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Chapter 1
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“He’ll be gone by midnight?” the grey-eyed man asked quietly.

The early morning held the promise of a nice day, a warm wind barely lifting the leaves of the trees. The smell of cooking food drifted on the slight breeze, its source hidden until the traffic parted long enough to show a bustling pizzeria across the road.

The noise of traffic was muted somewhat by the surrounding trees and bushes, a nearby lake home to a large flock of quacking ducks as they vied for the breadcrumbs thrown by an enthusiastic toddler, his podgy hand held tightly by his mother.

Pigeons pecked along the park pathways for any crumbs that might have been dropped by an excited child or distracted adult. They gathered instantly around a discarded hotdog before they were chased off with a ruffle of feathers when a seagull landed with an indignant squawk, swallowing the hotdog in one gulp before beadily eyeing a man eating a burger nearby on a bench.

“If he’s smart,” his blond companion confirmed, his hazel eyes scanning the busy park.

A dog barked across the park, chasing a disc that whizzed through the air a low distance from the ground.

A parade of baby strollers rolled past the lake, being quickly overtaken on the path by a pair of rollerbladers. The mothers grumbled but continued on their way, unlike a student who swore loudly when he didn’t manage to avoid the pair, his nose buried in his book. He landed on the ground with a curse, his book flying through the air, his curses following them.

The blond man paused and the grey-eyed man followed his gaze.

A dark haired figure sat on a bench at the other side of the lake, his elbows resting on his bent knees as he slouched forward, apparently focused on the ground beneath his feet.

“What keeps him coming back?” the blond man mused curiously, when a body suddenly barged into him.

He stepped back in surprise as someone wearing a denim jacket and black football cap tore past, a horde of lads galloping after them.

The man that the pair had been watching, stood to watch the group intently and the grey-eyed man cocked his head curiously.

“Perhaps his son?” he suggested, glancing at what had taken their target’s attention. “Maybe he’s coming of age?”

The group that had charged past moments before, now surrounded the lone lad, several of them drawing knives from their pockets. The other occupants of the park had emptied as soon as they had arrived and the only sounds in the park now, were the taunts of the youths.

The surrounded figure smiled grimly then beckoned mockingly.

One of the larger lads darted forward, but the lone figure grabbed his wrist and twisted it sharply, making him drop the knife. The others charged at him, but they fought back fiercely, sending more than one person back nursing injuries.

He was finally pinned though, despite his attempts. They held his arms behind him as the leader of the group stepped forward with his switchblade, his blue eyes fixed on their face.

“You should know better than to play with devils, Angel,” he sneered.

He tore the football cap from his head and dark brown waved hair cascaded down over the girl’s shoulders.

“You don’t learn, do you?” she chuckled, not intimidated in the slightest. “Look behind you.”

The group did and found themselves face-to-face with a much larger group, their eyes narrowed on those around her.

‘Angel’ kicked forward and the leader gasped as her kick winded him. She pulled her arms forward as she ducked and the two lads holding her arms, smacked heads. One lad crept up behind her, but she gave him a spinning kick to the chin and he staggered back.

The larger group leapt forward but the leather-jacketed lads bolted and the girl slapped a high-five with one of the new group.

“Angel, you’re meant to leave some of them for us,” a sandy-haired young man scolded, ruffling her hair.

She wrinkled her nose, shooing him away with a laugh and he grinned. He stiffened when he found the pair watching them from across the park, his smile fading swiftly. He didn’t move when the group around him began to disperse, but he startled when Angel touched his arm lightly.

“You coming, Will?” she queried.

He hesitated at her question, his gaze flickering between her and the two men. He finally nodded and let her pull him after the rest of the gang.

The grey-eyed man strolled over to pick up the black cap that had drifted over to them during the scuffle, his expression thoughtful.

“We should see why Andrew is so interested in the girl,” he mused, the bench they had been watching, now empty.

“Time to hunt him down again,” his companion grunted.

*
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Angel sauntered into the Den, the rest of the gang walking in behind her.

Their chatter simply added to the din in the large room, but Angel barely noticed, the noise as familiar to her as breathing. She left the rest of the group with their friends, as she headed down the adjoining hallway absently.

It didn’t take her long to reach her room and she tossed a brown paper bag at the black-haired lad lying on a bed just across from the door as she entered, his hands placed under his head. The bag landed on his stomach, making him jump automatically at the unexpected impact, but he looked at her questioningly.

“You should have come with us, Pie,” she pouted. “You’re missing all the fun.” He raised an eyebrow.

“I’m missing all the fun?” he repeated lightly. She nodded, throwing herself onto her own bed.

The small room was a plain, neutral white, the wooden floor bare. The only window in the room was rather high, a person needing to stand on the bed or cupboard to see out of it.

A bedside cupboard stood between the two beds, shared by them both. Pierre had done his best to brighten up the room; a thin mat on the floor, coloured fabrics draped across the ceiling.

It didn’t really do much to distract from the obvious starkness, but it was still home to them both.

“We beat up some Devils,” Angel confirmed, shrugging.

Pierre rolled his eyes despairingly but sat up to look in the paper bag that she had thrown at him.

The Little Devils were a gang of varied ages that dealt in everything from drugs to stealing to sex. They didn’t have standards over who they let join, but they prided themselves in accepting anyone who had a criminal history or tendencies towards the darker side of life.

The Lost Angels on the other hand, were more like an extended family. They took in kids and teenagers, the age limit being nineteen, though there had been instances where those younger than thirteen had been accepted due to circumstances.

The only requirement to join, was there being reasonable cause for the person to leave the family home. That could – and did – range from having a new step-parent, to having an abusive family life, something that being part of the Lost Angels protected them from.

The locals knew of the two conflicting gangs and the police were frequently called out to some incident involving one group or the other, usually both when they clashed from straying into each others’ territories.

“Why do you call it fun?” Pierre asked dryly. “You get hurt each time you play with them. Plus the last time you had ‘fun’, your mother had to bail you out.”

Angel shrugged again, ignoring his comment.

“Everyone needs a hobby and reminding them to behave is a beneficial one,” she dismissed. She tilted her head at him, changing the subject. “How are things going between you and Roger?”

“It’s not,” he drawled, making a face. “He said he wasn’t ready for a long term relationship.”

“How like a guy!” she flared on his behalf.

“Hey!”

“Not you, Pie,” she dismissed impatiently. “You’re not bad for a guy.”

He snorted, rolling his eyes as he sat up to lift the paper bag that she had tossed at him. His lips twitched as he withdrew a warm pastry wrapped in a napkin.

“A croissant?” he said dryly. “A little tongue-in-cheek, don’t you think?”

“I have to cater to your French heritage after all,” she sniffed.

“Aynge, I was born in London,” he exasperated.

“Still French heritage,” she declared. “Your parents are French.”

He chuckled, taking a bite out of the pastry and sending crumbs flaking onto his shirt before he brushed them off onto the floor.

“So, now that the topic of my love-life has been exhausted, let’s turn to yours. How are things going between you and Harry?” he asked mildly. She wrinkled her nose and he raised an eyebrow. “Like that, huh?”

She sighed heavily.

“He keeps pushing for us to take the next step,” she said glumly.

