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Chapter One







Yet what a gap in the world, the missing white frost face

of that slim yellow mountain lion!

~D.H. Lawrence, Mountain Lion

Travis charged forward blindly, his body sore and aching. Fuck, he was starving. He had no clue where he was going, and he didn’t care. Scents of life—humanity, trash, food, exhaust—bombarded him, disorienting him after so long stuck in an antiseptic nightmare. A nightmare seared into his mind. He had no way to carve out the horrific sights, the memories. He was blind. Those monsters had blinded him. Experimented on him. Experimented on his family.

Now he was alone.


An agonized scream came out of his throat, his cougar form unable to sob the misery that ripped through his heart and soul. He ran into bodies, walls, heard the screams and honking of horns. He didn’t stop. He couldn’t stop. Keeping going, keep going, they’re behind you!


The last sight burned into his memory was his family’s mutilated bodies, carved and sliced open on slabs like frogs in a high school biology class. They were experimented on, tortured, just as he had been. His father, mother, his sisters and brothers, all treated like lab rats. No, worse than lab rats. He’d noticed a sick delight in his captors as they cut and prodded, many times without any anesthesia for their victims.

He snarled again, rage, fear, pain, all of it clouding his mind, spiking his adrenaline. At least he had enough sense to stay away from the honking horns, knowing that cars were close by. But that forced him to plow through people on the sidewalk, and they didn’t like that much. He stumbled and staggered, unable to run anymore despite his urgent need. He gasped for breath, lungs ragged. By the spirits, when would it all stop?


His only consolation, small though it was, was that he’d managed to slice the face of one of the monsters in the lab. The one to tie him down had grown sloppy, and Travis had seized his chance to escape. Now where would he go? Doesn’t matter, not right now. Just keep gaining distance. Keep moving.



He got a strong whiff of trash and turned, stumbling away from the loud noises, the screams and the car exhaust. His paws grew damp with sludge, and the rank scent of unwashed bodies assured him that he’d turned into an alleyway. Good, he needed to stop. He needed to eat something, and he didn’t care if it was out of a Dumpster. The monsters not only kept him separated from his family but on the brink of starvation and dehydration. He tripped over a few things, seeing nothing but black. Despite sniffing intently, he bumped his head against the Dumpster, sounding with a thunk. He pressed his shoulder against the cool metal and followed the length of it to the other side. He sensed and heard those nearby start to scramble away.


Good. Leave me alone.

Travis curled up in a dark, cool corner and sucked air into his sore lungs. Half of him wished he’d died back there, with his family. He didn’t want to be alone. But he was also relieved that he was alive. He simply wished he could have ripped out the throats of the monsters. Whoever they were.

He closed his useless eyes, unable to forget the burning, the excruciating pain of whatever they’d poured on his face. He didn’t know the time, the day, or even the month. The year. He didn’t care.

Between one breath and the next, he fell into an exhausted sleep.

“Careful, careful! Get the pole. Quiet.”

Travis slowly came back to awareness. What was going on? Were the monsters coming to get him again? He opened his eyes, suddenly remembering everything. No, he’d escaped, and opening his eyes made no difference. He sniffed. Humans.

“He’s waking up. Easy.”

It was strange to hear voices that weren’t tinged with hate or manic glee or cool detachment. These people were nervous, tense. As they should be. Travis was only sixteen but he was large for his age, and they probably thought he was a fully grown cougar.

He hissed and growled as he forced himself to uncurl. His body ached and protested.

“Slowly. Slowly.”

Three. There were three people around him. He hissed again.

“Jesus, Ben, is he blind? What happened to his eyes?”

“Steady.”


A slight pulse of air brushed over his face and something cool nudged his ears. Then soft metal tightened around his neck. He snarled and lashed out. Fight. You have to fight.


“Get the sedative! We don’t want him hurting himself.”

“Or us!”

Something pricked his ass and he jerked around, his body loudly protesting. He managed to lash out and catch something with his claws.

“Fuck! He nailed me.”

Travis tried to stay on his feet, to fight his captors but the sedative worked fast, and he swayed before collapsing. He kept snarling, baring his teeth.

“Easy fella. We won’t hurt you.”

Two people picked him up and carried him a short distance to a vehicle. They shoved him in a cage—he’d had enough of fucking cages—and it wasn’t long before they drove away.


