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Torn Between Two Lovers, Feeling Like A Fool

Abby Stafford, new Alpha of the Hat Island Pack, has a lot to deal with. The serum the Hat Island Pack has developed will save the lives of shifter girls everywhere — and change the world forever, if the Pack can survive long enough to get it into production. 

And she's been a wolf for all of a month. She's in love with her Second in command. And they're scrambling to make a real shifter community on Hat Island, hopefully with some income-producing businesses.

But someone is gunning for the pack — trying to stop the serum, trying to prevent Abby from being Alpha. In the last month there have been seven attempts on her life.

Then someone makes a run at the Tanaka Pack Alpha in Seattle — and the only way to save his life is through a mate bond. Abby knows realistically that Hat Island won't last two weeks with Tanaka's support and backing. And she's aware of her own growing feelings for the man. Why wouldn't she want him? He was urbane, polished, intelligent....

But she loves Jake, her Second. Jake says she doesn't have to choose. She can have both.

She doubts it's as simple as that, but there's not much time, and very little choice. So another new thing in the shifter world: two alphas mated. 

She hopes they all survive it.

Book 2 in the new urban adventure series, Wolf Harbor.
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Day 27 of the re-emerged Hat Island pack, Friday, July 4

The gym at the Wolf Harbor Resort had been turned into a boxing smoker — well more of an MMA smoker. The only rule was no permanent damage, and for a shifter, that allowed for a lot of damage. Four sparring rings were set up, and there were more good-looking men dressed in black sweats than any gym had a right to have. 

Abby Stafford, Alpha of the Hat Island pack, grinned as she watched her wolves mingle. And the only fights were in the rings. That alone was a success, she thought with a grimace. 

She wiped sweat off her forehead and pushed back the straying strands of her red hair. No matter how tightly Yui Yoshida bound her hair into a bun, a few hairs escaped. She blew air out through pursed lips in exasperation. Every day, she was getting younger, healthier, and more fit. Why couldn’t better hair go along with that? Well, at least she was losing the gray. Unfortunately, the auburn red of her ‘mature’ years was reverting back to the brighter red hair of her youth. And it still wouldn’t stay pulled back!

She’d had a bout with her Second, Jake Lewis, as a demonstration round. No one, least of all her, expected her to win. It was more about demonstrating her improving fighting skills to the rest of the pack. She might be the first female pack Alpha the shifter world had ever known, but she still needed to be able to fight off a challenge. To physically fight off a challenge. And her pack was heavily invested in her improving ability to do so.

Her life as a scholar and anthropology professor had left her highly proficient at handling verbal challenges. But in the last month she’d had to fight challenges with her hands. 

She looked at her hands — hands that had killed men. She shook her head. She’d do it again if she had to. She expected that she would. It had been a rough month.

Her Second came up and stood at her left shoulder as he usually did. She smiled at him over her shoulder. “I’m getting better?” 

“You are,” he agreed. “You might even be able to win a real bout.”

“I win,” she said grimly. “I fight dirty. Someday I’d like to be able to win with skill, not desperation.”

He snorted. “Alpha, you win however it needs to get done. Fight dirty. Fight with words — they’re still your best weapon, I’m afraid.”

She laughed. Jake Lewis was the most gorgeous man she’d ever seen, and she was surrounded by many handsome men these days. Shifters were fit, muscled, and had the vitality that good health brings a man. They were a diverse bunch, and Abby, the anthropologist, was fascinated by the history of the shifter species that accounted for that. But they were all appealing. And the more dominant ones? Damned hard to resist.

Really hard, she acknowledged to herself. She pushed that thought away. It represented an aspect of shifter culture she wasn’t ready to deal with. Might never be willing to deal with. 

Her wolf snorted at her. Abby sighed. She had a snarky, opinionated, argumentative wolf. Jake, on the other hand, said he had no arguments with his wolf. She hadn’t told him about her wolf’s snark. Another thing she might never get around to telling him.

And her wolf laughed. Abby could see her in her mind. A red wolf, rare in the wild, and not common among shifters either. And she was laughing at her.

She looked at Jake Lewis, Second in the pack. He was 6-foot-3, significantly taller than her own 5-foot-10, with broad shoulders and six-pack abs. Well 40 years as a Marine would build those, she conceded. A twice-retired Marine who still looked 28 or so. He had a few laugh lines at his eyes, and curved lines around his mouth when he smiled. But it was his coloring that drew her the first time she saw him, and it still did. His father was Filipino-Yakama, his mother was Black, and the combination of heritages had made him beautiful with brown skin and dark hair that curled now that it was no longer military short. She loved burying her hands in it when they made love. He’d hate that she thought him beautiful. She smiled, her eyes half closing, as she thought about making love with him.

“Do I want to know what put that kind of smile on your face?” he asked. 

She grinned. “Tonight, I’ll show you,” she promised. 

“I will hold you to it, Alpha,” he said, his eyes alight with humor.

“Second! We need you to ref this one,” a man called. He looked familiar, although Abby couldn’t put a name to his face. She checked her map, as she called it, a construct in her mind that allowed her to see the wolves in her territory and even beyond. She searched for the bond to the man and frowned. There wasn’t one. A recent beta, then.

“Jake,” she began, but he was already headed toward that ring and didn’t hear her. Jake as the dominant shifter on the island — well, after herself — was the referee for fights between the more dominant wolves, the alphas.

The etymology of the shifter words for their hierarchy of dominance wasn’t clear cut, she thought as she always did when it came up. There were alphas — dominant wolves — and submissives. She had very few submissives on the island. She thought wistfully it might be nice to have more. Fewer fights at least. 

Alphas who ran packs were called pack Alphas. She became one the night she howled at the moon and the wolves of Hat Island responded. Something mystical happened, and suddenly there was a pack again on Hat Island, and she was their Alpha. She smiled at the memory, still in awe from the experience. She savored it for a moment.

In most packs, alpha wolves who were seen as potential challengers to the pack Alpha were banished. They were called betas.

Most of her wolves were betas — had been betas — including Jake who had been banished at age 13. His father was considered somewhat enlightened; he hadn’t killed Jake before he transitioned at puberty. Instead he had sent him to boarding school, to summer camps, and then to college. Jake had joined the Marines like a lot of betas did. The military was a good fit for a male shifter.

Most pack Alphas wouldn’t tolerate a beta in their presence — the possibility of the beta challenging them and winning was too risky. Jake hadn’t seen his father in nearly 50 years. 