He frowned, putting aside his croissant to move across the room. He crouched beside her bed, placing a hand on her shoulder supportively.

“Just tell him no if you’re not ready,” he said gently.

“I have,” she sighed. “But if I say no once more...”

The door suddenly opened as a lad strode into room with knocking, his hands thrust into his pockets casually. His short black hair was spiked up with gel, his blue eyes moving instantly to Pierre’s hand on Angel’s shoulder.

“Harry...” she started as she sat up, Pierre straightening.

“If I didn’t know any better, Angie, I’d think that you and Pierre had something going on,” Harry commented idly. Angel rolled her eyes.

“You’re jealous of Pie?” she drawled. “You do remember that he doesn’t like women, right?”

Harry laughed, apparently accepting her statement, but his eyes were cold, belying his apparent dismissal of his jealousy.

“Your mother is outside,” he said instead and she looked irritated.

She left without saying a word and he followed her out, but before she had taken more than a few steps away from her room, Harry slammed her back against the wall hard. She grunted at the impact, eyeing him guardedly when he leant close, squashing her automatic flicker of fear.

“Harry, what...?”

“Don’t ever even think about another bloke,” he warned, pointing a warning finger at her.

“What are you on about?” she exasperated, trying to make light of his obvious jealousy.

“You belong to me,” he told her coldly. “Do you understand?” She didn’t answer, her expression unamused at his order and he shook her roughly. “I said, do you...?”

“Yeah, I get it,” she interrupted with a sound of disgust, agreeing with him just to end the conversation.

“Good.”

He took her hand, pulling her down the hall, but she dug her heels in when she realised that he was taking her away from the direction of the Den.

“Harry, where are we going?”

“Guess,” he grunted. She noted the passing doors and pulled herself to a stop.

“I can’t, Harry.”

“C’mon, it won’t hurt,” he cajoled. She shook her head.

“No,” she refused unyieldingly and his face darkened.

“If you loved me, you wouldn’t say no,” he muttered almost sulkily.

“And if you loved me like you say you do, then you wouldn’t force me,” she returned tartly.

He let go of her hand, turning his head to glare at the wall and she touched his arm.

“Harry...”

“Fine!” he snapped moodily.

He stormed off down the hall and she turned to head back towards the Den. She spotted Pierre looking at her cautiously from their bedroom doorway, but she waved a hand at him mutely and he nodded in understanding, disappearing back into their room.

She took a deep breath then made her way to the front door of the shelter, passing through the bustling Den, glancing at people who called out to her. She stopped by the entrance, taking another breath before nodding to the doorman and Ricky opened the door for her silently.

~*~
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Chapter 2
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Angel stepped out into the cold night reluctantly, instantly spying the lone figure waiting for her as the door closed.

The beautiful blonde woman turned to face her, her breath steaming out in front of her. Lisa strode forward to hug her, but Angel stepped back with a guarded expression, her arms folded across her chest.

“What do you want, Mum?” she asked flatly.

“I want you to come home, Honey,” Lisa pleaded. Angel’s expression didn’t change.

“I told you why I won’t.”

“Angela, Steve isn’t as bad as you think he is,” Lisa beseeched. “If you just gave him a chance...”

“Mum, why can’t you see him for what he really is?” Angel demanded. “You know me. You know that I wouldn’t make something like that up.”

“Listen here, Angela. Your stepfather is a good man,” her mother frustrated. “Why do you want to hurt me by saying such horrible things about him? You must have misunderstood...”

“If you wanna believe that then I’m not going to bother trying to convince you otherwise,” Angel snorted, shaking her head. “When you find out what he’s really like, you’ll wish that you listened to me.”

“That’s it!” Lisa flared. “I’ve had enough of your nonsense. It’s time that you acted your age. You’re coming home with me.”

Her mother grabbed her arm and tried to pull her towards the waiting car, but Angel pulled back, wrenching her arm out of her mother’s grasp.

“I’ll come home when you get rid of him!” she snapped, her eyes hard.

“Is everything alright, darling?” a man asked as he stepped up beside them, his gaze questioning.

“Everything is fine, Steve,” Lisa sighed then looked at Angel. “Please, Honey, come home...”

Angel kept her eyes locked on her mother.

“I’ve told you how I feel,” she said evenly.

She turned to leave but Steve caught her arm and she shot him a look of pure hatred.

“Let go of me, you filthy pervert!” she spat. His hazel eyes sparked at her words as he slapped her and Lisa looked stunned.

Angel clenched her fists, trying to control her temper, when a menacing growl suddenly sounded from the nearby bushes. A large shape detached itself from the shadows and stepped into the light coming from the windows at the front of the building.

It was a dog-like creature, the size of a Great Dane and it padded forward on silent paws, its black lips curling back to reveal its glistening fangs. The stark whiteness of its teeth stood out against its dark fur, almost as though it were part of the night itself and the trio backed away.

Angel’s back touched the wall of the building, but the canine ignored her, stalking towards the two adults instead.

It snarled and the pair fell over themselves running back to the parked car. A few seconds later, it crunched out of the driveway as though the hounds of hell were after them.

The dog turned to Angel and she tensed as it padded back towards her, her breath catching in her throat as her heart pounded wildly.

It stopped a few foot away, gazing at her with oddly familiar dark eyes for a few moments before turning away. Angel watched it bound away into the bushes, waiting a few minutes before relaxing, slipping back into the Shelter.

*
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Music blared from behind a door covered in posters of cars and scantily clad women, but Angel hammered on it hard to be heard. A few minutes later, the door opened and Harry raised an eyebrow at her frostily, obviously still put out by her refusal to go with him.

“Who hit you?”

She ignored his question.

“Can go we go somewhere?” she asked instead and he blinked in surprise at her apparent change of heart.

“Where?” he asked after a moment’s pause.

“Anywhere,” she dismissed uncaringly. He nodded.

“I know a place.”

*
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Angel followed Harry as he crept around the dark house, trying not to alert the neighbours as they crunched quietly over the gravel surrounding the base of the house.

They stopped next to a window and Angel touched his arm lightly.

“Are you sure they’re not home?” she whispered.

“Will you just relax?” he grunted impatiently. “They went on holiday somewhere. I saw them leave with my own eyes.”

He turned back to the window, sliding it up carefully before pulling himself up onto the ledge. He hauled her up through the window into the house with him before closing the window behind them as Angel looked around the silent living room tensely.

“Stay away from the windows,” he muttered and she nodded, letting him lead her further into the house.

They made their way upstairs and he pushed open a door, pulling her in with him. He closed it partially as Angel looked around nervously, twisting her hands unsurely.

A large double bed occupied one side of the room, a mirror covering the entire wall opposite. There was no sign of any other furniture except a single bedside cupboard next to the bed, a plush rug on the carpeted floor and a built-in double wardrobe opposite the door.

“I guess they get bored,” she joked weakly, gesturing at the mirror.

Harry glanced at it disinterestedly then turned his gaze to her as he pulled her against him.

“You’re not gonna chicken out again, are you, Angie?”

“No.” She bit her lip. “At least I don’t think so,” she amended unsurely.

“Good.”

Harry suddenly kissed her hard, walking her backwards and Angel hurried to keep up as he pushed her denim jacket down her arms before shrugging off his own. The back of her legs hit the bottom of the bed and she fell back onto the mattress.

