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Book 6 in Wolf Harbor, a feminist werewolf series

Hat Island Called the Betas Home

Beta wolves. Powerful, dominant wolves banished by their birth packs because they were a threat to their pack Alphas. Cast out as lone wolves, they drifted, solitary yet belonging to a species that yearned to belong.

Some found a place in the military. Some found other places. But there was always the danger of the first rule — do nothing that reveals shifters to humans. Betas who did, found an enforcer on their doorstep. 

And then, a pack rose up on Hat Island, home to Yui Ito, and her mate Okami Yoshida. The pack there had been killed off during World War II, all but Yui. For 80 years there had been no pack on Hat Island.

And now there was. A female Alpha had called a pack into being.

And the word came. Yui was calling the betas home. They were owed. There was a pack that would accept them — if they wanted one.

There was nothing a beta wanted more than that — to belong to a pack, to know that there were people who had your back.

Nothing.

Book 6 in Wolf Harbor, a paranormal suspense series.
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Day 148 of the re-emerged Hat Island pack, Friday, Nov. 1, Hat Island

Geoff was standing behind his boss, Benjamin Brighton, as Brighton and the Alpha discussed things. He wanted to snicker. Discuss? They were in a full-blown argument. It amazed him really. Alpha Abby Stafford was easily the most dominant wolf he’d ever encountered. Having served as part of the Northwest Council of Alpha’s beta troops for over a decade, he’d encountered a lot of dominant wolves — most of the pack Alphas in the Pacific Northwest region as a matter of fact. 

Geoff kept his face blank, and his mind as still as possible. He was a beta wolf here. The Alpha had invited him to join the pack, but he’d declined. It still hurt that he had to decline the offer.

He didn’t think the Alpha could read his mind or feel his emotions, although he wasn’t sure about that. Well, he was sure she couldn’t read his thoughts, or he wouldn’t be on Hat Island. He’d be lucky if he would be alive. Instead of a pack bond, he had an employment bond with the pack — with Brighton actually. He’d been careful to not establish the employment bond with a local wolf, or with the Alpha herself, who might pick up things he didn’t want anyone to know.

Brighton was from Europe, and less likely to know all the scandals of the Pacific Northwest packs. And Brighton knew all about having things you didn’t want anyone to know about. So Brighton didn’t pry, even though he was now pack, no longer a lone wolf, himself. Geoff was grateful for the privacy.

Grateful to all of these people, actually. He swallowed hard. They’d welcomed him here, with very little vetting. They didn’t even know his last name.

He was just Geoff — the beta who worked security for Brighton. The beta captain who had helped Abby Stafford and her Second Jake Lewis escape from the Council of Alphas last summer.

He thought about that. Five months ago? Not quite, probably. A lot had changed since then. 

Back then, the Council Chairman had been Johannsen, the pack Alpha in Bellingham. Alpha Johannsen and three other members of the Council had been headed north to Alaska by ship to deal with the Kodiak pack. They received word a new pack had formed on Hat Island, and a woman was claiming to be the pack Alpha, so they’d detoured here. Inviting her to meet with them on the ship, they then attempted to detain her. And while she was on the ship, they’d invaded the island.

She and Lewis had run for the edge of the ship, and Geoff had been ordered to stop her. She’d looked at him, and said, “Yui Yoshida has called the betas home. You have a place on Hat Island, if you want it. But you have to decide right now. Because I’m going over that rail, with or without you.”

Something tugged inside of him, a connection to a person — something he hadn’t felt in a long time. He’d followed her over the rail with his squad. They’d swam for a boat captained by Pete Craven, and headed back to Hat Island, followed by a fishing vessel Okami Yoshida had out as backup.

On Hat Island, Brighton had marshalled what defenses they had, and he and Benny Garrison were still in control when the Alpha returned. When it was over, five squads of Council betas were dead. 

The defenders of Hat Island read like a who’s who of famous shifters in the Northwest.

Pete Craven? His father had been the Mayor of Roslyn. Not only had the senior Craven been Alpha of the pack there, but he’d been elected to public office by the humans as well — and a Black man among White rural miners at that. He’d been accorded much respect by the Northwest Council of Alphas.

Pete had been allowed to roam the world, although his father expected him to return and become Alpha someday. Then, a decade or so ago, Pete’s cousin had challenged the Alpha, killed him and became pack Alpha. The first thing the new Alpha had done was banish Pete, severing his pack ties, and making him a beta wolf — a lone wolf capable of being a pack Alpha. The new Alpha knew Pete could kill him if he wanted to, and Geoff knew just how badly Pete must have wanted to. Fortunately for the new Alpha of the Craven Pack, Pete had no desire to be stuck in a small mountain town, miles from anywhere.

