down his face, wiping the frost out of his beard, and jerked a thumb over his shoulder. “D’ya see?” Not well. The snow was like a blanket, with only glimpses visible through the weave. If Jack squinted, he could just make out a string of lights crawling out of town. They were heading west, to the road. “They’re leaving.”

“Aye.” The old man sounded smug. He’d no real grudge against the humans that lived there, but the settlement had offended him on the day the humans built it. “Evacuatin’. They sent us a letter too.”

Everyone laughed—a low growling roll of amusement.

“What does it mean?” Jack asked.

His da scratched his beard. With the cold snap, they’d all spent more time in fur than not, and the old man’s nails were sharp enough to shred the gray and black bristles. “The great winter is here at last. Our prophets were right. Mad bastards, but right.”

A ripple of excitement ran through the crowd. Eyes glittered black and eager as they whooped and clapped, smacking hands against their thighs. They’d all been waiting for this day for a long, long time—ever since Hadrian had turned on the monsters he’d found in his legions and banished them over the Wall. Rome had turned its back on them, but in the old, high places up here they’d found gods who shared their fangs, and their hunger. Gods born of cold lands and bitter winters, who’d promised to one day give them the world to eat.

Now that day had come.

So why did Jack feel in his marrow that something bad was coming?

The old man waded out of the water, absently waving off a wee lad with a blanket, and walked over to the brothers. He was hairy as a boar, gray thick over his chest and shoulders, and so broad with muscle that he looked short until you found yourself looking up at him. Habit made Jack pull himself up straight, and out of the corner of his eye he saw Gregor do the same.

They were the same height, the same way they wore the same face and the same eyes and the same sandy-fair hair. The only thing they didn’t share was the twelve-minute head start one of them had gotten on life, although their ma would never tell them which had come first. Even on her dying day, she’d eaten that secret.

Ignoring their automatic posturing, the big man dropped a hard hand on Jack’s shoulder. “And it means something else, boy. I’m heartsore over it, but it means you ain’t one of us anymore. You have to go.”

For a second Jack didn’t feel anything. Maybe the chill had gotten deeper than he thought. The pronouncement of his exile cramped dully in his gut, a feeling of loss as unavoidable as gravity.

Gregor laughed, a startled blurt of triumph. Their da backhanded him, slapping the sound back into his mouth and laying him out on the ground.

“Losing one of us is nothing to gloat over,” he growled. “Not at the best of time, not now. And you, boy, you didn’t win the toss by some grand margin. There wasn’t even twelve minutes in it.”

Propping himself up on his elbow, Gregor wiped his mouth sullenly on the back of his hand. Blood smeared bright as a crayon over his knuckles. His eyes were dark and bitter under the straight line of his eyebrows.

Both of them wanted to know. Jack asked first.

“So what was it, then?” he asked, the dullness giving way to anger. “If he wasn’t older, or better, why exile me and not him, Da?”

Annoyance crimped the old man’s mouth, lips bleeding white, and he looked away. “You know why. I take no pleasure in this, but if you will not change your ways, then you have to leave. It’s how things are.” 

“What things?” Jack asked. He knew—he’d known when he got the summons—but he wanted to make the old man spit the fucking words out. “If there’s not even twelve minutes in it, Da, then why does Gregor get to stay, and I have to go?”

The old man shook his head…. “It’s the end of the world, boy. Too late for any of us to change now.”

“What. Things,” Jack growled, voice rasping in his throat. If it had been fair—if he’d been weak, or ailing, or if he’d lost a challenge— he could have accepted it. Strength was the rule that ordered all their lives. Except he was a good son, a good wolf, and this wasn’t fair. He shouldered into the old man’s space, smelling the dander and musk of him on the air. “If you’re going to exile your own kid, have the balls to say why, Da.”

Hooded, stony eyes met his. They held grief, and pity, but no regret. When the old man still didn’t say anything, Jack’s temper bubbled over into stupidity. He shoved the old man, punching the heels of his hands against heavy shoulders. His da stepped back, and everyone gasped. It had been thirty years since anyone had laid hands on the Numitor, and then it had been Jack’s ma in a temper.

