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Chapter One
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Caleb Lupen leaned back in the seat of his vintage ‘69 Trans Am Firebird and drove down Martin Luther King Boulevard. He checked the GPS, turned down another of the wide tree-lined streets that filled this older section of Denver, and frowned as he drove past a black SUV with dark tinted windows. “Do you see that Suburban?”

His passenger, Glenna McReynolds, soon to be Glenna Wulfric, raised delicate red eyebrows in response. “Really? It’s just another SUV in a city packed with them.”

“Just in case, you’d better duck down.” He gave her a hard look.

She rolled her eyes, sinking down a few inches into the bucket seat. “It’s just a car, Caleb. No one knows we’re here.”

“Tuck the rest of that red hair under your hat and get lower. I don’t want to take any chances.” He shook his head and scanned the area. “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.” 

“I didn’t give you much of a choice.” She stuffed a stray wild curl back into the ball cap on her head and wiggled her way down low, until her long body was curled up into a ball on the seat. “Did I get it all?”

“I think so.” He checked the speed limit and slowed a notch. “You’re certifiably crazy. You should be up on the ranch learning control, not tempting your wolf into wild escapades in the Denver suburbs.”

“It’s been six months. My wolf is under control.”

He couldn’t stop the disbelieving snort of laughter. “Sure it is. It only took me five years to get my beast under control.” He shook his head again, certain he was certifiably crazy to be driving in Denver with a newly-turned shifter. “If anything happens to you Sam will skin me alive. I should have listened to my instincts and left you back up in the mountains at Ram’s Haven.” But he’d always been a sucker for a female giving him the big eye treatment and he had a soft spot for Glenna.

He remembered meeting her and how her brand-new wolf had stirred his. But she’d been Sam’s fated mate through and through—even before Sam had officially claimed her. And truthfully, on his side, it had only lasted a moment.

“It’s not you Sam will be mad at. He’ll know it was me.”

It had been six months since Glenna had taken the Bite from an unknown attacker in the parking garage under her building and contracted the secret disease, lycanthroism. Now she was a full wolf shifter and mated to Sam Wulfric, but by not growing up in pack society she still had a lot to learn.

“Yeah, but your fiancé isn’t going to blame you. He’s going to blame me.”

“Why do you think I asked you?” She gave him a sidelong glance and batted the lashes of her baby blues.

“I don’t know. Why did you ask me?”

He shook his head down at her, knowing he was an idiot because he was male. Simply that—just a dumb guy who couldn’t say no—even to a woman who wasn’t his.

“Because you looked as bored as I am and I thought you’d like an adventure.” She winked at him. “I wasn’t wrong, was I, Caleb?”

Once again he had a flash of envy for his buddy Sam. To have found such a spectacular, sexy mate—all the guys on the force were jealous. Hell, even the guys not on the force were jealous.

“Oh! We’re almost there.” Glenna’s voice went high with excitement and she popped back up out of the seat. “Turn here.”

Caleb whistled. “You grew up here?” He slowed the Firebird to a crawl, thinking it was a good thing he had a white woman in his car or he’d be in trouble for cruising his Latino ass down this street.

The houses were even bigger down this street—and richer. Massive two- and three-story buildings that looked like they housed generations, each one with dark green lawns as smooth as pool tables. Even the spring air smelled sweeter and he had the sarcastic thought that they probably had a separate pollution monitor here, just to keep old cars like the Firebird out and only fresh new cars in.

“Yeah. After my parents died, Sarah and I came to live with my grandmother.” Glenna peeked up over the dash. “That’s it, up there on the right. Slow down.”

The house was huge and white with tall windows framed by long black shutters. It looked cold and imposing and definitely somewhere he didn’t belong.

“We can’t stay, Glenna. You’re going to need to shift soon.” New shifters could only hold human shape for so long, and it had been a several hour drive down from the ranch. “One drive-by.” He gave her another hard look. “Only one.”

“I just want to see if I can catch a glimpse of Sarah.” Glenna sat straight up, her whole body straining toward the window. “I can’t believe she let my grandmother talk her back into living in the house. You have no idea how hard it was for both of us to move out.” As the car moved past the front of the house she craned her neck and stared at the blank windows. “Damn. I can’t see a thing. Pull over.”

“No way. The hunt for you has calmed down but if you get out here, every government agent in the Denver area will be on call. You’re still wanted by the CDC. And if they get their hands on you, we’re all screwed, every last wolf shifter in the country. We’re still just a myth, you know, but if they get a hold of one of us, that’s over.”

Her lip curled with disdain. “If I’d realized you were going to be such a pussy I would have had Ian drive me down here.”