And here Pete was, a member of the Hat Island pack’s inner circle. Geoff glanced at him. He was a happy man. He had pack. He had a mate. Geoff hurt at that thought. No, he told himself firmly, don’t think of that either.

Jake Lewis? The pack Second? He was a beta from the Lewis pack in White Swan, on the Yakama Nation reservation. The pack had an interesting heritage of Yakama Indians and Filipinos who had found refuge on the reservation in the early 1900s. In addition, Jake’s mother was a Craven; Jake took after that side of the family, actually. Geoff glanced at him. He sat at the Alpha’s side, and he appeared to be listening to the debate. Not that it mattered. When it came to the Alpha’s safety, he’d do what he thought was best — no matter what Brighton thought.

Probably no matter what the Alpha thought. Geoff snickered to himself.

Jake Lewis had served 20 years in the Marines, then retired as a Lt. Colonel. When 9/11 happened, he re-enlisted under a new identity, and stayed in another 20 years. Another powerful wolf, practically a legend among the Northwest packs — a man who had retired twice as Lt. Colonel of the U.S. Marines? Oh yeah. These macho shifters hero-worshiped the man.

And Okami Yoshida, running that fishing boat that first day? Geoff freely admitted to being terrified of him. Any sane person was. He’d been an enforcer for the Council for 20 years. Then about 15 years ago, he went into a British Columbia pack’s hunting lodge to rescue the pack Second of Seattle’s Tanaka pack and the Woman of Hat Island, Yui Ito. 

It was the thing of shifter legend: Yui Ito turned out to be Okami’s mate, and she was dying. He saved her by calling upon the energy of the betas there with him that day, and in return Yui had promised that if — when — a pack was restored to Hat Island, the betas would be welcomed home. The Woman of Hat Island was practically worshiped before then, and that cemented her position in the shifter mythos.

Then a few months ago, Abby Stafford, a made-wolf less than 10 days old, had honored Yui’s promise, and welcomed the betas home.

And they came. He thought they were nearing 600 of them now in the pack, alone. He didn’t know how many there were on employment contracts, or who were renting apartments in Everett just across the bay. And that was a timebomb waiting to explode. 

Hell, there were all kinds of timebombs waiting to blow. Geoff worried he might be one of them.

Benny Garrison — the famed Council intelligencer, son of the pack Alpha of the Okanogan pack? He was here. A Keeper of Stories, Benny was now the headmaster of the boarding school on the island. Stories were told of his prowess — as killer, intelligencer and womanizer — throughout the West Coast.

Geoff had heard the Alpha say once that the packs had discarded their best and brightest because the pack Alphas were afraid of losing their power, and she would happily scoop them up. He thought there was a lot of truth to that. Most certainly the quality of men who had come to Hat Island on the strength of Yui Ito Yoshida’s promise would support her argument.

But then, Alpha Abby Stafford was no slouch herself. Dr. Stafford, professor of anthropology and chair of her department at Seattle University. She’d been part of the last cohort of Dr. Lebenev’s experiment here to develop a serum that would help girl shifters get through first shift.

Lebenev succeeded. All honor to him. Thousands of girl shifters would live because of his work. But he’d done it by testing the serum on older human women, theorizing that if the serum could make them into shifters, then it could help the girl children. Something about hormones....

So yes, maybe he hadn’t thought through all the implications of that. And maybe he should have investigated the grant funder for the project more thoroughly. But Stefan Lebenev created a serum that probably would prevent the extinction of the shifter species. Geoff had heard that 80 percent of girl shifters didn’t survive first shift. And now with the serum they would.

He veered away from that thought. It was too close to the things he didn’t want to think about in this room.

He focused on Brighton and the Alpha again. He was in awe that Brighton would argue with her. He’d never seen someone argue with their Alpha before. And she wasn’t slapping him down for it either. He’d heard that these inner circle meetings were wild by shifter standards. People were expected to argue and debate.

But he’d assumed they meant with each other, not with the Alpha. 

Apparently not. Apparently, they argued with her too.

Geoff didn’t usually attend these meetings. He was content to keep a low profile. He would have been happier to just be one of the security guards. Lord knew they had plenty of guards, and plenty of need for them. And now that Abby was the Chairman of the Northwest Council of Alphas, they’d need even more of them.

He had reluctantly moved into an assistant position to Brighton after they’d discovered that Joseph Manjares had been hiding among their betas. Manjares had an employment bond to work construction. But as Okami was fond of saying, a man who lived a long life might be many things. Once, Manjares had a been the shifter doctor who deliberately caused that high death rate of shifter girls. It made Geoff sick to think about. They still didn’t know what Manjares might have done here at Hat Island — but he’d been working on the expansion of the research labs. 

So they were checking every inch of the labs for sabotage. It was worse than searching for a needle — they were trying to prove there was no needle in that proverbial haystack. In addition, Manjares’ ability to hide among the betas employees had all kinds of implications that he and Brighton had been trying to get a grip on. Who else was there among the betas?