She pulled her thoughts back to the gym. She had to work to stay in the here and now. Observe now, analyze later, Abby told herself, just as she did when she conducted ethnographic fieldwork. Stay present.

Jake hopped up into the ring, and people crowded around to watch. Apparently, this was going to be a fight worth watching. She looked at the other man in the ring, another beta she didn’t know well, but she at least knew his name. Geoff had been a Council wolf and defied an order to keep her on the Council ship. Instead, he and his squad followed her over the side, and then to Hat Island. She owed him for that. He was employed by the pack as security. Did he want pack status? She should ask soon.

She started to leave her hiding spot in the alcove by the women’s locker room and move closer to watch, but a shifter, a stranger, blocked her. 

“Alpha,” he said loudly. “I challenge you for the Hat Island pack.”

Jake jerked his attention away from the fight he was refereeing, sensing her distress, and the inattention was enough for the unknown beta in the fight to turn on him. He punched Jake’s jaw, knocking him down and then kicked him in the ribs.

Abby felt Jake go down in the pack bonds, but she had learned. Jake’s training: stay focused on the threat in front of her.

“Benny,” she called loudly and tugged on the bond. He had been headed toward the ring where Jake was, but Pete was already going there. He’d take care of that bout. Benny angled toward her.

“Alpha?” Benny Garrison, usually referred to as the beta from the Okanogan, said courteously. “How may I serve you?”

“This man has cried challenge,” she said. There was a stillness in the wolves around her as they turned to see who threatened their Alpha. “Clear the ring.” She gestured to the one nearest, to her left. Her eyes never left the challenger.

Benny hesitated, then turned to do what she said. 

“Who are you that challenges the Alpha of Hat Island pack?” she asked.

“You’re no pack Alpha,” the man said, and he spat. “You’re a woman. There are no female pack Alphas. And I’ll be happy to teach you your place.”

“If I am not the pack Alpha, why are you challenging me for the pack?” Abby asked. This illogic fascinated her. She’d encountered it from the ruling Northwest Council of Alphas down to the lowest of submissives. Focus, she demanded of herself. Her wolf snorted and surged closer to the surface to take more control of the situation. Her wolf had no problem with focus.

The man rolled his eyes. “Do you concede?”

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“I am Jonas Bellwether of the Kodiak pack,” he said. “Now beta.”

That put another level of danger to this, Abby thought. Her wolf grew still and cold. Abby knew the name. Jonas Bellwether had been the pack Alpha in Kodiak, a pack that refused to recognize the Council of Alphas. A month ago, the Council had sailed there with a force of wolves to resolve the issue — with a detour here to deal with her, she thought sourly. The Kodiak pack now had a new Alpha, one who did recognize the Council.

“You lost the challenge in Kodiak. You lost your pack,” Abby said slowly. The audience was growing. “How do you still live?”

He grinned at her. “A quid pro quo,” he said. “My life if I challenged for the Alpha of Hat Island. A favor purchased by Jedediah Jones. He said to tell you hello.”

“And would you recognize the Council if you become Alpha here?” she asked curiously. She ignored the others for now. Jedediah Jones? It figured. “Because if you were willing to do that, the Council wouldn’t have forced a challenge in Kodiak.”

He looked almost feral now. “Do you always ask questions?” he demanded. There were snickers in the crowd, and he turned red, thinking they were laughing at him.

“Yes,” Abby said honestly. “I always ask questions.”

Now there was open laughter. 

“Enough,” Bellwether snarled. “Fight or concede.”

Abby had moved closer to him as they talked. The other wolves backed away, giving her space. “I will never concede as the Alpha of the Hat Island pack,” she said clearly. 

She let her wolf take control. Her eyes flashed blue, the only warning Bellwether got, before her wolf changed her hands to claws and lashed at the man, taking him in the jugular. The man lunged for her, and Abby dodged, then tripped him. He went down. Her wolf raked him again starting at his waist and adding power as she dug deeper into his spine and then up to his neck and the spinal cord at the base of his skull. Bellwether screamed in pain. Abby severed the spinal cord and stepped back to watch the man bleed out.

“We won’t be needing the ring, Benny,” she called. “Haul him out and burn his body.”

The wolves hardly breathed as she looked around. “Well, that’s the last demonstration fight of the evening, folks,” she said dryly. The wolves relaxed at the sound of humor in her voice. “There’s food in dining room, I’m told.”

There was laughter, and the wolves — her wolves — moved away toward the exits from the gym, heading to the dining room. Fights and food, Abby thought wearily. How to control a werewolf pack.

“You’re getting better at that,” Benny said as he gestured to a couple of security guards to haul out the body. “I think that was the fastest one yet.”

“Jake?” she asked. Benny would flip her shit with his last dying breath — thank God. The deference around here got to be too much sometimes.

“I’m fine,” Jake said with disgust, approaching her from the right. “Benny, there’s another body in that ring, too. Haul it out and burn it with the other.”

“Not Geoff?” Abby said. 

“No,” Jake said. Abby frowned; he looked a bit woozy. “The other one. It was a setup. Keep me busy, take me out if he could, take out Geoff if he didn’t get a chance at me. So, he’s dead.”

“And Geoff wasn’t in on it?” Abby asked as the two of them fell into their usual strides as they walked toward the dining room. She needed to eat. Being a shifter burned a lot of calories. And a partial shift like that one burned even more.

“Since he’s the one who killed the beta, I doubt it,” Jake said. “Although I would have liked to have asked the beta a few questions. You can ask Geoff.”

She would. An Alpha’s question, with the power of the Alpha behind it, compelled honesty. 

“Do you need to see Yui?” she asked softly once they were outside the building. “Are you OK?”

“He got me a good one,” Jake admitted. “Ribs are already OK, a bit of a headache still, that’s all. Food and coffee are all I need.”

She nodded, not convinced. 

“I’m OK, Abby,” he said gently. “Check the bonds and see.”

Oh, she thought. Yes, she could do that. She did, tugging gently. Healthy, her wolf said with satisfaction. She smiled at the man who was standing so close. Then she reached up and kissed him, pulling his head down to hers. She felt his smile against her lips, and he kissed her back.

Someone catcalled. Abby jerked, so lost in his kiss she was unaware of the people around her. Dangerous, she warned herself, although her wolf seemed to have been watching out. Abby looked around, saw the flame-red-haired woman laughing at her. Nothing remotely natural about that red hair, Abby thought. “Synde,” she said severely. “Do you have no respect for your Alpha and Second?”