Did they work for the monsters? Oh fuck. He needed to escape. But he was so tired! His body simply wouldn’t cooperate. He squeezed his eyes shut and whined. If there was any mercy in the world, he would die. He was nothing but a hollow pit of misery and despair. He faded in and out several times before the car stopped. Doors slammed, the vehicle rocked. Then voices, more carrying. He barely heard them. He just wanted to fade away permanently. Scrambling, jostling, then they placed him on a table. The metal collar was removed. Gloved hands touched his face.



He snarled. He was back. He was back in their hands. Phoenix help him!


But why would he think the ancient firebird deity of shifters would help him now? She hadn’t before.

Then those same gloved hands stroked his head. He smelled a light perfume over the antiseptic. Then warm breath brushed his ear.

“You’re safe, sweetheart. Please relax. My name is Trixie. I will protect you.”

He opened his eyes, still seeing nothing but black. He sniffed inquisitively, and Trixie pressed her hand against his nose. He took a deep breath.

Wait.

Could it be?

Fox. He smelled fox. She was a fellow shapeshifter. He nuzzled her hand as she continued to stroke him.

“I have you now, my darling. I have you.”

Travis submitted to her gladly, clinging to her words. After the others left, she spoke to him, examining him gently.

“I’m a veterinarian. You’re in a small town, just outside Cheyenne. We don’t often see cougars this far southeast but I doubt you came here for a vacation, right?”

He continued to purr, flipping the tip of his tail. The sedative was slowly wearing off, and he kept still, almost delirious with shock and happiness that he might actually be safe. For now, at least. Would the monsters be looking for him? How far away did he manage to get? It felt like he’d been roaming for days. Endless days and nights, and every time he thought about stopping, he would see his parents, his siblings, and what those monsters did to them.

Trixie scratched his head, his ears, and the affection calmed both his spirits. He’d forgotten what kindness was, what tender and gentle meant. She reminded him. He lifted his paw and lightly laid it on her wrist, careful of his claws. She kissed his head.

“I’m going to check your eyes. I’m going to be as careful as I can. Just hold steady, all right?”

He flinched at first, then did as she asked. Her touch was soft and patient as she pushed back his lids to get a closer look. His eyes were tender but not painful.

“What son of a bitch did this to you?”

He snarled.

“I’m so sorry, sweetheart. It must have been an acid of some sort. The skin around your eyes was burned as well, and I doubt your fur will regrow. It looks recent. I… I don’t think there’s anything we can do about your sight.” She paused and stroked his head again. “You escaped from them, didn’t you? Good boy.”

He pushed into her hand despite his stomach dropping. He wasn’t aware that he’d retained any hope about regaining his sight until she dashed it.

“Do you have family I can contact?”

He flinched again and made a sound of pain before laying his paw over his eyes.

“Oh, honey.” She cupped his face and nuzzled him the way many mothers did their cubs. He accepted her maternal gestures, his heart bleeding. He didn’t think he’d ever be capable of love ever again but in that moment, he loved Trixie. She was his lifeline and he clung to her, hoping and praying to Phoenix that she wouldn’t be harmed because she helped him.

Trixie finished the exam and helped him off the table. The sedative was fully out of his system and any other wild animal would have mauled her. Instead, he and his cougar were in accord in their affection for the fox. He pressed against her legs, rubbing, purring. She continued to pet and scratch his head.

“Let’s give you a bath, hmm? Then we’ll figure out what to do next. I don’t think Fish and Wildlife will want to release you into the wild since you’re blind. They might look into a wildlife preserve. I’ll see what I can do to release you, even if I have to pull a caper.”

He pressed his head into her stomach, purring louder.

She chuckled. “I promise I’ll take care of you.”

He got a bath, which felt fantastic, and then she led him into a small enclosure. He knew it was small because she told him. Then the scent of raw, delicious meat met his noise, and he snarled in need.

“Eat up!”


Plop. Travis bit into the meat—beef—and gobbled it down. He also heard the swish of water and once he was done inhaling the beef, he turned and lapped up water from a large dish. Trixie was wise to stay away while he ate. Yes, he and his cougar loved her but he was also a starving predator and being one herself, she knew when to keep her distance. She threw him more meat and poured him more water. They were relatively small pieces but he knew that he’d get sick if he ate too much at one time after starving for so long.