Pack was a bit different, although there were a few scary men there, too. And a couple of women, if he was going to be honest about it. But they were vetted better when they joined. The betas on employment contract could hide — and he wasn’t oblivious to the irony of that thought. He was hiding among the betas, himself, wasn’t he?

But Brighton now had a watch list. Who among the wolves on this island were dangerous? 

Well, in one way all of them were. Wasn’t a man here who couldn’t kill. Probably only a very few who hadn’t killed — there were some submissive wolves abandoned here by Jones, after all. And maybe some of the women?

Maybe. Although he wouldn’t put any money on it. Most of the women on the island were members of the cohorts Lebenev had used to perfect his serum. They’d been turned over to his grant funder for integration into shifter society. 

He’d sold them instead. Cujo Brown — and there was another famous shifter now part of the pack — had made it his mission to find them and bring them back. Geoff’s jaw clenched; they came back in horrific shape. Geoff didn’t even want to know what they’d done to survive. He didn’t care either. He honored them for it.

So shifters were dangerous, that was a given. But who were all these wolves? More importantly, who had they been? Okami Yoshida had done the preliminary vetting, but not even he knew everyone. And as Manjares had proved, what a man was now, didn’t necessarily tell you what he had been.

While Abby might be right about the packs discarding the best and the brightest, they also banished the worst as well.

He’d been at the Lebenev pack house when Abby Stafford had killed Joseph Manjares. He shook his head. The woman couldn’t fight worth a damn, for all that she had some of the best teachers in the shifter world — Okami Yoshida, Jake Lewis, Benny Garrison... and let’s not forget Cujo Brown. But it had only been five months.

So she was learning; fortunately, she had dominance to spare. And when attacked, she got the job done. 

God knew, she had been attacked plenty. A lot of shifters couldn’t handle the notion of a female Alpha. Well, they needed to get over it, Geoff thought grimly.

He’d been on the trip last weekend too. He wondered when these old bastards would realize that attacking Abby Stafford, now Chairman Stafford, was a good way to end up dead?

Some of them didn’t want a woman as Chairman of the Council. He thought one of the deaths had been the equivalent of suicide by cop. And some of them hadn’t wanted their girls to get the serum, preferring to see them die — ‘we keep to the old ways’ they said. Manjares and his sponsor, the former Chairman of the World Council, had preached that in order stay hidden they needed to control women. 

And there he was, back on that thread of thought. Maybe you should pay attention to the discussion, and you won’t be tempted to think about things you shouldn’t, he told himself. 

But he didn’t want to think about what they were arguing about either. 

They were arguing about Margarite Lewis and her invitation — her command, let’s be honest, here — to Alpha Stafford to come visit her. And to ‘bring her men’ along, and Geoff as well. Speaking of another legend in the shifter world. Margarite Lewis? He shook his head.

He’d seen the note — a written invitation no less — and she hadn’t used his last name either. He’d been so relieved he thought he would black out. Abby had demanded to know what was going on, but she had accepted his request to wait until they saw what Margarite wanted. She’d allowed him that, and he’d been so grateful. But she’d made him promise that if his story endangered the pack, or shifter girls, he had to come to her and tell her.

He’d promised he would. It worried him. Were shifter girls in danger? Was that why Margarite Lewis was making him return to Vancouver? 

She didn’t live in Vancouver, directly, but her home was close by. Margarite Lewis was legendary. She’d been part of the Filipino shifter pack that had immigrated to this country, and then onto the Yakama reservation more than a century ago when Seattle had driven them out. She’d been a formidable player in that pack until her son had killed her husband in a challenge. She’d left then. Roamed for the world for decades. Finally, she settled outside of Vancouver, B.C., with a household of male shifters — lone wolves. Rumor had it that Benny Garrison had been one of them for a while. 

The other story was that Okami Yoshida had been one of her lovers, once. And Geoff knew it was true Margarite had been a lover of Alpha Akihiro Tanaka — another legendary shifter.

This place was drawing all the legends to it. 

He didn’t think he was superstitious, but most wolves got a bit mystic as they aged. When you lived hundreds of years, you started looking for reasons. And the reasons got a bit mystical. He wasn’t all that old, he assured himself. But still....

“Benjamin?” Alpha Abby Stafford said firmly. “It’s settled. I’m not flying from here to Vancouver. We can drive. It’s only three hours.”

“We could take the ship,” Benny Garrison said. Geoff thought he was just trying to cause more argument. They’d have to have vehicles meet them in Vancouver. Actually that was a good reason to drive.

“If we drive, we don’t have to rely on rental vehicles when we get there,” Geoff said. 

There was silence while people considered that. “Fine,” Brighton said. “Although, Geoff? I think that argument makes you the most paranoid person in the room today. And that’s saying something.”