He fell with her and his hand drifted down to her jeans until she caught his hand breathlessly.

“Not yet,” she mumbled.

He frowned then shrugged, continuing where he had left off, kissing her again as he lifted her t-shirt slowly. He drew his hand over her stomach lightly and she sucked in a quiet breath.

His hand drifted back down to her jeans and she didn’t stop him, too distracted by trying to keep up with him. He undid the button and began sliding down her jeans when she suddenly realised what he was doing and pulled back, stopping his hand again.

“No,” she panted, shaking her head. He drew back in frustration and she sat up behind him, re-buttoning her jeans quickly. “Harry...”

“No, Angie. You know exactly why we came here,” he snapped.

“I know, but I don’t think...”

“You don’t think you’re ready,” he mocked then looked at her angrily. “See, I don’t think that you ever will be.”

“I don’t know,” she said quietly. He gave a sound of disgust, rising from the bed. “Harry...”

“It’s over between us!”

He stormed out of the room, sweeping up his jacket on the way out and she fell back onto the bed, cursing herself darkly.

The mattress suddenly dipped as someone sat on the bed next to her and she lifted her head, expecting to see Harry sitting there with a smirk.

She froze when she found a stranger sitting there instead, his back to the window. The man simply gazed at her silently, his face shadowed.

“Who are you?” she demanded, though worry twisted her belly at the thought that he might be one of the homeowners.

He leant forward, the faint orange glow from the streetlight coming in from the window, highlighting his features. She blinked, pulling herself up slowly into a sitting position.

“You can’t be...” she whispered in disbelief.

“Sorry I haven’t been around much, Angel,” her father apologised.

She stared at him, her eyes showing her confusion.

She recognised him from the photos that had once decorated her mother’s house before she had remarried, now stored in her own personal hideaway.

The problem that she had with believing that it was really him, was that he had been declared dead several years ago.

“We were told that you were dead,” she said slowly. “We went to the funeral...Mum has even remarried...”

“Your mum...” He chuckled softly, shaking his head. “Ah, how I miss hearing Lisa yelling at me. My name is Andrew, by the way,” he offered. “Just in case your mum never told you.” He grimaced. “As for being dead, I had to be.”

“Why?”

“I can’t tell you that, Hun,” he sighed. “It’s worth my life.” Her brow creased.

“Then why are you here now?”

“I have to leave again, but I wanted to see you first,” he confessed.

“How did you know where I was?” she asked in puzzlement. He smiled.

“I’ve always known where you are, Hun,” he said fondly then his expression darkened. “I saw your mum’s friend hit you tonight.”

“Her husband actually,” she corrected faintly, the knowledge that her father was alive still not sinking in fully. “Was it your dog that scared them off?”

A corner of his mouth lifted in a half-smile.

“You could say that,” he said dryly. “So, what has your mother’s husband done to you? I couldn’t hear everything.” Her smile faded, her body tensing.

“It’s nothing.”

“It didn’t sound like nothing,” he pressed.

“Really, it’s nothing,” she repeated, her expression not changing.

He didn’t speak, just watched her for several long awkward moments, before he smiled.

“I’m proud of you, Angel.”

She blinked at the unexpected comment, the basis for his words obscure and unfounded.

“Proud of me?” she repeated in confusion. “Why?”

“You said no to that lad,” he explained. She paused then looked down at her hands ashamedly.

“You were listening?”

“Not many girls would have had the guts to say no,” he approved. Her shoulders sagged.

“I only came here tonight because I was angry,” she admitted.

“You wanted to rebel, to prove to yourself that no one has control over what you do,” he murmured and she nodded unhappily. “I’ve been there, Hun. I get it. I’ve done a lotta stupid stuff during those times.” He cocked his head then tensed suddenly, his expression wary. “Listen, Hun, I’ve got to go.”

She looked startled at the change of mood.

“What? Why? I’ve only just met you...” she protested anxiously. He hugged her tightly.

“Remember that I love you and I’ll always be proud of you,” he murmured and she breathed in deep, inhaling his scent before drawing back sadly.

“Will I see you again?” she asked despondently. He stood, but looked back at her with a crooked smile.

“We’ll see what happens,” he allowed. “I’ll try.”

He ruffled her hair affectionately and she wrinkled her nose, but didn’t comment. He left and she braced her arms on her knees, thinking hard.

Now that she knew her father was actually alive, the question was...did she tell her mother?

The door creaked and she looked at it sharply.

A furry face peered into the room and she recognised it as the dog that had scared away her mother and stepfather. It padded into the room cautiously, its nose twitching as it sniffed warily before it finally moved forward and she hurriedly lifted her feet onto the bed.

“He’s gone,” she said worriedly and its ears flicked at her voice.

It studied her for a moment then leapt up onto the bed without warning, making a show of sniffing the air around her cautiously. She hesitated then held a hand out to be sniffed and it leant forward slowly, its eyes fixed warily on her face.

It suddenly lunged and she yelped as it bit her. Its teeth pierced the side of her hand and it drew back to lick the bite until the blood had stopped seeping. It jumped off the bed, but Angel didn’t notice the disappearance.

Her head spun wildly and she held a hand held to her forehead as she fell back onto the bed, her consciousness fading...

~*~
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Chapter 3
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...Three men were looking down at her, their voices a low murmur. She groaned, rolling onto her side to attempt getting away from them, but they turned her back over, lifting her hand.

She felt it throbbing now, pulsing with its own beat, heat radiating from where the dog had bitten her. She struggled, or at least tried to, her limbs weighing like lead.

“No,” she croaked. “Let me go...”

She forced her eyes back open with effort, trying to see what they were doing. Her eyelids felt hot and swollen, her throat burning. Her ears ached and her head pounded. Even her teeth hurt.

She blinked a few times, the men an indefinable blur of shapes around her, their voices a dull rumble in her ears. The room dipped and swayed as darkness beckoned, but she still attempted to speak, fighting to stay conscious.

She was fighting a losing battle though and her eyes drifted shut once more...

~*~
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“Dad!”

Angel sat up abruptly with a cry, her body drenched in sweat and Pierre woke with a start on the other side of the room. He hurried over as she wiped her flushed face, panting hard as her heart beat fast.

“Aynge? You okay?”

She didn’t answer immediately, instead looking around at the familiar room dazedly, the sun just coming through the high window.

“Hey, it’s okay...” Pierre started, touching her arm.

“How long have I been asleep?” she mumbled, interrupting him.

“About three weeks,” he hazarded vaguely.

“Three weeks?” she repeated hoarsely, staring at him incredulously. He rubbed her arm soothingly.

“Get dressed and I’ll treat you to breakfast,” he decided. “I’ll bring you up to date on what you’ve missed.”

She considered his offer then nodded and he rose to his feet to return to his bed. She looked down at her hand.

Not even a pinprick marred her sin and she checked both hands to make sure.

No bite. Not even a scratch.

She let out her breath slowly.

It must have just been a dream.

*
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“Angie!” a man called and Angel turned wearily as Pierre sighed beside her.

They had chosen to walk through the nearby park as Pierre updated Angel on what had happened with the Shelter while she had been sleeping, but Harry had caught sight of the pair as they passed an abandoned church.