Buoyed on the hot rise of his anger, Jack thought about it for a second. Challenge the Numitor and win, and it wouldn’t matter what the old man said anymore. It wouldn’t matter what anyone thought—

Jack didn’t even see the old man move. One minute they were glaring at each other; then the old man’s hand closed around Jack’s throat. His thumb, callused to leather from work, pressed against the fast throb of Jack’s pulse.

“I don’t answer to you, boy,” his da said. “I’ve told you my ruling. That it’s my fucking whim is all the words you need to know.”

Jack cast his eyes over the crowd, seeing kin and friends he’d known for long enough it didn’t seem like there was much difference. All of them avoided meeting his gaze. He twisted his mouth in a hard smile, because why pretend anymore? “So it’s the length of a dick, is that it, Da?” he said, feeling the word squeeze past his da’s thumb. “If I’d just fucked some girl from town every now and again, you’d have let me stay?”

The old man let go of him. Jack stumbled back, swallowing hard and resisting the urge to rub his throat. He wanted to cower, to beg, but he kept his chin up and met his da’s glare defiantly.

“It ain’t in you to change,” his da said. “And it ain’t in you to serve. All that’s left is leaving, boy. It can be as hard or as easy as you like, but you will go. Or I’ll send you for a priest.”

That threat made Jack flinch, breaking eye contact in a mute admission of defeat. He wasn’t a coward—he had taken beatings before—but the thought of a priest’s fate scared him.

Mutilated. Castrated. Hobbled. No, he’d rather take exile than that.

Jack bent his stiff neck, swallowing pride that scraped like rocks, and submitted. “I’ll go.”

The old man turned his back and walked away, snatching the blanket off the hovering lad and throwing it over his shoulder. Left alone, Jack looked down at his brother and, on a whim, offered him his hand. When she’d been dying, their mam had begged them to stop fighting, damned them for fighting like dogs even when they were inside her. Well, now they had nothing left to fight over. Gregor had won.

Rage twisted Gregor’s face into something ugly, and he slapped Jack’s hand away, knuckles bashing. He scrambled to his feet, spitting a wad of clotty blood into the ground. “I didn’t need him to give me this. I could have taken it. I would have taken it, and my face and my twelve fucking minutes back.”

Jack relaxed back into the familiar enmity, a sneer curling his lip. At least their da had given him one last gift. “Except you didn’t, did you,” he said. Leaning forward, he murmured in his brother’s ear, “And now that’s what everyone will remember. That you didn’t take it, you just… got it.”

He left his brother with that, holding on to the smirk until the dark blocked the pack from view. Then he let it hit him, shoving the air out of his lungs in a desperate gasp. He staggered and dropped to his knees on the hard ground, scrubbing a hand over his face. Exiled. Alone. Just thinking about it made his chest crack with anger and a hot, sticky fear. In his whole life, he’d never been alone. He didn’t even know how you went about it.

The bitter cold masked the smell, but the frozen ground was no friend to stealth. Jack heard the crunching shuffle of someone approaching in time to pull himself together. He staggered to his feet, growling at the wind that shouldered him, and turned to face the intruder.

He hoped to see his da, come to change his mind. He expected it to be Gregor, back for one last fight. Instead a prophet limped into view, scarred and shabby in heavy layers of winter charity.

“What do you want?” Jack demanded. He retreated a step, then made himself hold his ground. “Why did you follow me?”

The prophet grinned, showing the gaps where his incisors had been wrenched out of the gums. “Things change,” he said, spitting Jack’s words back at him. “Your da’s wrong. The end of the world changes everything. If you want it to. Do you want it to, Jack? And are you willing to pay the price for it?”