“Can we break for lunch then?” Benny said. “I’ve had all of this conversation I can handle.”

Abby nodded, and Benny slipped out the conference room door to alert the cooks that they were ready for food. Geoff looked around the room. Truthfully, they were short on people, he thought, disturbed. Cujo had stayed in Hayden Lake to help his father get on his feet as the new Alpha there. Okami and Yui Yoshida were still in Kettle Falls. Synde Bell, Terry Lee, and Stefan Lebenev were in Oregon. 

Michel was here representing the research staff — which was probably a relief for everyone. Stefan was brilliant, but he wasn’t an easy person to be around. Geoff almost laughed out loud at that thought. Peter Dawson and Mei Tanaka were representing the business side of things as they always did. Olivia Trainer was serving as mayor pro tem in Yui’s place. He walked softly around her. She had a sharp tongue. Emiyo Kato was representing the medical facility — another of Yui’s roles. Took more than one person to fill Yui’s shoes when she was gone.

Still, Jake Lewis was here, sitting to the Alpha’s left. Benny Garrison sat on her right. He frowned. Who else were they taking to Vancouver? Had that been decided and he missed it? She needed at least six guards — not counting Jake Lewis.

And probably she shouldn’t count Geoff, either.

He was going to have to talk to her, he thought with dread. He couldn’t let her walk into the mess ahead unprepared.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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Abby Stafford ate rapidly. The food was good, heavy on the meat, and without Okami here to insist they eat their vegetables, the broccoli was going largely ignored. There was no conversation, no idle talk when shifters ate. Food was important and worthy of your full focus.

She still found that entertaining. But let’s face it, in many ways she was a human in wolf’s clothing. She always would be, she thought, although shifter ways were becoming more comfortable all the time.

Then she considered that she was likely to live hundreds of years — if someone didn’t kill her tomorrow. Eventually her human years would be a distant memory. How well did she remember being 3 years old, after all? And that was just 50 years ago. She chewed on her lower lip thinking about that. 

“Alpha?” Geoff said in a low voice. “May I talk to you after lunch?”

She glanced at the man. She knew very little about him, but she owed him her life. She trusted him, but she had to acknowledge he had secrets. And secrets, she was learning, were often dangerous. He was taller than her, but not as tall as Jake, so 6-foot or there about, but slim. More basketball player than football. 

What do you know about basketball or football, Alpha? Benny asked in her mind through their link. They’d established it to give Benny a resource to fill in his missing memories. She used it as often as he did, really. There was so much she didn’t know. And Benny Garrison, Keeper of Stories, was a shifter Teacher. He knew the old stories. He carried the stories of a now-extinct Cambodian pack. He was building the boarding school for shifter girls — and a few other strays —and a Center for Oral Histories with their guests from Russia. Who better to school the Alpha in all things shifter?

She answered him: College professor, remember? I get season tickets each year. And I even go. Not this year. But most years.

Benny: Who knew?

She rolled her eyes mentally and looked back at Geoff. Oops, she’d been silent too long, and he was growing uncomfortable. “Sorry, I was thinking about something,” she said with a smile. “Come back to the Retreat House with us. And yes, we’ll talk.”

Geoff tried to smile, but it was a pitiful attempt. Too bad, he had a nice smile. She thought he came from the Vancouver pack — and Vancouver, B.C., was one of the most diverse cities in Canada. It was reflected in his looks. He had dark hair, that he kept cut short, and something about his eyes suggested some Chinese heritage. But his build was that of the British Isles — not unlike her own tall build. But she had red hair and the pale skin of the Irish. He didn’t. She was curious, and she started to ask him.

Benny: Don’t, Alpha. He’s about to freak as it is. And he’s particularly closed-mouthed about his background.

Abby thought about what she knew about him. Not much, she admitted. Especially for a man who had been travelling as part of her personal guard for the last month. He’d been a beta captain on the Council ship, and he’d helped her escape. And then he helped her keep control of the island under that first onslaught. 

Since then, they’d lurched from crisis to crisis, and she’d come to rely on him. Benjamin relied on him, and that had been good enough for her. But now she wondered if Benjamin knew any more about this man than she did? 

That was troubling after their latest revelations about secretive beta wolves.

“Let’s go,” she said out loud. “And I’m snagging dessert for us all, so meet me at the house. Anyone know what dessert is?”

“Carrot cake,” Benny said. “I’ll be glad when Okami gets back. We’ve had a lot of carrot cake lately.”

“And we eat every bit of it,” Abby said, laughing as she headed to the kitchen. Broccoli and carrots were still plentiful in the kitchen garden. Benny needed to quit complaining. They could be having carrots for meals, and broccoli for dessert.

It amused her that shifters had such a sweet tooth. They were these buff, healthy people, and they ate dessert with every meal. 