“What now, Harry?” Angel asked impatiently.

“Hey, no need to be like that,” Harry chided as he slowed to walk beside her, completely blanking Pierre’s presence. “I was thinking, I might have been a little hasty the other day.”

She looked at him sharply then gave a sound of disgust as she realised why he was suddenly reconsidering their break-up.

“How many people have you made the bet with that you can sleep with me?” she demanded.

She knew that people considered her frigid. They knew that she hated being touched at all and it was something that she went to great lengths to ensure didn’t happen.

More than one lad had attempted to find his way into her bed and each time she had left them regretting it.

“You misjudge me, Angie,” he said, almost managing to sound injured by her accusation. “You’re the only girl for me.”

“Do you even hear yourself?” she exasperated. “If I was the only girl for you, what’s with the other girls? Like that redhead...” He looked surprised.

“How did you know about her?”

“I have my sources,” she snorted.

She had known about the redhead – and several others – for quite some time, having seen them together on more than one occasion.

That wasn’t including the number of people who had also reported that he had been seen with various girls, though he did make some sort of attempt to be discreet, seeming to believe that he could hide what he was doing from her.

“Well?” she pressed.

He was knocked off-track for a moment then his confidence returned.

“They don’t mean anything to me. Not like you do,” he whined and she rolled her eyes. “Please come back to me, Angie. I don’t know what I’d do without you...”

“I’d imagine you wouldn’t have to sneak behind my back to invite your other girls over,” she drawled acidly.

She turned to walk away, but he grabbed her arm and slammed her back against the crumbling wall of the church.

“You’re not getting rid of me, Angie,” he told her coldly. “If I say that we’re not over, then we’re not. Understand?”

She shrunk back slightly at the menace in his eyes then glared at him, trying to shake him off as she regained some of her confidence.

“I’m not getting back with you,” she snapped. “Not now, not ever.”

“Aw, Angela and her boyfriend are having a tiff,” a voice trilled sneeringly.

The pair looked at the violet-eyed girl who had spoken, her mouse-brown hair pinned up to frame her narrow face. Her tiny miniskirt revealed long shapely legs, a strapped vest fitting her like a second skin, a small purse hanging from her shoulder by a thin strap.

“Does daddy know you’re out so late, Violet?” Angel taunted, her mood getting worse at the sight of her stepsister. “Tsk-tsk.” The other girl’s eyes flashed.

“Daddy knows all about you,” Violet returned maliciously and Angel’s mouth tightened.

Violet’s gaze turned to Harry interestedly and Angel gave a sound of disgust, waving a hand uncaringly.

“You can have him,” Angel offered derisively.

“I don’t need your leftovers, Angela,” Violet laughed coolly. “It is tempting though...”

“Do whatever you want with him. Just don’t stay up too late,” she mocked. “Daddy won’t be best pleased if you do.”

“What won’t I be pleased with, Angela?” Steve asked as he stepped next to his daughter, Lisa standing beside him.

Angel snorted at the sight of the man and turned to walk away with Harry and Pierre, but she stopped when Violet spoke tearfully, tears magically appearing in her eyes.

“She made me come here, Dad,” she sobbed. “She told me to wear these clothes.” She gave an upset hiccup, but couldn’t resist sliding Angel a smirk. “When I got here, she said that I had to sleep with that man.”

She pointed at Pierre, her bottom lip trembling and Pierre glared at her accusation.

“You lying little bitch,” Angel snapped and Pierre hurried to stand between her and the other girl. “Do you want to know what’s wrong with your lie? He’s gay, you twit!”

Violet was startled out of her fake distress by the fact, staring at her.

“Is that true, Angela?” Lisa asked quietly. “Did you make Violet come down here dressed like that?” Angel gaped at her mother in disbelief.

“Mum...”

“Is it true?” Lisa repeated and Angel’s face hardened.

“No,” she said icily.

“She’s lying,” Violet said tearfully.

“Tell the truth, Angela,” Steve ordered. Her eyes narrowed.

“It is the truth, you disgusting pervert. If your daughter wasn’t such a slut then she wouldn’t even own those clothes,” Angel scorned. “You must have bought them for her.”

His fist swung out of nowhere, planting itself in her stomach hard and she dropped to her knees, gasping breathlessly as the blow winded her.

“Steve!” Lisa cried, sounding shocked, but he turned on her.

“I won’t take it anymore, Lisa,” he declared angrily. “Make your choice. Me or her?”

The blonde woman looked between her husband and daughter, her eyes wide.

“Steve, she’s my daughter...”

“Either you stop having any form of contact with her, or I leave with my kids,” he told her coldly. “Tonight and for good.”

Lisa stepped behind Steve mutely after a brief pause, her head bowed and Angel sagged at her mother’s choice, feeling the betrayal lash at her painfully. Steve stalked away with Lisa and Violet without another word and Pierre knelt beside Angel, Harry on her other side.

“Angel?”

“Angie?”

“Leave me alone!” Angel snapped, swinging a fist at them both and they moved quickly to avoid her punch. “Now.”

They hesitated then left, knowing that she would have no qualms about forcing them to leave her and they walked away in opposite directions, Pierre showing much more reluctance in leaving her than Harry did.

Angel remained kneeling on the ground, shaking as the feeling of betrayal resounded through her.

Tears clogged her throat and she sniffed them back, when a familiar scent wafted past her nose.

She looked up distractedly to find a dark haired man standing in the doorway of the abandoned church, his hands thrust into his pockets casually as he watched her silently, his dark gaze cautious. She sagged as she realised that he must have seen what had happened, shame and hurt reverberating through her.

“Dad,” she choked then hung her head.

Andrew walked over to kneel beside her and she automatically turned to him, flinging her arms around his neck as she buried her face against his chest. He seemed surprised at her action and hesitated as though unsure of what to do, but then he relaxed. His arms went around her, his hand stroking her hair gently.

“It’s okay, Hun. I’m here,” he murmured soothingly. “I will never abandon you.”

She shuddered as his words resonated within her then wiped her eyes with a sniff, embarrassed by her outburst of emotion, but his hold didn’t loosen.

“Have the Pack contacted you yet?” he asked quietly.

“Pack?” she repeated in confusion and he grimaced.

“I can’t stay long – I was meant to leave last night after all – but there’s this...group that will look after you,” he explained. “They’re called the Pack and they’ll tell you everything you need to know. Stay with them.”

“Why can’t I stay with you?” she asked unhappily, aching to be wanted by at least one of her parents.

He dropped his head, seeming to struggle with her request.

“I would love to, Hun, but I’ve done some bad things in my life,” he admitted, not meeting her gaze. “They can help you not make the same mistakes that I did.”

She opened her mouth to reply, when they both heard the sharp crunch of dead leaves as someone approached.

Andrew made to stand, but Angel caught his arm quickly.

“Don’t go,” she pleaded. “Not yet. Please.”

He hesitated then nodded, helping her stand just as Steve came around the corner of the church. The man paused when he saw Andrew, but he continued until he stood within reach of the pair.

“Who’s your friend?” Steve asked idly. “I knew you liked them older, but I guess you were just being picky over who you...”