“None,” the woman said cheerfully. “No respect for anyone, actually.” 

Abby laughed, and Synde joined them for the last steps up to the main lodge and dining room. Abby liked the woman, a friend she thought, and she didn’t have many of those. Synde Bell, former pole dancer from Las Vegas — among other things — had been a part of her cohort. Six women had been brought here as research subjects for a shifter scientist who wanted to develop a serum to save the lives of girl shifters at puberty. Not that the women were told that — they were told it was research on a supplement that would restore health and vitality to post-menopausal women.

Well, that wasn’t a lie, Abby thought with a mental eye roll. It’s just the unnamed side effects included turning into a wolf. Abby didn’t have any regrets. She liked being a shifter. She liked her wolf, the snarky bitch. She felt her wolf preen. As Benny said once, she would never be alone again.

She hadn’t realized being alone had become a problem for her until he said that, and she’d felt such relief. Was that the right word? Pleasure, maybe. Even now, it brought tears to her eyes. She had been alone for a very long time. 

But the previous cohorts of women hadn’t fared as well. They’d been given to Jedediah Jones for ‘rehabilitation and re-entry into society as shifters’ — fancy language for sold to obscenely rich collectors and given to shifters in positions of power who could benefit Jones. That, the pack had to do something about. The serum now belonged to the pack. The research labs were now the pack’s labs. And the responsibility for what had been done there was now the pack’s responsibility.

She fretted a bit. It had been three weeks since she’d last heard from Cujo Jones, the wolf tasked with retrieving the missing women and bringing them home to Hat Island. It worried her. He was there in the pack bonds, so she knew he was alive. But that was all that she could glean from them. And that he was far away.

Her wolf wasn’t the only one in her head; a pack of now 224 wolves clamored for attention in her brain — nearly three times the number of wolves she started with a month ago. When betas heard the Hat Island pack was welcoming the betas home, they’d flocked here. Dozens and dozens lined up at the hiring office on the dock in Everett every day hoping for the chance to be accepted for employment or for pack membership.

She prayed the map of wolves in her brain wouldn’t drive her insane. It was a rare gift — or a curse — Akihiro Tanaka had said. Not his gift, he had told her, and she could sense his relief that it wasn’t. Akihiro, Alpha of the Tanaka pack in Seattle, the largest, most modern pack in the world, had become her tutor in all things Alpha. 

And a friend. She tried not to think about what else he might become. Pack Alphas were polyamory. But she wasn’t. Really, she was a human woman who could shift to a wolf and howl at the moon. She had always been monogamous in her relationships, brief though most of them were. And it was her problem, she conceded. Jake had been the one to explain it to her, and to inform her he thought Tanaka was interested.

Friends, she thought firmly. Her wolf laughed at her.

“How many kills is that, now?” Synde asked quietly as Jake moved off to get food for them.

Abby had to count. There’d been the man who had tried to kill her at Beach House on day three. And the man she’d set afire that night. Since then? They had started to blur, she thought perturbed. “Seven?” she said. She shrugged. She was too tired to want to think about that.

Synde gave her a hug. “You need a spa day,” she said lightly. “Maybe tomorrow? All of us women. Massages, pedicures, lots of laughing. Maybe even a bottle or two of wine?”

Abby nodded. “That sounds good,” she said. “Soon, maybe not tomorrow, though.” All of us women, she thought. Yui Yoshida, who ran the medical center and spa for Wolf Harbor resort — and was now mayor of the Hat Island Council of Women; the other four women who came in with her and Synde as this summer’s cohort. And the two women from a previous cohort rescued from Jedediah Jones a month ago, Karen Shumate and Sarah Blair. Maybe Mei Tanaka, new manager of the Wolf Harbor Resort, and Emiyo Kato, the other nurse on the island, would join them. It was always good to enter the spa and spend time with women. With fewer than a dozen women and more than 200 men on the island, it was overwhelmingly a male world. Well, Stefan’s serum would change that. She wondered if he had considered how much change it would bring. Stupid question. He had no clue. He was the most tunnel-visioned researcher she had ever met. And with her lifetime in academia, that was saying something. Brilliant, she conceded. But oblivious.

Which reminded her. She needed to tell Jake what that bastard Bellwether had said about Jones’ role in this.

Jake brought her back a plate of food, and she accepted it, sitting at the table nearest the door to eat. She’d developed a claustrophobic reaction to being in crowds since an unknown assailant stuck a knife in her ribs in just such a tightly pressed crowd as this. The assailant fled as everyone worked to save her life long enough for her own body to heal itself. Jake had felt like it was his fault. His Alpha had been attacked while he stood inches from her. The fact he had saved her life didn’t seem to end the guilt that the assailant had gotten away. Abby was fine with those priorities. But for her sanity and his, she stayed on the edges of gatherings with space all around.

The better to see them coming, she thought now, as she plowed into her food. It was good food. Okami Yoshida — Yui’s husband and mate — ran the kitchens, because wasn’t that what all retired assassins did? The thing about living as long as wolves did was that it allowed a person to have multiple identities over the course of a lifetime. Okami had been one of Tanaka’s right-hand men when Tanaka served on the Council, she’d been told. Tanaka had resigned 12 years ago, shortly after Okami had left his service and married Yui. Abby didn’t think the two events were unrelated, but Tanaka refused to tell her why he had stepped off the Council he’d served on for 20 years.

“The man I killed? He said Jedediah Jones sent him,” Abby said, after she cleaned her plate. She was thinking about seconds, now that the crowd was clearing out. She told Jake who he was. “So how did he — and your man — get on the island?” she asked.

Jake paused. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was what I wanted to ask the beta who died.” He finished his roast beef slowly. “Can you bring Geoff over?” 

Abby could tug on the pack bonds if she had a person identified. Geoff wasn’t pack, but he was employed by the pack. Betas took employment commitments seriously. She frowned slightly, then grabbed the bond and tugged. She was gratified when Geoff headed her way. She occasionally tugged the wrong bond — there were so many, she thought defensively. She tugged on Okami’s bond. Okami was pack and part of the leadership. That was a bond she was sure of.

“Alpha,” Geoff said. 

“Look at me,” she said firmly. He met her eyes unwillingly. Except on command, few could or would. “Were you part of the setup in the smoker tonight?”