She grabbed a whole pan of carrot cake and nodded her thanks to the cooks. They’d probably be relieved when Okami got back too. She wondered when Okami and Yui were coming home. That must have reached Okami through their link, because he sent a message back: On our way. Home this evening. Don’t leave for Margarite’s without me.

Abby was relieved. She felt vulnerable without Okami and Yui at her back. And Cujo too. 

Cujo: Good to know. Bellamy and I will be home in time for supper. You might need to have someone come get us in the boat. I don’t think we’re going to make the ferry.

Abby: Will do. We need to add more routes to the ferry.

Heartened that her team would be back, she walked through the kitchen gardens back to the house the pack had built for her while she was in Russia. It resembled a Japanese tea garden surrounding a cedar-clad house, also in Japanese style, with a long front porch, and a dark-tiled roof. She loved the place.

She still kept rooms at the hotel, Beach House, for when she was entertaining guests, and she’d been down there for the Halloween party last night. Her mate, Alpha Akihiro Tanaka, and his Second, Haru Ito, had come over from Seattle for the party. It had been quite the masquerade ball, she thought now. And the after-party had been equally good. She smiled reminiscently.

Abby wasn’t sure why exactly she kept the Retreat House to herself. Jake stayed wherever she was, of course. He had his own rooms here — and at the hotel, for that matter. The Retreat House had a third bedroom for a guest room, but no one had used it. And truthfully it would be crowded if Akihiro and Haru stayed here. A perfectly serviceable answer should anyone ask, she decided.

Jake met her at the door and took the cake from her. Benny already had plates and silverware waiting. “I thought you were tired of carrot cake,” she teased.

“I might be dreaming of chocolate,” Benny said, “but it doesn’t mean I’m refusing to eat good carrot cake. And they’ve about got it perfected by now.”

She laughed. She glanced at Geoff, hoping the camaraderie was helping him relax, but he looked miserable, and his attempt to join in was painful to watch. 

“Geoff?” she said. “It will be OK. You’ve paid your dues here. You’re one of us, even if you aren’t officially a member of the pack. We’ll deal with whatever it is, like we deal with everything else — together.”

“And if that doesn’t work, after we sing Kumbaya, we can always kill it,” Benny said cheerfully.

Geoff looked like he was going to throw up at that comment. 

“Through there,” Jake said, and pointed to the bathroom. 

Geoff excused himself.

The three of them looked at each other. “Well, that was unexpected,” Benny said slowly.

Abby nodded. She looked at Jake. “You want to call Benjamin and invite him to this meeting?”

Jake moved away to make the call. She looked at Benny. “What do you know about Geoff?” she asked. “Did the two of you overlap in your time with the Council?”

He shrugged. “It’s possible. I rarely saw the troops. Mostly I dealt with the Chairman — Alpha Johannsen. Sometimes the Council in full. But I was a field agent, on contract, not staff.”

Abby nodded. The Council had kept a standing troop of beta wolves up until Geoff had abandoned the Council for Abby. Johannsen had put a bounty on Geoff’s head for that, and he’d disbanded the beta troops, keeping only the personal guards of the Council Alphas and rotating pack guards. He didn’t trust betas, not with the offer Abby had put out: the betas were welcome home to Hat Island. 

Still that was a lot of guards, she thought now. She was beginning to realize that most packs were quite small. All those troops had given her a different impression.

Geoff rejoined them, and he looked composed if a bit pale. “Coffee?” Benny asked. “I’m thinking I’ll make a pot.”

Geoff nodded. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled a bit. “I’ve dreaded this day for months.”

“Brighton is on his way,” Abby said, noting the word months, not days. So from before Margarite’s note. “We need to talk about guards for this trip. Good news is Okami and Yui are on their way and so is Cujo and Bellamy. They all should be here later tonight. I don’t know if Okami will want to leave his family so quickly tomorrow, however.”

“His son is happily playing with the Kato kids. And his daughter has practically moved into the boarding school,” Benny said. “By the way, we got two more girls yesterday.”

Abby shook her head. “No word from your father?” she asked.

“Nope,” Benny said sourly. “And no explanation from the girls, or from Pi who went to fetch them. I monitor their TikTok accounts now, after we went to Odessa, but I’m still not sure how they’re telling Pi they’re coming.”

“Maybe he just knows to show up at a certain time and place,” Jake suggested. “How closely do you monitor him?”

Benny scowled. “How closely do I think he’s monitored? 24/7. And obviously I’m wrong. But I have a standing order for the ferry to let me know if any of the students attempt to leave the island.”

Geoff snorted. “He’s swimming over,” he said. “It would be an easy swim.”

Benny stared at him, and then he swore. “Damn it.”

Abby laughed. Watching the students do end runs around Benny was pretty funny. “But no word on your father? How is the Okanogan pack doing without him?”