In the end, no. He wasn’t.
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Chapter Two





This time of year, the streets of Durham were usually full of people. Tourists heading up to the Castle to get a glimpse of where they’d filmed  Harry Potter, students looking for secondhand text books in the Oxfam shop, and residents just trying to live in the middle of it all. This year, the streets were empty, and the shops were boarded up. The only people left were council workers, slogging through flood water in waders as they tested foundations for subsidence, and the few poor souls who’d not found anywhere better to go.

Danny stood in the doorway of St. Chad’s, shivering and rubbing cold- raw hands together, and watched the old Land Rover crawl its way out of the pea-soup fog that had come in when the storm slackened. It jolted and clattered over the battered cobbled road, wheels hitting the frost-cracked ruts and gaps. The driver was a local farmer whose son had talked him into helping out with transport after they’d closed off the motorways.

“Al,” Danny said as the jeep pulled in next to him. He ducked his head to peer through the window. The air inside, blasting out of the vents, was hot enough to make his glasses mist as it hit them. He whipped them off, giving the lenses a quick polish on his sleeve. “We appreciate this. These are the last of the students. Thank God they reopened the train line this morning.”

“That’s one bit of good news, then,” Al said, pulling his hat off and wiping a gloved hand over his sweaty scalp. He pointed to the windshield on the passenger side, a spiderweb of cracks shattering out from a golf- ball-sized hole. “Hail last night did that. Took out most of the windows in the farm too. Mad fucking weather.”

“Can’t keep it up much longer,” Danny said. It was the party line, rote response to any commentary on the weather. So far the weather had kept it up for two months, and the words were starting to sound a bit empty. “You okay up there?”

“For now,” Al said grimly. “I’ve been thinking I might lock the place up and head down to my sister’s in Birmingham. It’s not been hit as bad.”

Danny grimaced his uncertainty about that, not after some of the news reports, but it wasn’t his job to keep Al on the farm. It was ground; it would be there when he came back. He slapped the hood of the car instead. “Keep her running,” he said. “I’ll get your passengers.”

He headed back into the building, feet crunching in the half-frozen puddles that filled the foyer. There were twelve students left, sitting on suitcases and the plastic-sheet-covered chairs. He hustled them outside and into the cab.

Larry stalled at the curb, shoving his hand through his shaggy hair. “Maybe I should wait a couple more days, Professor Fennick,” he said. “If the weather lets us, they’ve said they might open the roads up to Scotland back up. I could head home.”

“If the roads open up, your mum will be coming down to her sister’s,” Danny reminded him. “That’s what she told you when she called, right?”

Twisting his mouth, Larry admitted, “Yeah,” but didn’t move. “I’m heading for Cornwall,” Rhiannon said, tossing her backpack in and shoving past him. “I heard there were surfers catching thirty foot waves off the beaches there. I’m gonna make the most of it.”

“We’d rather like you to come back when the university reopens,” Danny said dryly. He shoved Larry into the Land Rover, and the rest of the students scrambled in after him. By the time mousy little Neil squeezed in, clutching his laptop like a talisman against missing months on his thesis, the Land Rover looked like a clown car. Somewhere over Durham a clap of thunder grumbled disconsolately through the clouds.

“What about you, Professor?” Alison asked, rolling the front passenger window down enough to stick her nose out. “Aren’t you leaving?”

“Once I get you guys safely away, I’m locking up and heading home,” he said. “Don’t worry about me. Travel safe.”

He stepped back, shoving his hands in his pockets and shuffling his feet restlessly on the pavement. Al honked the horn—just in case—and pulled away from the curb slowly. The Land Rover lumbered away in the direction of the train station, damage-pocked rear end disappearing into the fog like a retreating dinosaur. Danny waited until he couldn’t hear the engine, then went back inside to grab his bag and lock up. He hesitated, ducking his head to settle the heavy satchel over his shoulders. The tiled floor in the entrance was muddy and cracked, the cardboard tacked up over the broken windows sodden and leaking damp down the wall. It felt like he should do more than just lock the doors, but with no one here anything he did would just be a Band-Aid. Besides, one thing no one had ever called him was handy.

He huffed out a breath, tasting fresh rain in the air, and let himself out, locking up behind him.