“No!” he said forcefully. “No, Alpha,” he said, calmer the second time.

“Did you know the beta you were about to fight?”

“No, Alpha,” he said. “He had won a previous bout, and he approached me. I thought we must be in the next bracket.”

“Were you?” Abby asked. 

“No,” Jake answered. “But it was understandable Geoff thought they might be.”

Geoff looked grateful for the support. Abby was told that the Alpha’s question was stressful. Maybe she should have Tanaka ask her something to experience it for herself. 

“So, he fought someone first,” Abby mused, and nodded at Geoff. He relaxed a bit. “Do we know who?”

Okami sat down at the table. He held a full plate, and he slid it across the table to Abby. “Eat,” he said. “You are still hungry.”

Abby smiled gratefully and picked up a drumstick. Okami was able to pull a lot of information back from Abby, unlike anyone except Jake. She suspected it meant that Okami was probably as nearly dominant as she was — alpha, but not pack Alpha. She thought he could be pack Alpha if he wanted it. He’d made it clear he didn’t.

Jake frowned, and he looked at Geoff. “Do you know?” 

“By sight,” Geoff said, looking around. “But just from tonight. I saw the first fight. Both were competent, but not great.”

“Okami? We were discussing how the two men got onto the island,” Abby explained. “Ideas?”

Okami sighed. “We vet the betas who come to the hiring office,” he said. “I won’t swear a bad apple doesn’t slip through, but it is unlikely. But there are other ways to get here. I thought an island would make defense easier. That has not been the case.”

No, it wasn’t, Abby conceded. At first it seemed simple. The public dock with the ferry. The dock here at Wolf Harbor Resort. The dock and airstrip at Beach House, the just-opened hotel that had once been Jedediah Jones’ house on the island — a 12,000-square-foot mansion he spent less than four weeks a year at — the week he’d fly in and kidnap the women of the serum study.

But truth was, invaders could land anywhere, as evidenced by the Council’s attack on the pack a month ago. And ‘bad apples’ as Okami called them slipped in somehow. They just didn’t know how. Abby frowned.

“I’m going to do a sort,” she said quietly. “Geoff, when I point out someone, grab him. These two won’t leave my side to do it. Then bring him here.”

Geoff nodded, asking nothing. Probably the same response she’d get no matter how nonsensical the order, she thought, and that bothered her. But well, culture. If there was anyone who could be expected to understand that cultural nuance, it was Dr. Abby Stafford, professor of anthropology at Seattle University.

Her other job.

Her former life.

She closed her eyes for this sort and pulled up her mental map. Wolves appeared as dots on it. Green dots were pack, and they were connected by lines — pack bonds — to her. Dark green dots were wolves, betas and lone wolves, who had employment contracts with the Hat Island pack. Some of them, like Geoff and Benjamin Brighton, were attached with bonds. Should just make them pack, she thought. Then there were black dots. Wolves who were neither pack nor employed. But many of them were on teams that did answer to an employed wolf, or to Okami. Usually they had faint bonds to those team leaders. 

She was looking for a black dot that had none of those bonds. There were more than one, she realized. She studied her map, overlaying it with an island map. 

“Okami?” she said. “Do we have a fishing boat due to go out this late?”

“No,” he said definitely. “Is there a boat going out?”

“Looks like men are headed to the boathouse,” she said, troubled. She let go of the map. She tugged at Benjamin Brighton’s bond. He was the security chief these days, a job Jake had held for the resort. He was there in seconds. 

“Alpha?” he said. He had been SAS once, and his crisp British accent still lingered. Most recently he had been Jedediah Jones’ security chief here on the island. When Abby threw Jones off the island, Benjamin had used it as a chance to end his employment contract with Jones — a contract usually only broken by Jones, and usually resulted in a funeral pyre for the former employee.

She told him what she could sense, and he scowled. He summoned a team, and they headed out the back through the kitchen to the gardens and boathouse. If she closed her eyes, she could watch them. If she didn’t fall asleep. No longer hungry, she realized how tired she was.

But she’d learned something about her map in the last weeks. It paid to give it a second look. She did so now. She saw Brighton on his way, but she didn’t think he’d make it in time. She sorted the map again; not really sorting, but it worked as a label for what she did. There. Three others. No ties. In the room. She opened her eyes, looked at Geoff, then looked over at the small cluster of men. They were talking to Synde. Alarmed, she tugged on her pack tie to Synde. Synde widened her stance a bit, but she didn’t look away from the men. Good girl, Abby thought gratefully. 

Geoff headed that way. Two of his security team were angling toward him as well. He came up to Synde, said something teasingly, and Synde laughed up at him. He angled himself in between her and the other three, and then his two men grabbed one each. Geoff grabbed the third, but he wasn’t quite in the right position. The man wrenched free and ran for the door. 

He didn’t make it. Benny took him down. Running in a room full of wolves with a high prey drive? Abby snorted. Stupid man.

“Let’s take them out of here,” she murmured. “Conference room.” 

Jake escorted her out, Okami on her other side. Benny had the one wolf, Geoff’s two men followed with their two, and Geoff brought up the rear. Synde tagged along. None of the men stopped her, Abby noticed. Interesting. She’s dominant, then. Very dominant.

“Look at me,” Abby ordered. Damn she was tired. The three wolves looked at her unwillingly.

“Did you know the wolf who died in the ring during the bout with Geoff?” she asked.

“No, Alpha,” one said softly. The other two didn’t answer.

“Answer me,” she said, putting more power into the command.

“Yes,” one said. The other scowled at him, but then he nodded.

She looked at the first wolf. “Did you?”

He shook his head looking terrified. “Who do you report to?” she asked him. He swallowed. “No one,” he said in a whisper. “I came in with the construction crew, and I just stayed. I can’t go home, Alpha, I can’t.”

Not just looked terrified, he sounded terrified, too, and young. “All right,” she said, soothing him a bit. “Do you know these two?”

He made an equivocating gesture with his head. “Yes?” he said. “They worked on the construction crew with me. But I haven’t seen them since.”

“How long have you been here?” she asked curiously. 

“A week,” he stammered. 

“But not these two?”

He shook his head.

“Synde? Would you take this man out and get him some dessert? He looks like he could use something,” Abby said. She tugged at a guard that was standing outside the conference room door. He’d go with them.

“Sure,” Synde said cheerfully. “Come on, I need some berry cobbler myself.”