“I’m afraid to ask the pack,” Benny said. “They aren’t the most stable bunch. If they don’t realize he’s gone, I don’t want to be the one to tell them.”

Garrison Senior had been in Cambodia with the CIA when Pol Pot rose to power. He’d sent the teen-aged Benny out to Thailand to the Chang Mai pack. After Pol Pot fell — and there were those who believed Garrison had something to do with that — Garrison had collected his son and headed home. Like a lot of Vietnam vets, he ended up in the hills of north-central Washington — the Okanogan. It was a remote, beautiful region that stretched up into Canada. One night, tired of the lawlessness of both shifter and human veterans, Garrison had howled at the moon and called a pack. 

The Okanogan was still a refuge for veterans, although the human ones were of more recent wars. There were never a lack of veterans with PTSD, and they often found some kind of peace in the mountains. But without Alpha Garrison or his Second, the pack was a concern. Abby grimaced. Now that she was Chairman of the Northwest Council, it was her concern.

She considered who she knew in that area — not as Alpha or Chairman, but as Dr. Stafford, anthropologist. Someone at the Colville tribe? “Give me a moment,” she said, and she headed into her study. She called up her database, jotted down some numbers, and made a call. Then a second one. 

When she came back out to the living room, Brighton was there and eating cake.

“There are problems in the Okanogan,” she said. “Talked to some people I know at the Colville tribe. There’s been an increase in violence in the towns up there. And there’s rumors that a wolf pack has moved into the area from Canada. That’s got some of the locals stirred up. Wolf packs are protected in this state, but a lot of people object to that.”

Benny blew air out. “Damn it,” he muttered. 

Abby looked at Jake. “Any chance some of the Goodes could wander over that way?” The Goodes were a small pack of Colvilles who hadn’t moved to the reservation, rather remained in Colville. She wished she had time to do research and write. The Okanogan place names fascinated her with what they told a person about the region’s history.

Jake grimaced. “They’re not Garrison pack,” he said. “They’d be attacked.”

Benny nodded. “Afraid so,” he said. “I could go.” He considered that. “Maybe you, Alpha. But I’d want a bunch of guards if we were to take you. More than just six. Two teams, maybe. If Dad was there? It would be different.”

“All right,” she said. “Let me think about that.” 

Benny handed her some coffee, and she sipped it gratefully. She was a bit sleep-deprived. It had been a really good night.

“Benjamin, I included you in this meeting, because it impacts tomorrow’s trip,” she said. “So let’s start with the basics. Cujo and Bellamy, and Okami and Yui, will all be home tonight. I don’t know if Okami wants to go to Margarite’s or stay here. Either way, it’s a big help.”

Benjamin nodded and looked relieved. 

“So, Jason, Benny, Cujo and Geoff,” she continued. Geoff started to say something, but she held up her hand for him to wait. “Two more? Okami and who? Or do you need Okami here?”

“I need him here,” Benjamin Brighton admitted. “But I think he’s one of ‘your men’ that Margarite is expecting. So he probably should go with you.”

“And one more, then,” Abby said. “Pack. What about that young wolf? Bellwether?”

Benjamin grimaced. “You know who he is?”

She shrugged. “Kodiak pack beta?” she guessed. “How closely is he related to the deposed Alpha? The guy I killed.”

“Grandson,” Benjamin replied. “No love lost there. Our John Bellwether wasn’t banished. He severed himself from the pack, maybe 10 years ago.”

Benny jerked. He looked sick. Abby glanced at him. An ugly incident with the Kodiak pack had made Benny quit the Council. He’d gone to Berkeley to get his PhD in psychology after that. Her eyes crinkled with the amusement that always came when she was reminded that Benny was actually Dr. Garrison. He rolled his eyes at her, obviously picking up on her amusement.

Everyone thought it was funny, she thought defensively.

Benny grunted. 

“You shouldn’t count me as one of your guards, Alpha,” Geoff said. “I’m not....” He shook his head as if he didn’t know how to finish that sentence.

Abby looked at him steadily. “We’ll get to that,” she said. “Next question, Benjamin. A watch list? Have you two been developing a watch list?”

“Pulled that from my thoughts in the meeting, did you?” Benjamin asked — rhetorically, she thought. At least she wasn’t going to answer. She wasn’t sure how she picked it up, to be honest. It happened that way, sometimes, if she had her barriers across the links down, especially in a meeting with the inner circle. It freaked her out a bit, since she held secrets that shouldn’t leak out. She visualized the locked security shed in her brain to reassure herself. Yes. Things were locked tight.

“We have two watch lists, and one of them has tiers,” Benjamin was explaining morosely. Everyone grinned. “What?” he demanded.

“Abby’s lists of questions have tiers, and bullet points,” Benny explained. Benjamin grunted.