“Good luck with that.” Caleb snorted. “Ian would never go against his alpha. You would have been caged so fast, your head would have spun.”

They were almost at the edge of the property and moving on to the next lot when a bright blue convertible pulled up going the opposite way. The blonde inside gave them a curious look. Then she frowned and pulled over across the street, parking the car. She half-stood up out of the open top and turned, staring after the black Firebird like it was a spot on a white tablecloth.

“Get down.” He pushed Glenna lower.

She growled and her eyes flashed but she dropped off the seat and into the space below the dash. “Don’t push me, Lupen.”

“Yeah, I can see that wolf’s well under control.”

The blonde got out of the car. She brushed her long straight hair back and started walking towards them, the tight little blouse and skirt that hugged her body showing off  long legs and skinny high heels. Like Glenna she was tall—but leaner, with a hip-tilted walk that would put anyone on the runway to shame.

“Is that her? Damn, she’s hot.” Caleb let out his best wolf whistle.

Glenna flinched. “That’s my sister! Put your tongue back in. Is she okay? Does she look good?”

“She’s a little skinny, but I’d do her.”

Glenna reached up and slapped his thigh. “Pig.”

He laughed. The sexist comments had done their job—Glenna had relaxed a tiny bit. Not that he hadn’t meant them—Sarah McReynolds was a looker. She came closer to the car.

Caleb pushed on the accelerator and smoothly drove down the street. “Sorry, Glenna, she’s coming this way. Gotta go.” 

In the rear-view mirror he saw Sarah put her hands on the hips of her pencil-thin skirt and frown. Man, she was some woman. She looked like some kind of sexy tight-assed accountant who, once you took her hair down and glasses off, would go all wild. She stared after them, watching them all the way, until he turned right at the corner.

At the next cross street, a black SUV with dark windows drove towards them. He didn’t like it and he smothered his reactionary growl.

“Did she look happy? Was she sad? Was anyone with her?” Glenna moved to get out of the area below the seat, but Caleb put a hand on her head, keeping her in the cavity below the dash.

“Stay there. That’s the same Suburban we drove by earlier.” There were no coincidences when you were a pack enforcer—especially when you had a fugitive in the car.

Glenna huddled back down. “Why? What’s wrong?” A waft of anxiety and a hint of the shift came to him with her scent.

“I’m not sure.” He made a u-turn at the end of the street. The black SUV was doing the exact same move down Glenna’s grandmother’s street as he and Glenna had done, slowing down in front of the big white house. “Sorry, Glenna, we have to go.” The blonde was now moving quickly up the walk to the front door.

“Tell me what’s wrong? Is it Sarah? Is she in danger?”

“She’ll be fine. It’s you I’m worried about.” Caleb sped up, heading for Colorado Boulevard and the quickest way to the highway. He checked his mirrors, but didn’t see any sign they were being followed. “I think it’s okay. You can come up now.”

Glenna climbed back onto the seat, shivering as she fought the shift.

“Buckle in. We’re going to make it home in record time.” He turned on I70, aiming for the mountains and home. “I never should have brought you here.”

The smell of Glenna’s wolf filled the car and his own wolf responded, pushing to shift and protect the vulnerable female in his car.

“Settle down, Glenna!”

“I’m sorry.” She tore off her hat and her red curls tumbled free. “I can’t stop it. It’s Sarah, she’s in trouble. They’re after her because they want me.” Her wolf gleamed in blue eyes, frantic with worry.

“As long as you stay away from her, she’ll be fine. Breathe, Glenna.” He kept his voice calm. “Take those deep breaths they teach you to control your wolf.”

“And what if they decide to take her? What if someone finds out about our DNA? We’re sisters. She’s bound to have shifter DNA, right? She’d respond to the virus too. Maybe even be a wolf?”

His own wolf loved that idea and with the scent of Glenna’s wolf heavy in the car, he had a rush of need to drive back and see if the sexy blonde could be a potential mate. 

What the fuck was wrong with him?

He pushed the need down. Look at all the trouble a newly-turned wolf was for the pack. It was hard enough to keep one human turned a secret. But two?

Besides, he’d been single and loving it for too long. He wasn’t quite a lone wolf, but he didn’t want a mate. Even if it was Glenna’s sexy tight-assed sister.

Glenna whined and he took his eyes off of traffic long enough to check on her. “Are you breathing?”

“Yes! I’m breathing.” This time he heard the air sucking in and easing. “Satisfied?” She glared at him and settled back into the seat, staring out the window at the houses and shopping malls flashing by. Her voice dropped low. “What about Sarah? Do you think she’d make the change? Would the CDC think so?”