Abby looked at the two remaining shifters. They looked belligerent. “Why are you here?” she asked.

They didn’t answer. Well, the question had been more curiosity than Alpha’s question, she admitted. The guards shook them. “Answer the Alpha,” one snarled.

Abby nodded her thanks. “Yes,” she said more forcefully. “Answer me. Why are you here?”

The less dominant of the two caved. “Jedediah Jones sent us,” he said. “He needed information about schedules, activities, about how people get on and off the island. We reported to that former alpha you killed earlier.”

“In Everett?” Abby asked.

The man nodded. “Bellwether had a furnished studio apartment not far from the waterfront. We’d come in with a crew, then after we left for the day, we’d go there, and he’d debrief us.”

Abby frowned. The construction company that had been working on rebuilding the cabins torched by the Council’s men was human, not shifter. They came in at the Beach House dock, and they left the same way. “You just walked away from the construction work?”

The man didn’t respond. Abby looked at the second man. He glared back at her. 

She stood up. “Tell me what you’ve done,” she said with force, and the man glanced down in submission, then looked up in shock. “Tell me!” she said again.

He stammered a bit. “There were always the two of us,” he said. “One worked, one explored. And we’d trade off, so that if someone was looking, they’d see one of us, then the other.”

“Did you know the third wolf?” she gestured with her head to the door. 

He shook his head, but he had no choice but to answer honestly. “Saw him, but he disappeared one day. I thought he might be a spy for someone else. That’s what we were trying to get him to talk about just now. He just kept shaking his head. He kept saying he didn’t know what we were talking about.”

“And tonight?” Abby asked. “You stayed.”

He nodded. “Bellwether told us to. There were four of us who came in with the crew, two of us stayed. They aren’t as good as they think about checking.”

“What were you told was going to happen?”

“That Bellwether would be the pack Alpha by midnight, and that we would be needed,” he said reluctantly.

“Bet on the wrong wolf, didn’t you?” Benny said lightly. He looked at Abby. “Brighton back yet?”

She glanced at her map. Surprised, she said, “Yes, and he got to the boat before it left dock. He’s bringing them all in.”

“Good,” Benny said. “I think the pyre is still burning.”

The two men paled but they didn’t say anything, not even to plead for their lives. Abby had turned one of Jones’ first spies loose. He’d been found dead on their dock three days later — in wolf form. He’d been skinned.

She had vomited when she heard. It still made her want to vomit. At least her men would kill them cleanly and give them the traditional funeral of a pyre burning.

“Get them out of here,” she said wearily. “I suspect they probably could tell us more, but maybe Brighton can get it out of them. I’m too tired.”

Benny nodded and he and the two guards took the men away, leaving her with Jake and Okami. “Well, now we know how they’re getting in,” she said. “The construction company.”

“Human company,” Okami said.

She nodded. “Is there a Tanaka construction company? Or are we about done here? Do we have betas already here who need the work?”

“I will put together a team to finish the cabins, Alpha,” Okami promised. “We are almost done with them. Perhaps there is someone who can run a crew, because there are other projects on the list. And I will have that new business manager dock the company for bad security. They were warned.”

She wouldn’t want to get on the bad side of that new business manager as Okami referred to him. He’d tear that company a new one.

Somehow, she’d expected the business manager Tanaka sent them would look like an accountant, or at least her mental image of one, with a bad haircut, dark-rimmed glasses, and wearing a white shirt, probably with short sleeves, and a tie. One of the candidates he sent actually did look like that, minus the glasses. Shifters didn’t need glasses. She no longer needed glasses, which amazed her still. She had worn glasses since grade school!

But the candidate Okami and Jake had liked best was a man named Peter Dawson, and he looked more like her stereotype of a retired Army sergeant — close-cropped blond hair, broad-shouldered, almost beefy, wearing a plaid cotton shirt, sleeves rolled up, tucked into blue jeans. He had on scuffed boots. 

Abby liked him because no one gave him any nonsense, not even Stefan Lebenev, the lead researcher in the serum project. She would be forever grateful to have someone who could ride heard on that idiot. A genius-level idiot, but an idiot, nonetheless. And God help her she had a department full of them just like him back at Seattle University. She wondered if she could hire Dawson at the university a couple of hours per week in the fall. She winced a bit. There was no guarantee she’d be able to return to the university. No one talked about it, especially not her. Why bother? She might not be alive then.

But the notion of not returning to the work she loved hurt. It hurt a lot, she acknowledged. She loved her work. She chaired the anthropology department, taught a class each semester, and did research — often field research — about isolated communities and what happened when they encountered more modern societies. 

She had spent time with the hill tribes in Thailand, who had essentially turned to tourism, marketing their own culture to preserve it. She’d gone to Alaska and the Native communities there who were isolated by distance and weather. And to the Michoacán indigenous villages in Mexico who had been converted by a Catholic priest and organized as craft villages — again plying their culture to attract tourists. 

She had just begun the literature review for her next book: a look at the isolationist communities in her own state of Washington. Then she got an email inviting her to spend the summer at Wolf Harbor Resort, all expenses paid. It sounded just like what she needed.

Apparently, her work had caught Tanaka’s eye. It worried her that it had. She was afraid of what he saw coming that made her work meaningful to him. He’d inserted her into this cohort of research subjects so she could influence how Stefan Lebenev’s research work was implemented. No one could have predicted that she’d end up pack Alpha. There was no pack on Hat Island. 

And there were no female pack Alphas.

Well there were now. On both fronts.

Wistfully, she wondered if she’d be writing three more ethnographic studies some day: shifters pre-serum, post-serum, and post reveal to the human world. 

The serum.

Abby was determined to see that the serum was distributed to every girl child as they hit puberty and faced transition — the first change to wolf. Now, four out of five girls died in that transition, compared to one out of five boys. Add in the losses giving birth? The average age expectancy for a shifter girl was 40 years. For a boy? Upwards of 200 years.

Stefan’s serum could change all that. So, she forgave him his tunnel vision — and dear God wasn’t she used to dealing with researchers and their tunnel vision — and she would do everything in her power to get him the resources he needed. To save the lives of that many girls at puberty? Of course, she would.

But the rest of the shifter world saw it differently. Controlling the serum and its distribution would give someone a lot of power. Jedediah Jones, perhaps the oldest wolf alive, saw that early on and funded Stefan’s research intending to gain control of it. 