Without warning, Andrew dealt the man a blow at the insinuation, a cold glint in his eyes and Steve staggered back, holding a hand to his jaw as he moved it gingerly.

“Steve, I would like you to meet my father,” Angel introduced evenly.

Steve spat blood onto the ground as he rubbed his jaw, eyeing Andrew warily.

“Your mother said that he died,” he grunted. Angel looked up at the sky absently as she nodded slowly.

“She doesn’t need to know everything,” she mused, shrugging. “Besides, only you know about him. How would it look if you were the one to tell her that he’s alive?”

He glared at her then stormed off without another word and she let out the breath she had been holding. Andrew frowned at Angel.

“What on earth could your mother possibly see in that man?” he puzzled.

“Hell if I know,” she snorted dismissively. “You hungry?”

“Starving.”
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Chapter 4
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Ricky put a hand out to stop Andrew from entering, but Angel nodded her permission. He paused then let the older man through, watching him suspiciously, but Andrew ignored the lad as he followed Angel into the Shelter.

*
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The noise quietened when they saw the older man and the youths sent Angel questioning looks. She tapped her nose and they nodded, the volume in the room rising to its usual pitch.

*
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The hallway was empty when they walked through the door, but a lad stepped out of a room just a few doors away, looking up when Angel approached.

“Hey, Will,” Angel greeted as she drew closer.

The lad smiled in return, but it faded when he caught sight of Andrew, his gaze flickering between her and the other man.

Angel cocked her head curiously when a musky scent floated past her nose, but she pushed it aside when she caught Will’s expression.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, looking puzzled.

Will just shrugged, not answering as he circled her, his head tilted thoughtfully. Angel watched him in bafflement, looking about herself as she searched for whatever it was he was focused on.

Andrew made a low sound behind her, almost like a growl and Will returned to stand in front of Angel, his body tense.

“I heard Steve hit you,” he said instead, concern in his eyes. “You okay?”

“Pie and Harry are back?” she guessed, figuring that it was likely Pierre who had told him. He nodded.

“I was starting to worry because it was taking you so long to come back,” he said softly. “I was just coming to look for you.”

“Hey, Angel,” a lad called from the Den doorway. “Mike is here.”

“Tell him that his father is an idiotic pervert,” she called back.

“You used that one last week,” he reminded her cheerfully and she frowned.

“Fine,” she decided. “He’s the dirtiest scum that I could find on the bottom of my shoe after walking through a swamp. Have I used that one yet?” He grinned.

“Nope, but it’ll do great,” he chuckled.

He disappeared and she turned to the two men by her side.

“Where was I?” she asked absently then snapped her fingers as she remembered, gesturing at Andrew. “Oh yeah. Will, this is...”

“Sorry, Aynge, but I’ve gotta head out,” Will interrupted. “One of the Devils insulted me earlier and I want to teach him some manners.”

She paused at his uncommon abruptness, but he ruffled her hair once before sauntering to the Den. Angel stared after him then continued down the hallway, Andrew following quietly.

“Angel, did you notice anything about your friend?” he suddenly asked.

“Will?” she queried, glancing at him and he nodded. “Not really. Why?”

“Did he smell any different to you?” he pressed. She gave him a peculiar look before shrugging.

“I guess,” she conceded. “Must be a new deodorant or something.”

“Unlikely,” he said dryly and she looked even more puzzled at his strange comment. “See if I smell the same.”

She stopped outside her room with a frown in his direction, mentally evaluating his sanity.

“I’m serious.”

“I know and that’s what worries me,” she said bluntly. His lips twitched.

“Humour me?”

She sighed, rolling her eyes before sniffing dismissively.

She paused when she caught the same scent she had detected coming from Will, although there was a subtle difference between the two men. She tried to pick out what exactly was different about it, but she couldn’t quite place it.

“Why do you both smell the same?” she asked suspiciously. “Did you both buy the same aftershave?”

“That’s what the Pack will explain. Now, see if you can hear anyone in the room,” he ordered.

She pressed an ear to the door, but he pulled her back, shaking his head.

“Without standing near the door,” he admonished.

“How am I meant to hear if someone is in the room if I can’t be near the door?” she exasperated then sighed when she saw his serious expression.

She cocked her head as she strained to hear through the door, but she blinked when she heard the rustle of cloth as clearly as if she was standing in the room. She recognised Pierre’s steady tread on the floor, following his progress around the room before she looked at Andrew unsurely.

“How am I – you – doing that?”

“I’m not doing anything,” he assured her. She stepped forward hesitantly then pushed the door open.

*
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Pierre turned to face her in obvious relief, but frowned when Andrew followed her in.

“Who’s this?” he asked cautiously.

“My dad,” Angel introduced.

“Isn’t he meant to be dead?” he asked mildly, relaxing slightly.

“That’s what I said,” she chuckled.

Pierre rolled his eyes as he sat on his bed and she lifted the mattress of her own bed to reveal a squashed carrier bag. She pulled it out and let the mattress drop back onto the wooden frame before sitting.

She patted it invitingly and Pierre smiled. He stood, picking up a hairbrush from the bedside cupboard as he moved to sit behind her.

“Right, we’ve got croissants, chocolate bars, crisps and one squashed apple pie,” she listed as she rummaged in the carrier bag.

Pierre began brushing her dark hair and she slowly relaxed, losing the tension that she gained from the morning’s events.

“Mmm...” she hummed in pleasure, her eyes half-closed in contentment.

Pierre chuckled, pausing in what he was doing.

“Eat first,” he ordered.

She sighed but handed a packet of crisps to Andrew and he took it as he sat on Pierre’s bed, watching him curiously. The lad didn’t notice the attention as he focused on the task at hand, his brows drawn together in concentration.

Angel took a croissant from the bag and lifted it over her head for Pierre. He leant forward to take a bite absently as he began braiding her hair and she hissed as he bit something that wasn’t on offer.

“Sorry,” he apologised as she stuck her bitten thumb into her mouth to soothe it.

She suddenly noticed Andrew watching her and Pierre with a faint smile.

“Are the cops after you?” He looked at her questioningly. “You said that if you got caught here then you would have to leave,” she reminded him. He tensed.

“I can’t tell you that, Hun.”

The door suddenly burst open without warning and the trio looked at Harry as he entered the room.

“Your stepfather is outside,” he told Angel tightly.

“And...?” she asked unworriedly.

“You don’t understand, Angie. He’s here with the Devils,” he said impatiently and she looked at him sharply.

She opened her mouth to answer, when she caught the smell of smoke, the crackle of flames coming from further in the building, making her tense.

“They’re burning us out,” she announced and Harry frowned.

“How do you...?”

Before he could finish his question, something smashed through the window into the room and smoke began filling the room. The group started coughing, their eyes watering as they burned.

Something exploded outside the bedroom and the door was blasted inwards. It struck Angel and she flew back with a yelp, hitting the wall so hard that she was knocked unconscious.

The three men went to rush over to her, when the roof caved in.

Fire roared as it reached towards the night sky, visible through a hole in the ceiling and Harry ran from the room. Pierre scowled at his fleeing back before trying to get past the flames to reach Angel, when a bottle was launched through the smashed window, a flaming rag stuffed into the neck.