“She might not end up with a wolf, but odds are she’d end up something. Spelltalker, dreamwalker.”

She twisted the ball cap in her lap. “I can’t let them take her.”

“You can’t come down here anymore, Glenna. Just look at you.” He could see the fight she was going through to not shift in the car.

“Sam will do it. He’ll keep an eye on my baby sister.”

“Sam’s not much better off than you. Ever since he almost went wild, his control in the city is terrible.”

“Then you’ll have to do it. Please?” She began to pant, her eyes going wide and scared. “She’s all alone. Roger is worthless and my grandmother only wants her to be a china doll. My family won’t step up if it makes waves.”

His wolf whined inside, not understanding where the danger was coming from, but ready to respond to her need. “Calm down, Glenna.” But he could see she wasn’t going to stop until someone threw her a bone. It might as well be him. He sighed. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just keep an eye on her. Please, Caleb?”

There was no way he was resisting her now, not with her wolf calling to his.

“What the hell.” He’d been bored with his life anyhow—this might be something different to do other than getting drunk on Saturday nights and running wild up the mountain. Besides, how difficult would it be to watch that long-legged blonde move through her days? “I’ve got a few days leave coming and I can think of worse things to do with my time.”

Glenna launched herself across the gearshift and gave him a fierce hug. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! You won’t regret it.”

As they sped toward the mountains and the safety of Ram’s Haven Ranch, Caleb wondered—what in the hell had he gotten himself into?

***
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SARAH INSERTED HER key into the lock of her grandmother’s house, and twisted, working at the old fixture until finally it gave. Every day she was out of her apartment and living here she missed the small things she’d gotten used to—like fancy electronic locks and a parking garage. The old house was amazing but it had been here a long time and unless it was a total necessity, Grandmother resisted modernization. At least they had an alarm. Grandmother had insisted on having one of those years ago. Pushing open the door, Sarah entered the house. Ignoring the alarm’s slow beeping countdown, she turned and glanced over her shoulder at the black SUV driving at a snail’s pace down the road. Her temper flared.

“Assholes.”

It had been six months since her sister Glenna’s disappearance. Six months since the government men in black suits had come to the house and informed them Glenna was dead, her highly contagious body disposed of. Six months, and yet they were still spying on her.

She tapped in the code and quieted the beeps. “Anybody home?”

“Just me.” Janet Atkinson, the woman who’d been her grandmother’s housekeeper for as long as Sarah could remember, came out of the back hallway.

“Hi Janet.” Sarah gave her a quick hug and a smile.

Thank God for Janet. If it weren’t for the motherly housekeeper there was a distinct possibility she and Glenna would have both turned into carbon copies of their Grandmother. But Janet had always been there, her plump figure wrapped in her trademark floral aprons dispersing cookies and hugs—or cleaning up the messes Sarah and Glenna had gotten into and saving them from getting into trouble.

“Your grandmother’s gone to lunch with the garden ladies. I don’t expect her back until around five.” Janet gave her a relieved smile. “Thank goodness, she’s finally leaving the house again. I’ve been able to catch up on a bunch of things with her gone. Maybe we’re getting back to normal around here.”

“Maybe so. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” Sarah gave her another big hug and headed for the stairs. “I’ll be up in my room.” 

“Oh, wait, you’ve got a package.” Janet picked up a small brown box from the marble-topped mahogany side table centered under the wide hall mirror. “It came this afternoon.”

Sarah looked at the plain box with her name and address printed out on the label. “Wow, those checks came fast.” 

The housekeeper headed back to the kitchen. “Dinner is at seven.”

“Hey, Janet, you didn’t see the black sports car out there a minute ago?” Sarah paused with her hand on the baluster. “Did you?”

“No, I’ve been back in the kitchen all afternoon. Any reason?”

“No, no reason.”

Except there was. She might not have thought twice about the car or the bold, black-haired driver who’d stared at her sending chills over her skin with his hungry, sexy eyes. But...just for a second...she thought she’d seen a woman in the passenger seat. A woman in a baseball hat who tilted her chin at exactly the same angle as Glenna.

But she couldn’t tell the housekeeper that.

Janet, her grandmother, even Roger—they’d all told her she was seeing things the last several times she’d thought she’d caught sight of Glenna. Lately, she’d stopped telling anyone much of anything anymore.

Her sister was dead. As far as everyone else was concerned, that was as far as the matter went. Even if she had a twisted feeling in her gut that they were all wrong.

Sarah shook it off and started up the stairs. “Okay, thanks anyway.”