The wind had picked up while he was inside. The tattered festival banners strung from lampposts rattled and flapped, the ones that hadn’t already ripped belling out like sails. Danny ducked his head and walked into the wind, clutching his satchel close across his body. He felt like a mime, at least he did until the rain came on like a tap. Then he just felt like a drowned rat. His hair plastered itself down over his face in sodden, matted tangles—the length of it reminding him he’d been meaning to get to the hairdressers—and he spluttered on the pelting water hitting his face.

Tucking his chin down, he broke into a loping jog past the shuttered- up Waterstones and into the Market Place. The wind caught him from a different direction, making him stagger, and he caught the taste of ozone on his tongue a second before the lightning struck.

It hit Neptune’s upraised trident, shattering the stone into blackened shards. Danny cursed breathlessly and threw his arms up over his face, yelping as the shrapnel hit him. His forearms took the brunt of the biggest bits, but what was left scattered wasp-sting pinpricks of pain over his forehead and jaw. He was still blinking away the glare spots burned through his field of vision when the next bolt struck, agitating up enough static electricity to make his hair bristle even through the rain. Then again, and again.

Forks of lightning staggered across the square like a drunkard’s walk. It left charred patterns on the stone-paving slabs and shattered windows. Small fires spat and caught in the grass and behind glass, guttering stubbornly against the battering wind and rain.

In the middle of it Danny stood frozen, gaping openmouthed like an idiot. He knew he should run, but some atavistic instinct froze him in place. As if the lightning was a predator, and he just had to avoid catching its attention.

Besides, in a totally terrifying way, it was beautiful.

The growl broke the paralysis holding him in place, the guttural, hollow noise making him flinch and look around. A wolf stared back at him, hunched and sodden in the rain. It was quite clearly a wolf, from the green-eyed broad head to the muscle-coiled haunches. Only an idiot would have thought it was anything else.

It was looking at Danny.

He sucked in a startled breath, but all he could smell was stale water and ozone. “Oh hell.” Danny turned to run, feet sliding on the wet stone, but the heavy weight of muscle, flesh, and fur hit him first. The impact threw him off his feet, breath hiccupping out of his chest, and sent him crashing into the window of the abandoned Cafe Nero. It had been boarded up, but the sodden plywood cracked easily on impact, and Danny and the wolf fell through into the store.

Chairs and tables went flying as the two of them landed on the floor. Danny grabbed the wolf’s ruff, digging his fingers in and locking his elbows to keep the white, white teeth from his throat. Slobber drooled on him, and the wolf snarled into his face, flews wrinkled back tight from long fangs. It wasn’t like the rangy, tired wolves you saw at the zoo. This was an old Scottish werewolf, big as a pony and muscled like an ox. The weight of it on Danny’s chest made his ribs creak, his lungs compressed.

He growled back. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Green eyes in a dark mask of fur blinked at him, and then a naked man was straddling his waist, hands braced against his chest. He was all sculpted lines of heavy muscle, tattoos of rank curling down his ribs and low across his stomach. His hair was short, tawny blond, and Danny’s hands were still buried in it. Flushing, he moved them quickly.

“Me?” the wolf asked, voice burred with a Highland accent. Straight brows arched over those rare green eyes. “I wasn’t the one dancing with the lightning. Do you fancy yourself a priest now? Were you looking for augury in your cooked brain meats?”

“Go to hell, Jack,” Danny snapped. “And get off me.”
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Chapter Three





Jack didn’t move. Asshole. 

Instead he ducked his head, burying his face in the crook of Danny’s neck, and sniffed noisily. Danny set his jaw and tolerated it for a minute, then shoved his face away. The scruff of stubble along Jack’s jaw was rough against his palm. “You done?”

“That hasn’t changed. You’ve still got a mouth on you.” Jack rolled off Danny and got easily to his feet. Rainwater dripped down his body, wrung out of the coat of fur he’d just shrugged off. He stretched, long, lean muscles sliding under tanned skin, and scratched his chest, unabashed by the fact he was naked and wet.