He saw it as power. 

With the serum, Jones could control the future of wolves. He could add to his overwhelming wealth. And he would control shifter women, starting with the test subjects Stefan had used to develop the serum.

Stefan had set up the resort at Wolf Harbor, once a camp for shifter youth, and recruited post-menopausal human women for research on a supplement that would enhance their health and vitality. A tenured faculty member at the University of Washington in biochemistry, he had run Jones’ ‘grant’ through the university contracts office and human subjects review. Everything looked right, and it was all approved.

One small missing detail? The supplement/serum turned the human women into shifters.

Stefan’s theory was if it could do that to human women it would do the same thing for pre-puberty shifter girls. And there were more post-menopausal human women to experiment on than there were pre-puberty shifter girls. Post-menopausal meant he didn’t have to control for hormone cycles — which pre-puberty shifters wouldn’t have either.

They were about to find out if he was right. They’d produced enough serum for a test run on young shifter girls. Now they needed the test subjects. 

Akihiro Tanaka had the vision to support Hat Island’s determination that no girl would go without it. He was bankrolling them, now that Jedediah Jones was no longer funding the project. In exchange, the serum rollout would start with his pack. 

Tanaka pack in Seattle was probably the largest and most modern pack in the world. Akihiro — or rather his Second, Haru Ito — was talking to parents of girls who were reaching puberty about participating in the next phase. Ito said so far, the parents were torn between fear of the unknown serum and relief that their daughters might not die during transition. 

Abby was considering offering a field trip. Let the girls and parents come to the island and meet with the women who had already taken the serum. Meet the women’s wolves. Let them see the labs, and God, maybe even meet their very own mad scientist. Actually, they had more than one — a whole lab of them. She shuddered.

But the island was also home to 200 plus shifter men. The pack was bursting at the seams. Did she really want to bring a bunch of 12-year-old girls here? Could she go to them? She’d have to talk to Tanaka over dinner tomorrow night about it.

“Abby!” Synde called. “The fireworks are starting!”

Abby smiled. Because that was just what her day needed: Fourth of July fireworks set off by the city of Everett over the bay between the city and Hat Island — Possession Bay, a name that made her laugh. But fireworks? She shook her head. And then she headed out to the center lawn of the resort to watch them with her pack. 

Maybe they could all howl at the moon afterwards? She grinned.

She had plans for later. Plans that involved a very handsome shifter of her own.
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Chapter 2
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One thing Abby couldn’t get enough of was the pure pleasure of touch. She forgave Stefan for her forced change for that reason alone. All of her senses were heightened: she could smell plants that she had once thought were scentless, savor the taste of subtle combinations of spices that Okami liked to try. And of course, she could see better — no glasses! — and hear better. 

But it was touch that mattered the most to her. She was so hungry for the feel of another person’s body! She’d feel guilty about being needy, but Jake met her more than half-way. They couldn’t get enough of each other was such a trite phrase, she thought. But... she couldn’t get enough of him.

They came back to their rooms in the lodge after the fireworks, and Abby headed to the shower. “Join me?” she asked, already shedding clothes. She was past being sweaty — she had layers of dried sweat now: exertion, topped with fear sweat, and didn’t that stink? Followed by rage sweat. Who knew there were so many different kinds of sweat, and they each had their own smell? 

Maybe enhanced smell wasn’t as great a thing. But enhanced touch? Yeah, she loved that.

She started the shower, and began soaping her body, when Jake stepped into the small space behind her. “Let me,” he said, and she loved the growl that crept into his voice when he was aroused. It was there at other times, too; it had been one of the first things she noticed about him. Well, after the beauty of his coloring, the perfection of his physique.... She laughed at herself.

And then she stopped thinking — rare for her — and just luxuriated in the feel of Jake’s hands on her body. He shampooed her hair and rinsed it, and she sighed with pleasure. She turned and kissed him. Reaching up, she pulled gently on his hair; it was wondrous hair, she thought, silky with curls, and inky black, growing out from what she assumed was once a military haircut. She loved his hair.

He growled at her, and she laughed. 

Jake shut off the shower, dried her body while she stood there, her eyes half-mast with pleasure. He toweled her hair dry, briskly, and she laughed. “My turn,” she teased, and she didn’t use a towel — she traced each water drop with her tongue as it ran down his body, tasting, teasing, loving.

He stopped her, holding her head to his abdomen before she could go any further. “My control is good,” he said, “but not that good. A towel, Alpha, and then we can further explore your ideas in bed.”

Abby laughed and reached for a towel to dry his legs, hips, and his back. She pressed kisses against his neck, tracing the edge of his skull under his hair with her lips and tongue. He turned, swooped her up in his arms, and carried her to the bed.

Later, satiated and contented to be held against his chest, she listened to the steady beat of his heart. She fought off sleep, wanting to savor the sheer pleasure of their lovemaking and then this, the feel of his body against hers. Their legs were entangled, his arms still held her close. And she could listen to his heartbeat. It might be her favorite sound.

“Jake?” she said softly. She didn’t think he was asleep yet. 

He grunted at her, and she grinned. “I think we should have a house of our own,” she said, looking around their bedroom. It had been Jake’s room, a dorm room really, with a small bedroom and a bath. As one of the resort ‘guests’ she had a cabin, also small, more like a motel room, but it burned that first weekend when they’d had to fight Council troops just to survive. And she’d come here.

“A new house? Or one of the vacant ones?” he asked. 

The pack was in the process of easing out the few remaining human property owners on Hat Island. They’d announced a water problem when it looked like they would be under attack, and the humans had headed to the mainland. Offers had been made on their houses; it turned out a lot of the returning betas had healthy bank accounts. Well, generational wealth was the biggest form of true wealth, Abby knew, and with a shifter? They were their own multi-generational wealth generator. She grinned at the silliness of the phrase. But it was true. When you live a long time, you tend to accumulate wealth. Not all of them. But she’d yet to meet a poor beta. She wondered how other lone wolves fared? Were there submissive lone wolves? What about in the packs? Was there poverty there? She thought there was — given some of the isolated packs? She knew there was. So when packs banished betas, they also banished their potential for wealth?

There was a reason why her pack laughed about her questions, she thought ruefully.

Which reminded her. “The third beta who came in on the construction crews and stayed?” she asked. “Do we know what his story is?”