“Joy,” he said. 

Abby laughed and was not sure she could stop. “Continue,” she finally managed. 

“One list is for pack,” Benjamin said. He sighed. “Pack are scrutinized carefully when they’re accepted. The Alpha puts the question to them. It’s pretty secure. Not fail-proof, mind you. But secure.” He paused as if he was trying to figure out how to explain it.

Geoff intervened. “But some of the wolves have been on their own for a very long time,” he said softly. “They’ve been through horrible things. Just being alone for a century can be bad. Or lead a person to make some bad choices.”

“Like agreeing to work for Jedediah Jones,” Brighton said, with a sigh. He’d done that — only to find out too late what the price really was.

Abby nodded. “Go on.”

“So some of the pack aren’t the most stable in the world,” Benny said impatiently. “Don’t dance around it, guys. Dad’s not the only pack to have loose cannons. Some of our loose cannons have the skills to blow the whole island up if they decided there were aliens nesting in the boathouse or something.”

Everyone laughed, and Benjamin looked relieved. “Exactly,” he agreed. “They’re more likely to be a danger to themselves. But we watch them. And we add to it as we see possible problems.”

“Anyone like our favorite psychopath?” Abby said dryly. Rick Ricci had been locked up, they thought — until he decided he was needed in Portland because Synde Bell was his mate and she was in trouble. Turned out he’d been free to roam the entire time.

“Fewer than a dozen,” Benjamin said.

There was silence.

Rick Ricci was a psychopath who had been abused for a century by Jedediah Jones and had a berserker wolf. And Benjamin thought there might be as many as a dozen like him? “Dear God,” Abby said, involuntarily.

The men snickered. “And that’s the pack list?” Jake said. “What is on the other list? Betas?”

Benjamin nodded. “The long list are people we know have problematic pasts,” he said. “Usually because someone recognizes him and thinks we ought to know. I add him to my list. Let’s face it, I qualify there.”

Geoff flinched. Abby just nodded. “Go on,” she said. “How many do you have on your ‘problematic past’ list?” she said, making air quotes around problematic past.

“Seventy-two,” he said.

More silence. 

“And the shorter list?” Abby asked.

“There are 14 who are probably spies for someone, or undercover agents,” he said bluntly. “Or here on their own behalf. I’ve hired as many of them as I can, and then contracted them to Tanaka pack who need a guard team for something. Better the devil you know, than the devil you don’t.” 

Benjamin Brighton sighed. “What occurred to me today, and it’s why you might have picked up on the existence of the watch list, is that those shifters aren’t the worst of concerns. It’s the ones who might be so well hidden that we don’t know they’re here. We missed Manjares after all. Tanaka was conducting a world-wide search for the doctor who created the polio vaccine with the embedded virus, and he’s sitting out here building an extension to the very lab that will undo his work from 70 years ago.”

They’d just barely dodged a bullet, Abby acknowledged. If Stefan Lebenev wasn’t a paranoid, antisocial snob, who knows what access Manjares might have gotten?

“Or like me,” Geoff said.

Abby looked at him. “You’re putting yourself on the same list as Manjares?” she asked incredulously.

“Not as evil, maybe,” he conceded. “But giving me a safe place? Could start a shifter war.”

“Even now? You had a bounty on your head from the previous Chairman, but now that I’m Chairman, I’d give you a medal if shifters did that sort of thing,” Abby said.

“The beta troop was my first hiding spot,” he said. “Right under their noses as it were.”

Abby regarded him. He wasn’t joking. He truly believed that. “All right,” she said slowly. “I realized today how little I knew about you. So let’s start with the basics. What is your full name?”

Geoff took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. “My name is Geoffrey Nickerson.”

It was Benny who reacted. “Fuck me,” he swore, stealing Brighton’s favorite cuss words. “How did I miss that?”

“Benny?” Abby said. “You know him?”

Benny nodded. He looked at Geoff. “Tell her,” he ordered. “Or I will.”

“Go ahead. I’ve been trying to for the last two hours,” Geoff said half-humorously. “If I could have gotten a word in edgewise.” There was sympathetic laughter, but Geoff just looked at Benny. “Please.”

Benny sighed. “Geoffrey Nickerson was the Alpha of the Vancouver pack,” he said. “Will you let me tell you his story?”

“Go on, Storyteller,” Abby said. “Tell us his story.”
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Benny pulled a cushion off the couch and positioned it in the center of the room. He sat on it cross-legged. It was the traditional pose of a storyteller in the Russian packs — the oldest known packs in the world. Benny had brought the practice back to Hat Island. It settled him into his role and signaled to his listeners that this was a Story, not just one of his long-winded diatribes or clever jokes.

At least he hoped his jokes were clever.