There was the sound of a door closing in the back of the house.

“Shoot! That must be your grandmother coming in from the garage. She’s early.” Janet went rushing towards the back hallway just as Sarah’s grandmother came in. “Mrs. McReynolds, can I get anything for you?”

“No, thank you, Janet, I’m fine. Ah, Sarah, there you are.”

“Hello, Grandmother.” Sarah came back down the stairs again and gave her grandmother a careful hug and a peck on the cheek.

Mabel McReynolds had shrunk a good three inches since the news about Glenna. It was only recently that she’d picked back up her social life of bridge, book clubs, and charitable functions. Every day she seemed older and more fragile to Sarah, and it worried her.

“You’ll be here for dinner, won’t you?” Grandmother’s voice sounded strained.

“Of course.” She’d hardly done anything but have dinner here for months. At first, she’d needed the routine, but now? Maybe not so much. Now, it was all for Grandmother—she still needed the support, and Sarah was all she had left.

“Good. Roger’s coming by. I know he’d love to see you.”

“Is he really staying for dinner? Again?” Sarah made a face.

“Really, Sarah, I don’t know what’s gotten into you lately. Such an attitude.” Her grandmother pursed her lips and frowned.

“He’s been here a lot lately.” And she was getting sick of his interference in her life. He wasn’t her fiancé, after all.

At first, after Glenna’s disappearance and the announcement of her death, Roger had been a rock. He’d convinced her to move back into her grandmother’s house and had helped her get everything out of her apartment. But lately he’d been over too much. And now that she was ready to move back out, he was no help at all. She was even getting suspicious that he seemed to be actively blocking her apartment search. Two times she’d had appointments to tour one of the fabulous lofts in LoDo and she’d told Roger casually at dinner. Both times, the lofts had been rented by the time she’d gotten there. The last time she’d cornered the agent and asked him what was going on, and while he yammered about the tight rental market, he’d been unable to meet her eyes.

“Roger’s a good man. He’s been such a help with the business, since Glenna...left. I don’t know what I’d do without him,” Grandmother added, smoothing over her small hesitation over uttering the word ‘death’. “You would do well, Sarah, to think about what he could do for you. He’ll be able to manage the business, the house, everything for you, now that you inherit it all.”

Sarah’s throat closed up. She inherited everything now because her sister, Glenna, was dead.

“Grandmother, have you seen the black SUV that’s been driving up and down the street lately?” Time for a subject change. Grandmother couldn’t say the words ‘death’ and ‘dead’, and she herself still couldn’t face the repercussions.

“No.”

“There’s something weird about it.”

“Sarah.” Her grandmother took her shoulders in her hands and faced her. “You’re just being dramatic. Again. It’s probably just the Jamison boy back from college. Or one of his friends.” Her grandmother let her go. “Now, put on something pretty for dinner. Men like Roger don’t grow on trees.” And she went into the front room she used as her private parlor and closed the door.

Sarah stuck her tongue out at the closed door. “Thank heaven. We’d be ducking douche-bags every fall.”

It wasn’t in her to countermand her grandmother. That had been Glenna’s role. Glenna had tried so hard with Grandmother. But even when she was trying, she and Grandmother were always at opposite ends of any issue. Their arguments had cracked the very foundation of their little family. Sarah had always been the one to smooth things over and fill in the cracks—just like putty.

Smiling to herself at her own joke she took the box and her purse and climbed the stairs up to the room on the second floor she’d had as a child. Decorated in pink and white, it was the room of a little girl—with a row of worn-out stuffed animals on the window seat and her jewelry box with the little en pointe dancer still waiting for her call sitting on the dresser. When she’d moved back in, she’d taken the ballerina and pop-star posters down and made it look at least semi-adult by adding some of the family oils from the attic. The bucolic country scenes made it feel like someone’s B&B and not like her own room anymore, but maybe that was for the best. She wasn’t going to be staying here for too much longer.

Before looking for something sharp to cut open the box, she went to the window over her desk and moved the lace curtains aside. Secretly, she was hoping to see the black sports car again, but there was nothing outside except the same black SUV. An odd sense of deflation filled her as she dropped the curtain on the sight of the Suburban cruising out of sight.

The driver of the Firebird had stared at her as if he knew her, knew exactly what to do to her. Knew the things she’d never told anyone.

For a second time on what was truly a warm Colorado spring day, chills rushed along her skin.

“What the hell is wrong with you, Sarah McReynolds?”

Maybe her grandmother was right and she was just creating drama. Maybe she needed to get out of this house where nothing ever happened and get back into life. Maybe that would help her stop imagining insane things like mysterious women in ball caps being driven around the neighborhood by hot Latin lovers.