“We never got back to him,” Jake admitted. “He didn’t seem like a threat. He seemed terrified. I’m not sure he’s a beta, Abby. I think he’s fleeing something. Are we going to offer asylum to people fleeing abusive packs?”

Abby was silent. They were getting to be a full house. Yui and Okami had promised the betas a welcome home. And they were coming — dozens every day. Hat Island was going to turn into overflowing military-style barracks if they didn’t figure out something soon. “How can we turn people away?” she asked finally. “Would there be that many?”

Jake pondered that for a moment. “If they knew that we would take them in? Maybe. But we don’t need to hang out the welcome sign. The truly desperate will come, and we can take those. I think that young man was truly desperate.”

“We need to find him tomorrow and see what his story is,” Abby said.

“House?” he prompted.

She laughed. He was getting good at keeping her on track. She veered off as her curiosity led her to new questions. She had lists of questions. “Let’s build something? When Okami finds a shifter construction boss? Something like my cabin, but large enough to be a home.”

“Do you have a house in Seattle?” he asked. 

Abby tensed. She avoided thoughts of her past life and what pieces she would be able to salvage. Her small bungalow not far from the university was probably not going to be one of them. She just hoped her university life was.  But she would never be able to live away from the pack. 

“I do,” she said. “It’s small, not far from the university. Just two bedrooms, but it has a big backyard for the dogs.” Another loose end, she thought. She missed her Huskies, Margaret and Mead, who were at a boarding facility for the summer. She wanted them here with her. Yes, she had a whole pack of wolves to run with. But she missed her dogs. 

The lodge was no place for dogs, however. Their rooms were on the second floor and were barely big enough for the two of them. They only were in here to sleep. 

Well, and to make love. She grinned.

“We wouldn’t need much bigger than that,” she continued, not addressing the real question about her house — would she keep it? She might. At least, she wasn’t ready to give it up yet. She probably should think about why that was. But not tonight. “A small place, built of lumber from the island, with a big window that overlooks the ocean.”

He considered that. “Maybe behind the lodge? Near the kitchen gardens?”

Abby loved the gardens that Yui had designed and built so long ago and still tended. Even the kitchen gardens were beautiful. “Maybe,” she said, pleased with the idea of living among the gardens. “Then we could still come to the lodge to eat our meals.”

Jake nodded. “You should have a house,” he agreed.

She tipped her head so that she could see his face. “I thought we were talking about us having a house,” she said slowly.

“Any time you want me, I’ll be there,” he assured her. 

“Not the same thing, Jake,” she said. “Talk to me.”

He was silent, and for a short time she wasn’t sure he was going to answer her. 

“You need a space where you can be alone,” he said at last. “A place that is yours. One with a study that you can use to do your research and writing. A kitchen where you can make coffee and savor it before you start the day. An Alpha needs that.”

“Don’t most pack Alphas have families?” she asked, her curiosity almost outweighing her distress. Almost.

“They do,” he said. “But even then, there is the Alpha’s house, and then the extensions of family housing — and often more than one wing, given the polyamory that’s often practiced. The Alpha’s house is really more of a compound — think hacienda. It might be the size of this lodge, actually, with the Alpha’s residence, wings for each of his women and their children. You should ask Pete or Benny; they’ve been in more pack residences than I have. But an Alpha almost always has a private wing. The demands are so great on you. You need a retreat of your own.”

Abby resonated to the word retreat. Yes, she thought. Not a home, but a retreat. The whole island is my home. A house of many rooms. Where did that phrase come from? Oh yes, the New Testament.

“Where did your mind go?” Jake asked with amusement.

“Retreat resonates,” she said honestly. “Not a home, but a retreat of my own? Yes, maybe. And then I thought that this whole island is actually my home. A house of many rooms.”

“It is,” he agreed. “It is like one large Alpha compound. And all the more reason for you to have a private place of your own.”

It still made her feel vulnerable, she thought, like he was breaking up with her. 

His eyes narrowed as he looked at her. “My wolf says I’ve distressed you,” he said slowly. 

She frowned. “Your wolf?”

“He’s more attuned to the pack bonds and the information they convey than I am,” Jake said. “I’m not sure why that it is. But he’s very protective of you. And he thinks I’m a dumb shit.”

Abby laughed. It struck her funny that Jake might have a wolf who expressed opinions like that. She looked at him and laughed again. He watched her with a half-smile on his face. “Am I being a dumb shit?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, feeling better. “Kiss me, and make it better, Jake.”

“It would be my pleasure,” he murmured against her lips.

His kiss reassured her that this man was hers. And God, he could kiss. Well, looking 28 and gorgeous for 30 years would give a man plenty of opportunity for gaining experience, she thought with a laugh. 

And then she quit thinking and participated wholly in the experience of making love with her man.

Mine, she thought fiercely, and her wolf agreed. Mine. Send that to Jake’s wolf, she thought. He’s mine.

“Yes,” Jake said as he traced the sensitive lines of her jaw, her ear, and then on to her neck where it merged with her shoulder. He nuzzled her there, and she shuddered. “Yes. I’m yours. Always, Alpha. Always.”

Mine, she thought again. Mine.
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Cujo Brown was dressed in a tux and drinking champagne with some of the most revolting men on the planet. The tux was his, tailored to fit him precisely — not an easy task since that included a concealed weapon.

Two actually.

He and the two packmates serving as his security were in a private casino in Luxemburg near the Swiss border. It might even be in Switzerland. But really, it was owned by a man who was rich and powerful enough he made his own laws. The castle was an autonomous zone all by itself.

And the man hosted parties for the rich and jaded who were looking for a new thrill. He was at one right now. The men were rich and old. The women were beautiful and young. There was gambling, drinking, fine wines and exquisite food. Music by some of the finest musicians Europe had to offer.

And if you had the connections, there was more.

And I fit right in, he thought sourly. It wasn’t so much that he was faking a new persona to find the missing women, as it was he was resuming a life he’d left behind a year ago. 

He’d known Stefan Lebenev when they were kids going to that damn summer camp for Cub Scouts on Hat Island. He shook his head. Connections forged then had lasted a lifetime. Probably why they disbanded it. You were supposed to be loyal to your pack and to your Alpha and to no one else. And the camp allowed friendship bonds at a time when the young shifters were still capable of making them.

The Council said it was because of dwindling numbers of young shifters. He didn’t believe them. But if that was the case, why wasn’t there more concern? Were they really dying out as a species?