The bottle broke on impact, flinging alcohol and fire in all directions. Pierre threw himself out of the way then staggered to his feet, cuts dotted around his arms and face.

He avoided putting pressure on his left ankle, a hand clutching his side and Andrew glanced at him, a hand covering his mouth as he waved the lad away.

“Get out!” he ordered. “I’ll get Angel.”

Pierre hesitated then leapt out of the way as a beam fell from the ceiling, landing where he had been standing. He faltered once more then followed the teenagers barging their way past him in their rush to the exit.

Andrew faced the flames in the room just as Angel regained her senses.

Her eyes filled with fear when she realised that she was trapped, the flames crackling towards her threateningly.

She struggled to move the door from atop her, but it refused to budge, the edge jammed under the windowsill. Her fear turned to panic and she hit the door repeatedly until the palms of her hands tingled with the force of the impact.

Pain suddenly shot through her like lightning and she cried out, rolling onto her front as her back arched, just enough room under the door allowing her an inch of movement but not enough to escape.

Dark fur started to spread across her skin, causing her panic to mount and she watched in horror as hard black claws curved out of her fingernails, her hands curling inwards to form huge paws.

Andrew saw what was happening and swore, leaping through the flames separating them. He tore the door from atop her in one mighty wrench and picked her up, ignoring the violent shudders coursing through her body.

He leapt back through the fire and charged out of the room as shouts came from both ends of the hallway.

Thinking quickly, he crashed out through the window in front of him. He landed on the grass with Angel still in his arms and carried her away from the burning building with wide strides, only stopping when he reached the border of trees circling the Shelter.

He put her down then stepped back, watching her cautiously.

A wolf the size of a Great Dane rose to its feet where he had placed her, shaking itself out unsteadily. Its fur was dark, the same hue as Angel’s hair and looked up at him with coal-black orbs, voids in the darkness of the night.

It froze when it caught sight of Andrew, its lips curling upwards to show lethal glistening fangs.

“Angel, it’s me, Hun,” Andrew said warily, keeping his voice low.

Her ears pricked at the sound of his voice, but she growled uncertainly before scenting the air.

A loud bang in the air told of a section of the Shelter collapsing into the rest and her ears flattened to her skull.

The wind changed direction, blowing the smell of people into her face from the city and Angel chuffed before bounding into the undergrowth, leaving Andrew to watch after her silently.

~*~
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Chapter 5
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NEXT DAY

Angel woke with a start, gasping as she jerked awake.

She simply breathed for a few moments, staring up at the grey morning sky blankly before sitting up sharply.

She was in a sparsely wooded area, the trees silent around her. No birds chirped, the sound of traffic distant, the leaves rustling quietly in the slight breeze. Only the faint scent of a chill carried on the air, accompanied by the smell of damp undergrowth and fumes carrying from the roads.

She shivered when the brisk breeze blew against her uncovered body, before freezing and looking down in shock and horror.

How had she ended up naked? And where was she? How had she gotten there? Wherever ‘there’ was...

She folded her arms across her bare breasts.

How was she was going to get back to the Shelter without anyone noticing her lack of clothing? It was a near impossible task at best.

“You might need these,” a male voice suggested.

Her eyes widened as a grey-eyed man walked out from the bushes, a pile of clothes in his hands. A blush heated the tops of her arms and spread up to her face as she stared at him wordlessly.

“Do you want them?” he asked pleasantly. “If you would prefer to walk around undressed...”

“I would like them,” she accepted hurriedly.

He stepped forward with the clothes and she watched tensely as he stopped in front of her. All he did was place the clothes on the ground, a pair of trainers sitting on top of them.

“Can you turn around please?” she requested awkwardly. A corner of his mouth twitched, but he obliged, turning his back to her.

Angel eyed him warily then leant forward to take the t-shirt from the pile, tugging it over her head quickly. It fell to her hips, fitting her loosely and she pulled on the jeans. They fit perfectly and the man turned as she finished dressing.

She rubbed her bare arms uncomfortably, not quite sure what to say.

“Thanks...I guess,” she said grudgingly. He just nodded calmly and she studied him suspiciously.

He wore a blue t-shirt, a black suit jacket over the top, but his faded denim jeans hugged his hips snugly, his shoes surprisingly clean.

Her gaze returned to his face and he inclined his head to her, his black hair falling over grey eyes.

“Logan,” he said in way of introduction.

“Angel,” she returned guardedly. He raised an eyebrow slightly.

“I’ve heard you called Angela,” he said lightly. Her eyes narrowed.

“Are you my mother?” she demanded. “No. So you do not call me Angela.”

A laugh sounded and she spun around as a blond man stepped forward, his hazel eyes twinkling.

“I don’t think she likes the name,” he chuckled as Angel looked between them with a frown.

“You were in the park the other day,” she realised, recognising them as the pair who had been watching her father.

She may have been running from the Devils but that didn’t mean she hadn’t noticed that they had been watching someone, even if she hadn’t known that it had been her father.

“This is Lucas,” Logan introduced. She nodded to the other man briefly then looked back to Logan.

“Where are we?” she asked bluntly. “And how did you know I was here?”

“I believe this is yours,” he said calmly, ignoring her questions as he held out her favourite football cap.

She rammed it onto her head, tucking her hair under it with a practiced movement.

“Thanks for the clothes but I have to get going,” she started. “So, if you could just tell me where we are...”

“Before you leave, would you mind answering a few questions?” Logan requested politely.

“You’re not cops, are you?” she asked suspiciously. “I haven’t done anything wrong. Not today at least.”

Lucas chuckled.

“We are not the police,” he reassured her amusedly. “We just want to know a few things.”

“Then you’ll tell me where we are?” she said distrustfully.

“Then we will tell you where we are,” Logan agreed. “Though I do not doubt that you would be able to find your way home from anywhere within the city.”

“So...what did you want to know?” she asked cagily.

“What happened last night at the Shelter last night?” he asked simply.

“The Devils showed up. Someone threw a cocktail through the window,” she dismissed, shrugging. “They tried to force us out with fire.”

That sort of incident was a fairly regular occurrence and everyone at the Shelter had been given training on what to do in the event of it happening.

They had weekly drills until everyone was well versed on where first aid kits could be found, how to treat minor injuries and where the evacuation and escape points were.

“The door was knocked in,” she continued. “I got trapped under it. Then there was pain but it didn’t come from the fire. It was from something else.”

Her brows drew together at what she remembered next.

“When I started to hurt, fur...”

Fur covered my hands, she remembered.

She stared at her hand. Only pink skin covered it, but she touched it, as though to reassure herself, before shaking herself mentally.

“I managed to get outside, but then I was a...a...”

A wolf, she finished, even her mental voice sounding a little shaky at that.

Her backside hit the ground hard as she sat abruptly, staring at her hands in disbelief as though expecting the fur to return.

“It was a dream,” she decided out loud. “It has to be...”

“It wasn’t a dream. You were bitten and you did change into a wolf,” Logan murmured. “Your mark healed when you first Changed, a few days after you were bitten.”

She shook her head in denial, her dark eyes showing her uncertainty.

“No, it has to be a dream,” she said firmly. “If I close my eyes and pinch myself, I’ll wake up.”