Of course not, Danny thought with dry-mouthed irritation as he straightened his glasses over his ears. Wolves had no nudity taboo. Neither had Danny once; somehow, though, none of that scarred and inked skin felt safe to look at. He dragged his eyes away from the water dripping off ridged stomach muscles, glanced at the cock hanging loose between lean thighs, and then settled on Jack’s collarbone.

The sharply unamused voice of his PhD supervisor echoed in his memory: “My eyes are up here, Mr. Fennick.”

It had taken him a long time to get used to the idea of looking people in the eye. It took no time at all to fall back on the old social cues. He kept his eyes on Jack’s throat as he scrambled to his feet, exaggerating his always terrible posture to steal a couple of inches from his height. That still left him too tall, but it was the effort that mattered.

“What are you doing here, Jack?” he asked. “This isn’t your side of the Wall.”

Jack rubbed his jaw, dragging his thumb along the line of his chin. “It ain’t?” he said, mocking surprise in his voice. “I’ll have to send word to Da that he ceded his claim. Age is a sad thing, to take you from Wolf King of the British Isles to the laird of a soggy marsh.” He shook his sandy head ruefully.

And people accused cats of playing with their food. Wolves were worse. Danny grimaced and looked up as far as Jack’s sharp, toothy grin. He hesitated there. It wasn’t—necessarily—friendly on a wolf, and there were a lot of teeth.

“I wasn’t disputing… that’s not what I meant, Jack,” he said. “But wolves go north to pay their respects. The Numitor doesn’t come down over the Wall and out of the wild. Neither do you.”

There was a pause; then Jack thoughtfully said, “Things change.” 

Danny snorted. “Wolves don’t.”

He could have said “you don’t,” and it would have been as true. Except the last time they’d had that argument, it had been on a crag in the Highlands, the loch below and the sky above the same freakishly perfect blue. It hadn’t ended well there—with fucking, fighting, and fuck-yous—and it seemed like a letdown to run it through again in a musty coffee shop.

From Jack’s glare, and his silence, he remembered and he agreed.

Outside the lightning had exhausted itself battering the ground and spluttered out, sparks of electricity dancing in the puddles. That left the rain, sleeting down sideways as if it had somewhere to be. Just like Danny did.

He took a deep breath, absently shifting his satchel across his body like a talisman, and pointedly changed the subject back. “I wasn’t expecting to see you,” he said. “That’s all.”

Jack prowled closer, sniffing him as he circled. On the back of Danny’s neck, his hair prickled with something between discomfort and a heavy, hot awareness. He wasn’t a wolf, but he wasn’t human either— and this was what he’d grown up expecting to want. Or else his cock was an idiot with a thing for very bad lads and an inability to learn. He shifted his weight, ignoring the ache of weight in his balls and the heady soup of pheromones Jack was leaking like snot. Maybe it could be a bit of both. “I wasn’t expecting to see you either,” Jack said. This time the circuit was closer, shoulder bumping against Danny’s. “Last your ma heard, you were in Leeds.”

Danny glanced to the side, watching Jack out of the corner of his eye. How long had Jack spent in wolf form? The longer you spent in fur, the more you brought back with you. It sounded a fair trade, but the stories were only of monsters. 

“Last time I spoke to her, I was. When I moved up here, I didn’t see how it would make a difference to her. She’d not cross the Wall, not to see me.”

Jack grabbed his ear with hard fingers and pinched, startling a yelp out of him.

“Don’t see you crossing the Wall to see her,” Jack pointed out. He twisted and let go. Danny clenched his jaw and rubbed his ear resentfully, feeling the heat of it against his head. His hand stopped midrub when Jack stopped behind him and asked, “Since when are there wolves in Durham?”

Ah. Danny shifted and cleared his throat uncomfortably, dropping his hand to grip the strap of his bag. Explaining that was part of the reason he hadn’t gone home to see his family. There were no wolves in Durham, not permanently. The north of England was a place to pass through for their kind, heading up to see the Numitor or fleeing south in disgrace.