After he finished everything, he was exhausted again and needed to pee. Without a shred of modesty, he walked over to a corner of the enclosure and relieved himself. Then he walked back. Trixie took him to an even smaller enclosure for him to rest in peace. At least it wasn’t a cage.

“Get some rest, you earned it,” she said with a last stroke to his head. “I need to write up my report and talk to some people. I think I’ll try to get them to release you to a preserve, and then I can have some friends make sure you don’t arrive. Don’t worry about a thing.”

She was kneeling in front of him. He slowly leaned forward and touched his nose to her face. Then he licked her cheek. She giggled like a little girl, and the sound reminded him of his sisters. He made a sad sound and pushed his head against her shoulder.

“Hush now lovely, everything will be all right. You just trust Mama Trixie and get some sleep. I’ll take care of the rest.”

He bobbed his head before curling up and dropping his head onto his paws. He heard the cage door latch and closed his eyes. He didn’t know what would happen next but promised himself, he swore, that if those monsters came for him and tried to harm Trixie, he’d maul all of them and die protecting her.


Chapter Two







Trixie was true to her word and within a week she’d managed to smuggle him out of official custody and enclose him in her family home. He stood in a spare bedroom, about to shift. He took deep breaths, remembering the aspects of being human—walking on two legs, using his hands for grabbing, holding, and eating with utensils. The act of speaking, whistling, singing. His muted senses. His cougar was stubborn, still in survival mode. Not surprising since he’d spent months as his cougar. Travis didn’t rush things and gently talked the other half of his spirit down. As soon as he relaxed, the air pulsed and shimmered, and Travis knelt as a sixteen-year-old boy on the carpet.

He took careful breaths through human lungs and opened his eyes. He was disappointed despite knowing his blindness would affect him in both forms. He slowly stood and stretched, before pacing, regaining his bipedal balance. He touched himself, feeling his own skin, the fine hairs on his chest. He could feel his ribs and knew he was far too skinny for someone of his height. He slowly worked up to his face and hesitated before taking the plunge and brushing his fingertips over his eyes. The skin was raw and scarring over. He was partially glad that he couldn’t see his appearance. Then he ran his fingers through his hair. It was to his shoulders, way too long for his taste.

“Okay, then,” he murmured, ignoring his trembling hands. “This is me right now.”

He shuffled over to the bed and dressed in spare clothes, given by Trixie’s eldest son. Ben was older than he was but their heights matched. He’d learned the day after being brought to Trixie that Ben was one of the animal control officers to find him. He’d been too crazed to recognize the scent of fox from Ben. Besides, the other officers had been human, overpouring the subtle musk. He loved these foxes so damn much. They were so kind.

Tears burned his destroyed eyes, and Travis brushed him away. They were an indulgence he couldn’t afford. They were useless and weak. He would cry for his family later.

He pulled on house slippers and cautiously made his way across the room to the door. He fumbled a bit before finding the doorknob and turning it. Then he continued slowly down the hallway, touching the walls on either side of him.

“Trixie?” he asked, his voice strained and rusty. He cleared his throat.

“I’m here.” Quick footsteps then familiar, gentle hands touched his arm. “I’ve got you.”

He still smelled her faint perfume. A comforting scent that eased his tension. Navigating the world without sight was going to be a challenge but what choice did he have? Those monstrous bastards weren’t going to take anything else from him, let alone his determination and fortitude.

“What is your name, sweetheart?”

He smiled and it felt weird stretching his face. “Travis. I’m Travis Kuger, and you’re a wonderful person.”

Trixie chuckled and brushed hair out of his face. “No, I’m just a mother.”

“Like I said. Wonderful.”

She kissed his cheek, leaning into him. He realized she was small, and when they stopped walking, he tentatively reached out and brushed her face. He moved his hand up to her head. She didn’t even reach his shoulders.

“You’re a tiny little thing.”

She laughed. “No, you’re just a giant, silly. Now, come into the living room and meet my family. Careful, the couch is in front of you. That’s it, you cleared it. Now scooch a couple steps to your right. Little more. There. Now you can sit. Take it slow. You’ll get your bearings.”

Travis sat and felt someone beside him. He turned his head and sniffed delicately. His inner cougar purred at the soft scent of a young vixen.