She proceeded to close her eyes and pinched her arm hard. Nothing moved or made a sound and she opened one eye then the other as she sighed when she found the men still standing there.

She rubbed her arm where she had pinched, trying to think of any other reason for her hallucination.

Perhaps she had gotten sick? It certainly did sound like a fever might have caused her to hallucinate.

“He’s gone this time,” someone said as two young men entered their little clearing.

Logan didn’t seem surprised to see the pair, but Angel scrambled back to her feet hurriedly, beginning to feel a little outnumbered.

She could look after herself, but these men were new and looked a lot more capable than the Little Devils. They were an unknown variable and she wasn’t so keen in being surrounded by them.

She sniffed and caught the same musky scent that Will and Andrew had shared, though this time there was an element to it that linked the four in front of her in the same way as a tattoo would mark members of a gang.

“Why do you all smell the same?” she asked in confusion and the pair looked at her interestedly, only seeming to notice her presence then. “Pie doesn’t smell like you lot. Neither does anyone else at the Shelter.”

“It is because we are werewolves,” Logan explained. “As are you.”

She stared at him.

“Are you ill?” she asked bluntly.

“Do you have a better explanation for turning into a wolf?” Lucas asked lightly. She passed a hand over her face, unable to think of anything just yet.

“Werewolf?” she repeated weakly. “My dad is one too?”

“Yes, but the difference is that Andrew is a Rogue, unlike us,” he dismissed. “As is your friend William Taylor.”

“Rogue? What is a Rogue?” she demanded. “And what about Will?”

“Two more members of the Pack are these two,” Logan added, ignoring her questions. “This is N...”

“Wait, did you just say Pack?” she interrupted and he nodded patiently. “What is it?”

“We are the Pack. Or at least the one in control of this territory,” Lucas explained. “There are a few of us, spread around. We keep Rogues in line; make sure they’re not killing humans, or at least not enough to attract the attention of humans.”

“The head of the Pack is the Alpha,” Alex added. “Logan is ours. He makes the decisions and we carry them out.”

“So, you’re the Werewolf Police,” she summarised, nodding to herself before glancing up at the position of the sun.

It was getting closer to noon and she grimaced.

“Look, much as I’m enjoying this little chat of ours, I have to go,” she told them briskly. “I have responsibilities to take care of.”

“I hope to speak with you again soon,” Logan murmured. “If you need to get hold of us, about anything, do not hesitate to call us.”

He held out a card and she took it, glancing at the number before pocketing it with a nod.

*

[image: ]


Angel thrust her hands into her pockets as she waited at the train station, her dark eyes brooding.

After leaving the ‘Pack’ at the park, she had stopped by the Shelter to make sure everyone was unhurt. The fire had destroyed only a small portion of the building, repairs already underway when she had arrived.

There had been injuries, but remarkably less than there could have been. Their drills weren’t just for show and they had saved lives more than once.

She had found Kit amongst the charred remains of what used to be the Den, the girl organising the renovations. She had left the other girl with strict instructions on what she wanted done with the Shelter and what she wanted done to retaliate to the Little Devils’ attack.

When Kit had asked where she was going, Angel had replied vaguely, saying that she just needed to get away for a short period. Kit had accepted the answer without question, understanding that Angel had her reasons.

So here she was, waiting for the next train heading out of the city, her bag of clothing resting at her feet. She didn’t care where it was headed, only that it was leaving. She just needed time to adjust.

She was open-minded enough to believe Logan’s explanation, but she was sceptical of things that she had no experience with, especially something Supernatural.

Something like being told that she was now a werewolf.

However, she knew that although she might have been overtired from the stress that came from her responsibilities, she knew she hadn’t hallucinated.

Something that had been confirmed by Logan when he had known exactly what she had been questioning without her saying a word.

That left only the logical solution. She had indeed turned into a wolf, a very large wolf.

The train blasted into the station before hissing to a stop and Angel blinked out of her thoughts. The doors slid open and taking a deep breath, she hoisted her bag onto her back.

The doors squeaked closed behind her before the train pulled away from the platform.

~*~
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Chapter 6
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THREE WEEKS LATER

Angel panted as the pain rode over her yet again, her fingers digging into the dry dirt as she huddled over on her hands and knees.

For the past few weeks, she had been hiding out in this forest, letting her body decide when it wanted to Change.

She had caught the train from London all the way over to Taunton, using the trip to plan the rest of her break.

The train journey – although long – had been manageable. She had been able to move around, trying to ease the restlessness that she felt inside.

She had walked from one end of the train to the other, but she hadn’t counted on one thing when planning her trip. People stank.

Perfume. Cologne. Body sprays. The food they had eaten or carried with them. Then worst of all, there was the body odour.

She had been forced to stop at each window she had come to between each carriage, filling her lungs with clean air before attempting to move through the next carriage to reach her next breath of fresh air.

Angel gasped as another wave of pain managed to rip through her anew.

The coach she had caught to take her to Exmoor National Park, on the other hand, had been unbearable. All of the scents that she had suffered on the train, were confined together in the almost claustrophobic space.

The smell of motor oil and petrol combined with everything else, had left her with a throbbing headache and nausea.

By then, she was hungry and she had forgotten to bring any food with her. The coach had been leaving too soon for her to buy anything to eat and she was left with a loudly rumbling belly.

Despite their stench, Angel noticed that she was becoming increasingly interested in the people seated on the coach. She even caught herself staring at a lad around her own age on the other side of the aisle.

Fortunately, he only thought that she was eyeing him up as a potential boyfriend, not a potential meal.

She was so repulsed by the thought of eating him even crossing her mind, that she had fixed her gaze unblinkingly out of the misted window until they had reached their destination.

Once she had exited the coach, she had parted company with the crowd piling out of the vehicle. She had tugged her backpack over her shoulder before melting into the gloomy folds of the surrounding forest.

Now here she was, changing for what felt like the hundredth time in the past three hours.

With a half-gasp, half-growl, Angel completed her Change, dark fur erupting all over her body. Once her body had stopped, Angel rose to her paws, shaking herself out with a huff.

If this was a dream, then it was the strangest one she had ever had, she thought to herself wryly.

She lifted her head to scent the air, her black nose twitching, her ears pricked alertly.

When she had changed for the first time since arriving, she couldn’t remember anything. The first thing she had been aware of after opening her eyes, was that she was naked and somehow covered in blood. She never found the source.

The second time she had changed, had been somewhat better. She could actually remember the killing of a young doe, the evidence lying right in front of her when she woke.

Since then, she had been improving day by day, learning how to control her canine form instead of simply letting it control her.

She seemed to spend more time as a wolf than a human, but there were certain advantages to remaining wolf all of the time. A fur coat to keep warm for example. The nights could get rather cold.

Crunch!

Her ears swivelled at the sharp yet muted sound of dry leaves crunching underfoot, its owner walking lightly as though to not draw the attention of anyone who didn’t have superhuman hearing.

Her head swung towards the noise as her nostrils flared, trying to pinpoint the exact spot it had come from.

Snap!

That time she was able to find the source of the sound, a man sauntering towards her.

His head was bowed, his hands thrust into his jeans pockets. He was topless, his nicely muscled body bared to the sun filtering down through the leaves.