He’d been shipped off to camp for the same reason a lot of the cubs were — he was becoming too dominant for his Alpha to be comfortable having him around. Not that Cujo wanted to challenge his Alpha — hell no. And be stuck in Hayden Lake, Idaho, for the rest of a very long life? Shit, no.

But still he stayed until the Alpha kicked him out. Pack did matter. And it had hurt when the Alpha severed his pack bonds and banished him. He still remembered the physical pain of it. Probably the worst pain he’d ever experienced, and he’d been near death a couple of times since. Betas didn’t talk about it with each other, so he had no way to know what it was like for others. But he suspected the silence said it all: it had been hell for all of them.

Some packs did right by their betas. Gave them schooling, college even. Hayden Lake was the home of a bunch of white supremacists, and they didn’t believe in education. They believed in the Bible, the Constitution and guns. And a white Christian Nation. And his pack was a part of that. Even back when he’d been just a stupid kid, that struck him as absurd. The human Christian Nationalists would burn them at the stake if they learned shifters existed and were amongst them.

So Cujo Brown enlisted, like a lot of betas. Betas, the banished wolves, usually took to military life. It became their substitute pack. Cujo — whose real name was John, although he hadn’t heard it in a long time — got swooped up for undercover activities. His ability to adapt and fit in got him noticed by the powers that be. He rolled his eyes, but the next thing he knew he was CIA, and his background allowed him to move easily among the fascists/nationalists of Europe. He had money, gratis of Uncle Sam. He had the looks, a white man with dark blonde hair and brown eyes, and that squared face usually called chiseled. He looked like a poster child for the God-damned Aryan Nation. He had the pedigree — they’d all heard of Hayden Lake. And he had the ruthlessness it took to become known as the mercenary to go to when you needed something done.

He moved guns for men making oil profits in the Middle East. Moved drugs from Afghanistan for Taliban warlords who used the money to wage war against the United States. He moved human beings, because that was becoming the major trade of the truly disgusting human beings on the right.

And he funneled information back to Uncle Sam.

He did it for 35 years, and one morning he looked in the mirror and realized it wasn’t a persona anymore. Yes, he sent information back to the CIA, and somewhere there was a bank account growing fat with his wages. But that wasn’t who he was. He was the mercenary everyone believed him to be. 

He was Cujo Brown, the man you hired when everyone else turned down the job because it was too dangerous. 

Too revolting.

Cujo Brown would do it — for a price. And there was another bank account that was fat beyond his own imagination from his profits.

He had the reputation for being one cold son of a bitch.

And he did whatever it took to maintain that rep. To be that person. Because in the treacherous waters he swam in, to be anything else would result in an unmarked grave in short order.

He didn’t like the man who looked back at him that morning. And he abruptly retired. He’d been getting noticed for his continuing youth anyway. And after 35 years, it was time to bow out — to reconsider his life and re-engage under a new identity. 

And at that point he got an offer from Stefan Lebenev. A grant, a lab, Wolf Harbor, a serum to help girls get through their first transition. Truthfully, he hadn’t paid attention to the details. Just that he could walk away from the CIA, from his life as a mercenary, and go home. Go back to a place he had good memories of.

Maybe the last place he had good memories of. So, he said yes, and left. The rumors had swirled for months about what happened to him. That unmarked grave was high on the list of possibilities. His handlers at the CIA screamed. Usually you stayed in until you died. But then usually you died before you got your 20 in. Most didn’t make it past five — burn out, flame out, or dead.

He walked away and let them scream.

He had known Jedediah Jones, of course. They were competitors of sorts. Jones had a major operation, Cujo was a lone wolf, literally and figuratively. And they were careful around each other. Wary.

They knew each other was a shifter. A shifter always knew if another was a shifter. If he’d been human, Jedediah might have had him eliminated. But Cujo was a very dominant wolf, and Jedediah Jones wasn’t sure he could get it done. And if he tried and failed? It would be his last mistake.

And truthfully, Cujo felt the same about Jones. Jedediah Jones wasn’t as dominant as he was, but he had a major organization to back him up. He had money, power and connections that Cujo didn’t have. Well he did, but the CIA had hesitated about taking Jones out. Probably for the same reasons Jones didn’t go after Cujo. Try and fail? Catastrophic repercussions. So, unless someone paid him very well to go after Jedediah Jones he would leave him alone.

So, they danced warily around each other. Socialized sometimes, even. Jones had even approached him once with a job offer. Cujo had courteously declined. He was solo, he said, a lone wolf. He was sure Jedediah understood. Yes, yes, Jedediah said he most certainly did.

So Cujo thought it ironic when he learned who was funding Stefan’s project. And he was suspicious of what Jones was up to. But really it was obvious. He wanted to control the serum. 

It would make him the most powerful shifter on the planet. It might make him the most powerful sentient on the planet.

Not Cujo’s problem. He tried to warn Stefan, but the geeky kid he remembered had grown up to be just as geeky, but with a focus on a serum that couldn’t be broken — at least Cujo couldn’t do it. Stefan was determined to do this.

And truly, if he could, more power to him. Cujo didn’t really care if he could or not when he arrived at the island and set up its security. Security to keep the research subjects on the island, and to keep anyone from stealing the serum or the formula. So he implemented Stefan’s plan of a fitness camp for older human women. He thought it might have some flaws — like, wouldn’t people notice these women were gone? And what were you going to do with the women who survived and became shifters?

Turned out Jedediah Jones had an answer to both of those questions. He would deal with it personally, he assured Stefan. And Stefan believed him because he wanted to believe him, and because he didn’t want to be bothered with the women after he knew the trial results.

It had been a long time since Cujo cared about the fate of anyone but himself and whoever was signing his paycheck. So, in spite of the sick feeling he got when he thought about what Jones probably meant by rehabilitation and re-situating the new female wolves, he let it go.

Not his problem, he told himself.

Out of the first cohort of six subjects, two lived — 33 percent! There had been jubilation. It sounded calloused, but it represented a stride forward from the death sentence shifter girls faced: only 20 percent survived their first change. The second cohort? They lost only one subject. Stefan was jubilant. Jedediah Jones was thoughtful. No one had believed Stefan could do it.

It would change everything. Stefan insisted on more trials, more cohorts. Jones didn’t protest. He had more money than he knew what to do with, and he was getting shifter women in return? No, Jones didn’t have a problem with Stefan’s diligence before he actually tested the serum on shifter girls.
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