“Hi, I’m Ciara.” A small hand took his and shook it. She had a nice, sweet voice.

“Hi, nice to meet you.”

Then a rougher hand took his and shook. “I’m Ben. We’ve met.”

Travis smiled. “Hey Ben. Thanks for the save. Is the other guy okay? The one I swatted?”

Ben chuckled and patted Travis’s shoulder. “He’ll live. Wasn’t too deep.”

“Good.”

“Travis, next is my husband, Lenard.”

“Hi,” Travis said when another large hand took his.

“Nice to meet you at last. Trix won’t shut up about you. I think you’ve been adopted into the family.”


Travis struggled to smile but his eyes burned again, and inside his mind wailed, wanting his family back. He turned away and covered his face with his hand, humiliated and ashamed, fighting against the pain. His cougar snarled and paced, causing his skin to ripple in agitation.


“Ah, damn, I’m sorry,” Lenard said, genuinely sounding aggrieved.

Travis shook his head.

“I’m right here.” Trixie laid her arm across his shoulders, as much as she could reach, anyway. “I’m so sorry. It’s all right. You can cry. No one here will think less of you.”

“Nope, not a bit,” Ben said.

Ciara cuddled up to his side, making faint, soothing sounds and nuzzled his arm. That only made the dam break. Travis hunched over and sobbed. Before he knew it, he was cocooned in a group hug of fox shifters. Soft chirps echoed around him as they tried to comfort him in their own way. Ugly sounds escaped him as he wailed and keened, all the agony of the past who-knew-how-long came flooding out in a tidal wave of grief and rage. Snarls sounded in his mind but his cougar made no attempt to break free. Neither did Travis. He huddled deeper under the warm bodies, letting the feeling of safety give him permission to break.

A long time later, Travis still sat on the couch and sipped water. Ciara was sent to her room, and Ben had to leave for his job. Then it was just him, Trixie, and Lenard, the fox parents on either side of him. Trixie kept a firm grip on his hand. He never wanted to let her go.

“Can you tell us anything?” she asked softly.

He blew out a breath. “I don’t know much. I don’t know who they were or their ultimate goal. We were… my family and I, we were traveling to Yellowstone to run around. You know.” He gulped more water. “There was a trap. We were cougars and someone had laid a trap. I don’t think it was intentionally for us. Just for any shifter that came along, you know?”

“Yes, we know,” Lenard said, his tone conveying more than simple practical knowledge.

Travis swallowed hard. He wanted to tell them. Needed to tell them. “They sedated us. Heavily. Nearly killed my sister, I later learned. They separated us. Then I only ever saw my family when we were in the same… exam room together. We were tortured together.”

Trixie pressed her face against his arm. Lenard set his hand on his shoulder.

“They died. One after the other they just d-died.” His breath hitched, and he pushed past another wailing fit. “I don’t know how long they had us. Then I was the last one. They blinded me with something that hurt like a bitch.”

He couldn’t stop from touching his eyes, mourning everything he’d lost.

“But you escaped?” Trixie asked.

“Yeah. The over-confident jackass tying me down did a bad job. I clawed the shit out of one of them before somehow making my way out. I guess it was a simple building, not a lot of security. Doesn’t matter. I got out. I ran. When I couldn’t keep that up, I just kept moving and found myself here.”

Silence fell for a moment.

Lenard squeezed his shoulder. “I’ve heard of some organization, a group that hates shifters. Wants us gone. They hunt us. And they, yeah, they experiment on us. Trying to figure out how we tick. They keep to the shadows. Underground, you could say. My brother… We were young and I never saw him again.”

Travis grabbed the hand on his shoulder and squeezed. Then he said the hardest words of his life. “I want to stay here with you. I want to live here. But I can’t.”

“Why not?” Trixie asked heatedly. “You’re in no condition to be on your own.”

“I have to agree,” Lenard said.


Travis shook his head. “I’m a danger to you. I don’t know where that place was that they took us, but it couldn’t have been too far. They have to be searching for me. They’ll find out where I am and I can’t—I won’t lose another family.”


“Travis—”

Travis turned and hugged Trixie tightly. She gasped and gripped him back.