His dark hair hung over his eyes, hiding his face from view, but she could tell that he was calm.

That would change very quickly if he saw her though and would result in her being shot.

Angel huffed, irked at having to move from the glade she had hidden in for the past few weeks.

Bloody tourists got everywhere, she grumbled, snorting softly.

Somehow he heard the near inaudible sound and his head shot up as he stopped where he stood, his dark eyes narrowed.

Angel froze, her body tensed.

No fear showed on his face, only what appeared to be anger and she silently sent up a prayer for small mercies.

Anger she could deal with. It was the sweet taste of fear that made her unable to control the natural instinct to hunt, unable to control the urge to kill.

Minutes passed and neither of them moved, both seeming to wait for the other to make the first move.

The man finally shrugged, rotating his shoulder with a grimace. He looked away as though he didn’t find her a threat and Angel found herself offended by that, stiffening at the non-verbal insult.

His gaze flickered back to her instantly and she realised that he had looked away on purpose, testing to see if she would attack, his own body tensed readily.

She paused for a moment, pondering on what she was going to do before coming to a decision. She took a step back without looking away from him, then turned and slipped into the undergrowth, leaving him in the clearing.
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Angel scratched her ear idly before cleaning her bloodied paw, her stomach satisfyingly full from her meal of rabbit.

She was so focused on the task that she didn’t hear the soft footfalls approaching from behind. By the time she did notice them, it was too late, as a heavy body bludgeoned into her.

She let out a surprised yelp, rolling with the motion before coming to a stop on her back, her paws in the air. She made to stand then froze at a menacing snarl, turning her head slowly to find the owner.

She gulped, her heart beating fast.

A huge russet wolf stood nearby, bigger than even she was. He was watching her sharply, his teeth bared with a warning growl.

He suddenly leapt, his fangs clamping around her throat and Angel couldn’t stop a scared whimper from escaping before hurriedly giving her own weak growl in retaliation.

The other wolf gave one last shake before releasing her with a snort, stalking away from her with what could only be called disgust and Angel rolled onto her side to watch him walk away.

He glanced over his shoulder at her in disdain then paused. He turned to face her fully, his head cocked as he scented the air cautiously and surprise flickered in his dark eyes.

He approached her again slowly, but this time she was determined not to be a tug toy for his amusement.

She leapt to her feet, growling at him unsurely, her body tensed and he paused. The next thing she knew, he had crossed the gap between them in a few short bounds and had her pinned to the ground once more.

This time, his powerful jaws weren’t as tight around her throat as before. His speed surprised her, as did his strength when she attempted to throw him off.

He growled warningly and she subsided, quietly letting him sniff her face.

He kept a wary eye on her as he completed his inspection, before moving away when he was done. He snorted once then disappeared into the bushes.

Angel hesitated then jumped to her feet and dashed after him.

He was nowhere to be seen, but his scent lingered on the air and she followed it hurriedly, worried that she would lose track of him, when she skidded to a sudden halt.

The topless man stood ahead of her with his back to her, his hands thrust in his pockets. He murmured something, to no one in particular it seemed and she faltered.

The wolf’s scent led her there, but the man was here instead. The wolf would have had to come right past him and either she wasn’t adept at following a scent – which was entirely possible – or the man was the wolf.

As though to confirm her suspicion, the man turned, no expression on his face when he saw her, not even surprise.

He spoke again, anger evident in his voice but his words were just a low rumble in her ears and she whined, cocking her head to the side in confusion. He rolled his eyes, his lip curling as he turned his back on her once more and she turned to pad back in the direction she had come.

~*~
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Chapter 7
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Angel sighed, gazing up at the darkening sky through the swaying branches above her as her stomach growled hungrily.

She was currently lying on the leaf-strewn ground as she simply passed the time until she was tired enough to sleep. A warm breeze fluttered through the trees, rustling leaves and carrying a slight chill, warning of a cool night.

“I’m sorry but there’s no human food here,” she grumbled aloud then gave a sound of frustration. “God, I eat enough. Why am I always hungry?”

“Changing takes a lot of energy,” a male voice answered coolly.

Angel’s eyes widened and she leapt to her feet, spinning to face its owner. The man smirked at her shock, his eyes sharp on her as he leant against a tree.

“Who the hell are you?” she demanded.

“This is my territory. You’re the intruder,” he drawled then cocked his head. “I am curious however.”

“You know the saying ‘curiosity killed the cat’?” she retorted and he snorted.

“Then it’s a good thing that I’m a wolf and not a cat,” he returned calmly. He rolled his broad shoulders with a faint grimace. “What are you doing here?” She didn’t answer and his eyes narrowed. “Don’t test my patience.”

“It’s a free country. I can do what I like,” she sniffed.

A low growl rumbled in his chest warningly and she tensed as her wolf readied for a fight, before she glared at him.

“Bully,” she muttered under her breath. That startled a chuckle out of him.

“I would say so,” he agreed then his amusement faded. “Now, answer my question.”

“I’m here because I want to be,” she answered blithely. His mouth tightened fractionally then he moved faster than she thought possible.

One moment she was standing freely. The next, he had her pinned by the throat against the tree behind her and his dark eyes met hers as she struggled to remove his grip from her neck.

“I told you not to test me,” he warned quietly. She didn’t answer.

She was smart enough to recognise a threat.

“Who sent you?” he asked evenly.

“Sent me?” she repeated in puzzlement, looking baffled. “No one sent me.” He raised an eyebrow.

“Is that so?”

“Yeah,” she confirmed, smacking his forearm with a grunt. “I just came here to think.”

“And steal my prey it seems,” he drawled, snorting as he released her. She rubbed her throat, glaring at him.

“There’s plenty to go around,” she shot back. He ignored her comment, taking a step back to study her from head to toe.

“How are you not reeking of males?” he asked, sounding almost curious. She stiffened in offence.

“I don’t smell!”

His eyes creased but he showed no other reaction.

“You do. What I want to know though, is why you have no scent of a Mate on you,” he elaborated. “Or the scent of any males at all.”

“Why would I smell of men?” she asked in confusion. He frowned.

“You’re new,” he realised. His nostrils flared. “A month?”

“A month?” she parroted and he rolled his eyes.

“How long have you been a wolf?” he clarified and her expression cleared.

“Do you mean from when I was bitten?”

“So you were bitten not born,” he mused, his gaze hooded. “When were you bitten?”

“I think it was about six weeks ago,” she hazarded vaguely, mentally trying to work out exactly how long it had actually been. “Give or take a week? Maybe? I’m not entirely sure. Apparently I slept for a while...”

He nodded briefly.

“Since you’re new, I’ll tell you what you need to know,” he decided, shrugging. “More or less.” She eyed him suspiciously.

“What’s the catch?”

“No catch,” he dismissed.

He stretched, his well-built body rippling with the casual movement and she found herself staring at him wide-eyed. He stopped and she looked away hurriedly, focusing instead on the toes of her trainers.

“Firstly, don’t get any cute ideas,” he advised. “It won’t work.”

Her head shot up as she glared at him.

“You ain’t my type,” she retorted. He snorted as though not believing her denial for a second.

“Secondly, don’t get seen. This is my territory and I don’t like company.” He looked at her pointedly and she rolled her eyes drolly.
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