Not that her life was anything exciting. She’d done the expected thing, the safe thing, and become a CPA. She worked in a boring, successful firm, where her grandmother knew the owners and no one gave her any guff. She dated the safe boring guys who worked there, or their safe boring friends. Was it any wonder she created fantasies of dark sexy men in hot cars?

She sighed and dug into her desk drawer. “Ah ha! There you are.” She pulled out the scissors, but when she cut into the box, instead of the expected checks, out tumbled a small, black flip phone. “What in the world?” She dug deeper into the packaging and found a note.

If you want to find out the truth about your sister, turn me on.

“Oh great. Another one.” After the media frenzy following Glenna’s diagnosis with the mysterious lycanthroism, Sarah had dealt with phone calls, social media trolls, and poison pen letters. But for the last few months they’d petered off. Now she stared at the box, debating.

It had been so long since anything had arrived, the world had moved on to more interesting and more current events. Other people were being harassed and bullied and she’d been forgotten.

The plain brown cardboard, the simple printed label—they were so normal, almost benign—but then there were the instructions. They enticed her with her desperate need to find out about Glenna and yet, they were a little repellent with their lack of transparency, the teasing and the taunting, the way she had to play along to get any information.

The smart thing would be to hand it over to the police. Some detective would open it, document it, and stick it in a file in a basement. But something was different about this package. Or maybe she was different.

Months ago, stricken by grief for her big sister, she’d pushed all of this kind of thing away, but today some deep inner need to keep her sister alive pushed her to open the box.

Her heart thumping in her chest, she followed the directions, turning the phone on and waiting impatiently for it to warm up. The small display screen flashed to life. She pushed the little bubble symbol for texts with the number one and read:

Your sister is alive. Text back if you want to see her.

A wave of dizziness washed over her and she sank onto the desk chair. She stared at the phone, black spots dancing in front of her eyes. She blinked hard to clear them, bringing the text back into focus but the words were still there.

“This is crazy. Crazy! She’s dead, asshole. Dead!” Her thundering heart drowning out her own words, she yanked open the desk drawer, threw the phone in, and slammed it shut.

She curled her feet up under her on the chair and wrapped her arms around her knees, literally holding herself together. She stared at the closed desk drawer as if, instead of a phone, it contained a venomous spider, just waiting to crawl out in the middle of the night and bite her.

First she thought she’d seen Glenna. Now this. Was Glenna really alive or was someone playing tricks?

Tears began to rise and she closed her eyes tight, pressing them back. She’d cried—so many tears—about her sister. Glenna—who knew what it was like to be a little girl and lose both their parents and their whole world in one night. Who knew what it was like to move to a house with a grandmother who didn’t know how to show her love. Who was both her best friend, mother and sister.

Living without Glenna was like living without herself.

She eased off of the chair and opened the desk drawer. The phone lay there, taunting her with the possibilities. The first trickle of what she thought was excitement lifted the hairs on her arms. She rubbed them hard, the warmth of her own skin convincing her of the reality of what was happening.

This was tangible proof. Someone, somewhere, had answers about Glenna. Now, she just had to be brave enough to find them. Despite what everyone else around her wanted.
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Chapter Two
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Adam Farkas, lead dreamwalker of Ram’s Haven, ducked as the last unbroken mug in the cabin flew past his head. The pottery crashed into the wall behind him, shattering into pieces right next to Will Kurtz’ shocked face. “Bryan, calm down.”

Will sidled over to the front door and eased out. Adam couldn’t blame him. Will might be Bryan’s best friend, but he knew when to get out of the way.

“Fuck that, Adam. You calm down.” Bryan paced from side-to-side across the cabin’s wide great room. “It’s been over a year since you promised me a mate. Over six months since Alastair died and Glenna McReynolds mated with that fucking Sam Wulfric.”

Adam stepped back, looking for something to move behind, just in case. “Bryan, please—”

“Don’t try to pacify me. You said she’d be mine by now. You said I’d have a mate!” The spelltalker’s expression contorted. There was a lift in the air and the sharp scent of ozone.

Every hair on Adam’s body rose, including the ones on his face, giving him the odd sensation of having his beard tingle. Bryan wasn’t telekinetic, but all spelltalkers could move some form of energy, and with this much emotion Adam wasn’t sure what the young man could do.

“You have to understand. There have been issues. Without Alastair—”

“Issues.” Bryan’s face turned a mottled red. “If you’d simply brought the woman here before trying to administer the Bite, there would have been no issues. Alastair would have given her the virus and I would have a mate.”
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