“I have to go to Haven.” He wanted revenge. He thirsted for it. But he also knew he was too weak and useless to do anything about his loathing for the monsters that destroyed his family. Haven was a town founded by shifters for shifters, and the location was hidden, even from most shifters. It wasn’t on most maps or on any main road. Anyone who did know the location kept the secret tightly held unless in urgent need. His parents had known and told him and his siblings. He now had another journey ahead of him. Alone. A journey to Montana.

While part of him felt like a coward and hated himself because he felt he was running away, the other part knew it was the only logical action to take. He had no advantage over the shifter-haters, and he was vulnerable without his sight. Before he could take them on, he needed to learn how to live without that vital tool.

His parents would also have wanted him to go there. They always told their children about the town of Haven, and that if anything ever happened to them, the children were to go there. Travis considered it their dying wish.

His throat closed and he squeezed Trixie a little too hard, trying to stop the tears. He’d already shed enough tears, and no amount of crying would help him or bring them back,

Travis let go of Trixie and stood. She pounced to her feet and took his hand again.

“Fine then. If you’re going to Haven, then I’m coming with you.”

“No, Trixie—”

“I’ll make sure you get there safely and see you settled before I even think of leaving you alone. Do you honestly think I spent so much time and effort to heal you only to have you toss that out the window? Well, young man? That’s what I thought. Now, Lenard, help me pack for a long trip. I need to call work and get some time off. Ben will have to take Ciara to school…”

She trailed off and left the living room, muttering a list of things to be done.

Travis could only stand there, shocked. Lenard sighed and stood. He patted Travis’s shoulder.

“Don’t fight her. She knows what’s best. And I would feel a lot better if you had someone. You’ll find your way in this world, I don’t doubt that. But don’t rush yourself.”

“You all could be in danger—”

“We’re always in danger,” Lenard said softly, sadly. “But we can’t stop from living or helping. Come on, let’s raid Ben’s old clothes and see what else fits you.”

Helpless against such kindness, Travis followed Lenard’s lead, keeping a hand on the fox shifter’s shoulder as they walked out of the living room and down the hallway.


Chapter Three







Jack rode happily in the passenger seat of his father’s patrol vehicle. His father was Sheriff Jeffrey Ulger of Haven, Montana, and Jack knew he’d follow his father’s footsteps one day. His brother was a deputy and in the academy right now so he could run for sheriff one day himself. It was a family tradition. Someone in the Ulger family had already served as sheriff, all the way back to the town’s founding in the late 1700s. It was their duty as descendants of Imelda’s pack. Imelda the master wolf shifter.

Grinning out the window, Jack listened to the radio and the different calls as his father drove competently down the street. He’d just finished his father’s pop quiz on official procedure and aced it. He was quite smug about that.

“Hey, Dad. Looks like Mr. Ruskov is at it again.”

Jeffrey followed Jack’s gaze. “Dammit.” He slowed down before pulling alongside the curb. “That idiot is going to kill himself.”

They got out and Jack quickened his pace, knowing their routine.

“Hey, Mr. Ruskov! Let me do that for you.”

Mr. Ruskov, a Russian bear shifter of ninety-two, peered at them through thick glasses as he tried to start his lawnmower. He’d been a giant of a man in his prime but now he was bowed with age with a stubborn mind that frequently went on vacation.

“I got it, I got it,” he said with an accent thick enough to chew.

Jack kept smiling as he cautiously put his hand on the handle of the mower. “I know you do. You’d be doing me a favor. Could you help me out and make me look good for my dad?”

Mr. Ruskov glanced at the sheriff and a twinkle came into his eyes. He lifted his voice. “That is good for you to help old man.”

Jack grinned and whispered. “Thanks.”

“Good day, Mr. Ruskov,” Jeffrey said as he joined them. “How are you?”

“I am fit as tree,” he said.


Whatever that meant. Jack swallowed a laugh and started the mower. His father moved Mr. Ruskov back to his front door as Jack mowed the small patch of front lawn. Mr. Ruskov was certainly a character. Unfortunately, sometimes he became so agitated that he shifted and walked down main street, growling at everyone. Jack’s father would then dispatch other bear shifters to corral him back home.


After finishing, Jack also cleaned the mower and put it back in the one-car garage. Then he joined his father by the front door.

“Good lad,” Mr. Ruskov said, patting Jack painfully on the shoulder. Jack endured and kept smiling.

“He is a good lad. Should be a good sheriff one day,” Jeffrey said.

Jack’s wolf yipped in pride while Jack tried not to let his grin break his face.