It wasn’t a problem for Danny, but Jack….

Jack had grown up in the oldest pack in Britain, all centuries-old grudges and rules codexed by howl. His kin were so purebred that they thought interbreeding with real wolves would be better for the bloodline than dilution by humanity—and mutts like Danny were their proof. Thing was, they might not like dogs, but they liked their rules even more.

“There are a couple of us,” Danny hedged.

He got scruffed unexpectedly, the hard squeeze of Jack’s hand on the back of his neck making him jolt, and then released. Jack wandered back into view, sniffing his fingers. “I smell paper and mint and lye,” he said. “I smell humans and curry sauce and sweat. I don’t smell us.”

Danny looked all the way up, meeting pale, wild-green eyes in stubborn defiance. “I’m not a wolf.”

It was another old argument, and Jack batted it away the way he always had.

“You’re still pack.”

 “Not anymore.”

Jack narrowed his eyes, anger tightening his skin over the sharp bones of his face. “Did they drive you out?”

“No,” Danny snapped. He’d not liked the Leeds’s pack much, but then he’d not liked his own pack any more than that. “I don’t want a pack, Jack. I don’t need one.”

Jack eyed him like he was a lunatic. Danny shrugged and shifted his weight onto the balls of his feet. He spread his arms. “Look at me. I’m fed, I’m wormed, I’ve got a job and a place to sleep. I’m fine. I’m not a wolf. I don’t need anything the pack has to offer.”

He was shouting by the end, the angry crack of his voice startling them both. There weren’t a lot of people who shouted at Jack, and none of them had ever been Danny. He’d snarked and questioned and sometimes ignored, but never directly challenged. Danny closed his mouth so hard his teeth clicked and raked his hands through his hair. Cold water dribbled down the back of his neck.

“Jack….”

He was going to apologize. Before he could get the words out, Jack grabbed him and shoved him against the counter. The impact made him gasp. His body bent back along the curve of plastic, pinned over the fusted remnants of lemon cake and scones.

“It’s not about what you need,” he snapped, twisting his fists in the soft fabric of Danny’s jacket. Heavy muscles clenched over his shoulders as he pinned Danny down. “The pack keeps us all safe, keeps us secret.”

“I’m twenty-eight—I don’t need rescued. I don’t need adopted.”

 He braced his hands against Jack’s chest and shoved. It won him a few inches of space. Jack took it back and a few inches more. A hard cock pressed against Danny’s thigh, the usual confusing mix of lust and submission hitting him like a bat to the gut.

“You don’t get to decide that.” 

“Fuck you.”

This time the smile was close-lipped, relaxed and interested, and his hips shifted, thrusting his cock against Danny’s thigh. “If you want.”

Danny’s chest hitched, lust yanking down from his balls, and his cock thickened eagerly. It was a bad idea, but for a heady second he didn’t care. He hadn’t been celibate, but like he’d discovered with Jenny—it just wasn’t the same with humans. They didn’t smell right, they didn’t want right. Jack did. Always had.

Except he’d nearly chewed his foot off to get away from the pack, from his mum and his siblings and all the cousins and uncles and fifty-three times removed, second cousins by marriage. From Jack. The pack might feel right, but it was also confining, clannish, and frequently cruel.

“I don’t,” Danny said, voice thready and unconvincing. He cleared his throat and tried again. “I don’t. Get off me, Jack.”

“You sure that's what you want?”

Danny shoved him again, bracing his forearm against the wolf’s broad chest.

“I'm sure.”

Jack leaned in, sandy hair rubbing against Danny’s jaw, and licked him, a wet swipe from collarbone to jaw. The noise that escaped Danny was trying to be a gasp, but wanted to be a groan.

“Maybe another time,” Jack said. “But you’re still coming with me, Danny. You can’t stay here on your own.”

He let go—as unabashed about naked and hard as he had been with being naked and soft—and stepped back. Sharp green eyes stayed focused on Danny, narrowed enough to squint the fine wrinkles at the corners, and he waited.