“I will vote for him.”

Jack was sixteen. Mr. Ruskov wouldn’t be alive when the time came for him to run.

Jeffrey had a great poker face and simply nodded. “We appreciate your support.”


“Yes, that is good. All is good. I am to see my girl today. I am to ask her otets for marriage. He is great man in village.”


Mr. Ruskov’s wife had died twenty years earlier, before he’d moved to Haven. His children had wanted their father to live in a safe place where he could be a little crazy and no one would bat an eye at an old bear walking down the street.

“That’s wonderful. She must be a remarkable woman.”

Jack hurried ahead and opened the front door to allow his father to lead Mr. Ruksov inside. Meanwhile, Mr. Ruskov was extolling the virtues of his long-dead wife, and Jack was amused and saddened. Together, Jack and his father managed to get Mr. Ruskov settled in his favorite chair in front of the TV with food and water. Not that he would stay there for long but perhaps long enough to eat something.

Then they left and shut the front door.

“I’ll call his children later today and tell them that he needs assistance.”

Jack nodded as they returned to the patrol vehicle. While Jack enjoyed helping people, it also gave him a glimpse at some situations he didn’t want to find himself in. He hoped he wouldn’t live so long without his future mate, whoever they were.

They got back in the car and drove away. Moments later, the radio flared to life.

“Sheriff, come in. Over.” Jack’s mother, Justine, was the one to run dispatch since their normal person was out on maternity leave.

His father touched his shoulder radio. “Sheriff speaking, over.”

“Got a call from Lindy. You need to respond to new guests at the hotel. Over.”

“Affirm. Over and out.” Jeffrey stopped at a light and glanced at Jack. “Should I drop you off at the station or take you to the hotel?”

“You can trust me,” Jack said. “I won’t do anything but observe. Some on-the-job training never hurt anyone.”

Jeffrey snorted and ruffed Jack’s brown hair. “Good lad.”


Jack scowled and resituated his hair, though inside he was squirming with joy. His wolf was panting with happiness and excitement. While many teenagers bucked their parents’ authority and plan for their life, Jack had always known he wanted to continue tradition. His father was his hero, and he was jealous that his brother was older and could be deputy first. Jager always got to do everything first.


They zipped down a few streets, the life in Haven bursting at the seams. They were a modest town, hovering around ten thousand, but the diversity and color of those lives always kept things interesting. Haven was pressed up against Glacier National Park, hidden from most tourists’ eyes at the end of a nondescript dirt road that led off the local, secondary highway.

They pulled up to the only hotel in town. Modest and well-maintained, Hotel Haven was the first stop for new shifters coming to find a home. Sometimes they disappeared into Sanctuary, of which the park was only a small piece. All the parks in Montana and some that stretched into Canada and down into Wyoming were collectively called Sanctuary. And Sanctuary had its own guardian. Instead of a wolf pack, the guardian was one lone bear shifter. The Master Shifter Nordik. No one Jack knew had ever met the master shifter, but there were many legends surrounding him. There were only a handful of master shifters in the world, and they were nigh immortal. No one knew Nordik’s age, but he’d been a constant fixture in Sanctuary as far back as Haven’s history went. He was said to be an enormous white bear and would kill anyone who dared harm the shifters under his care. But no one knew what he looked like in human form. Jack’s mother had told him bedtime stories as a child about the shifter. He seemed more myth than reality. They all did, even Imelda.

Lindy had owned and run the hotel since Jack could remember, and he had no clue how old she was. She looked to be about thirty to fifty and was as spry as someone in their twenties.

They got out of the trunk.

“Stay behind me and watch for my signals.”

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

Chapter One





		

Chapter Two





		

Chapter Three





		

Chapter Four





		

Chapter Five





		

Chapter Six





		

Chapter Seven





		

Chapter Eight





		

Chapter Nine





		

Chapter Ten





		

Chapter Eleven





		

Chapter Twelve





		

Chapter Thirteen





		

Chapter Fourteen





		

Epilogue





		

Want To Continue The Series?





		

Want To Continue The Story?





		

Ghosts of Halloween Past excerpt





		

Chronological List For Series





		

About This Book





		

About M.D. Grimm





		

Other Titles by M.D. Grimm





		

The Shifter Chronicles













Guide





		

Contents