Danny shrugged his jacket straight on his shoulders and yanked uncomfortably at his trousers—in no way as unruffled.

“I’m not on my own,” he said. “Look, Jack, you weren’t sent looking for me, so just forget you found me. Forget I asked why you came down over the Wall. It isn’t my business anymore. Just do me a favor and forget me.”

Jack cocked his head to the side and frowned, brows knitting together over his aggressively straight nose. “Don’t be an idiot, Danny,” he said. He waved one hand at the storm battering the city behind him, the extension of his arm exposing the crown-and-mistletoe tattoo scored into the tender hollow of his armpit. “The prophets have Da’s ear now, Danny, and they think this is the end of the world. I might be the first wolf to come down over the Wall, but I won’t be the last. Do you really want to be denning with humans when Da cuts us loose?”

The memory of a hunt cracked through Danny’s brain, the smell of blood layered over piss, concrete, and booze. Stained fur and fangs, going rancid quickly as it clotted and curdled. Their quarry had been a branded exile, sentenced to be a prophet and running from the gelding, but that hadn’t been the only prey they found that night. No one had ever told Danny what the exile had done wrong to be sent for maiming, but it had been a comfort to know it was something bad enough the Numitor would loosen his leash for a night.

Imagine the leash gone entirely?

“He’s not going to do that,” Danny protested. “The Numitor’s spent his reign keeping us secret, laying down the laws that keep us separate from humans. He’d not just undo them.”

Jack’s mouth tightened, and he looked away for the first time, rubbing the back of his hand over his jaw. “It might not be up to him.” 

“He’s the Numitor. Who the hell is going to overrule him? Selene, yelling orders down as she swings by on the moon?” 

Amusement tweaked Jack’s mouth for a second, then faded away. He looked grim and oddly guilty. “You don’t want to be here to find out, Danny. You need to come with me.”

It wasn’t ten years ago. Danny wasn’t a shit-scared eighteen-year- old half hoping someone would talk him out of his dreams. Jack wasn’t the prettiest damn thing he’d ever seen anymore. Okay, that last was a lie, but the rest wasn’t.

“No,” he said and then took a deep breath. “I don’t need to do anything. You do, so why don’t you get back to chasing whatever you came down the Wall after—before the weather washes away the trail.”

He shoved past Jack and hopped out through the broken window. The rain hit him like a wet sheet, cold and hard enough to feel like a slap. He hissed and hunched his shoulders, quickly soaked down to the skin as the rain penetrated through the layers of tweed and bulk-bought Marks and Spencer’s shirts. Lightning scars forked in splintered lines across the square, and Neptune had sacrificed his trident arm to the storm.

A prophet would call that a bad omen. It made Danny hesitate, doubt crawling out of some superstitious pit in the back of his brain.

“Danny, you’ve been gone too long,” Jack said. “You don’t understand what’s going on.”

Turning around, Danny squinted at Jack through the rain, lifting one hand to shield his glasses from the downpour. “Good,” he said. “I’m not a part of that world anymore. I’m not a wolf.”

He turned and stalked away, but not fast enough to escape Jack’s parting words through the rain: “You’re not human either, Danny, no matter how hard you pretend.”
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Chapter Four





Someone had put the window of the co-op in a couple of days ago. The shelves were stripped bare. All the looters left behind were the dregs: newspapers turning to pulp on the shelves and a split bag of mixed veg ground into the muddy tiles. From somewhere inside the store the alarm droned on, the shrill sound rattling off the empty walls. 

Danny had been coming home to the noise since Monday. He knew exactly how long it took to get used to it. One piss, a mug of coffee, and twenty minutes on hold to the police before he gave up. Jack wasn’t so easily ignored.

The end of the world. He knew all the prophets’ claims, repeated like catechisms every new moon. The wolf winter. The long hunt. Myths broken into pieces and stitched back together again over the centuries. It had never been for him—not for the mutts—but he’d still listened. When he’d gotten books from the library, he hunted their stories like rabbits through legend and history.
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