Benny waited until everyone settled. Jake poured glasses of iced tea, handing Benny the first one. Then he gave one to Geoff — Geoffrey Nickerson! — who drank it thirstily. Jake refilled Geoff’s glass, before settling in on the couch next to Abby. Geoff was sitting in one of the arm chairs, Brighton in the other. They looked at him expectantly. 

He took a deep breath and began the story as he knew it.

“Geoffrey Nickerson had been Alpha of the Vancouver pack for 30 years or more,” Benny said. “He was known to be a good Alpha. His pack flourished. Vancouver was a bustling town that became a multicultural and cosmopolitan city — perhaps the most livable city on the West Coast. Economic and political stability, universal healthcare, diversity in culture and environment, and world-class education and infrastructure — not to mention a backdrop of coastal mountains, Pacific Ocean and rainforests — all that made it into a mecca for people. And that brought challenges to any pack. You can see one solution with Tanaka’s pack. Tanaka is probably the largest pack in the world, and the pack and the Tanaka Corporation are intertwined. The pack has flourished because of it.”

Benny looked at Geoff who nodded. “I chose a different path,” he said quietly. “Not a business, but a focus on quality of life. I encouraged education. I encouraged people to find what made them happy, and to do it. And I levied a small tax to pay for the pack business. So we had people spread throughout the city in all walks of life. Canada has a good safety net, and the pack made sure no one fell through the cracks. But we didn’t want to be as big as Tanaka. It’s dangerous to be that visible. So extended families were encouraged to become their own packs — often moving to either suburb towns, or farther out. Victoria, for instance, is a daughter pack of the Vancouver pack.”

Benny picked up the story. “This meant, however, that shifters and humans came into close contact. They worked together. Played together. And eventually of course, they fell in love with each other. As you all know, that can be a problem. Eventually first rule comes into play. A shifter is going to have to watch a loved one age while he stays young. Eventually, he’s going to have to make a hard choice or an enforcer — someone like Okami Yoshida — or the pack Alpha or his Second will come in to take care of the problem. And that solution can be quite ruthless.”

He paused to drink some iced tea, and then continued. “Still, it was working out. There had been some painful divorces where the shifter didn’t really want to leave his wife and children. The shifter usually relocated to Alaska to work in the oil fields, or up to Dawson’s pack who would always welcome a hard worker who was willing to tolerate the cold. And there could be a time when such a shifter might return.”

“We’d been in Vancouver since gold rush days,” Geoff said softly. “The pack reflected the diversity of the people who lived there. My grandmother was Chinese, a part of a small pack that settled in Canada and became quite wealthy. She married an Irish lone wolf, much to the dismay of her family. They broke away with a few other couples and formed their own pack — the Vancouver pack. Their son became Alpha when he became of age — it wasn’t something his father wanted to do. My grandfather did it, but he happily turned it over to his son and went back out to his beloved mountains as a trapper. He returned to his wife often, and they were quite happy together. My father was Alpha for 30 years, and then he thought a younger Alpha would help the pack grow with the city. And I took on the pack after a ceremonial challenge to the satisfaction of everyone. Or so I thought.”

Benny waited to see if Geoff would continue. He’d like to hear this story from him, actually. But Geoff shook his head, and Benny picked it up. “So 60 years ago, the Alpha of the Vancouver pack fell in love with a human woman. He was married and had a family. In fact, two of his sons were adults with families of their own. And a favorite daughter had just gone through first shift. As is the practice in most packs, he had a second wife as well. They had two children just getting ready to go to college. The pack approved. Their Alpha was successful, prosperous, a family man with well-brought-up children, one of whom would be his successor someday.”

Benny drank some more tea. Maybe someone would get him a beer soon. And as soon as he thought that, Jake got up and handed beers to everyone. Benny looked at Abby and nodded his thanks. She nodded back.

“Geoffrey Nickerson was a banker. The bank was built on pack assets, actually, and had become quite prosperous. It had human clients and human employees as well as shifter ones. One of the human clients was a woman, recently widowed, of considerable wealth. She sought out the bank president, a charming young man, for advice. And they fell in love. She was 40, a vibrant artist who had married a wealthy patron. They’d loved each other, but he died unexpectedly. He’d been 60.” 

Benny thought about it. He thought he had those facts right. It had been decades since he’d heard this story. Close enough, he decided, when Geoff didn’t correct him. 

“Geoffrey Nickerson helped her set up a trust that would provide her an easy life and allow her to continue to focus on her art. And then they continued to see each other, discreetly. The Alpha had to have known it couldn’t last. He was going to look 30-40 for a long time. He already had looked like that for a long time. He was...." Benny stopped to try and do the math. Age was always so difficult.

“The Alpha was 73,” Geoff said, speaking of himself in third person. “Old enough to know better.”

Benny gave him a sympathetic look. “Love makes fools of us all,” he said. “Shakespeare?”

“Probably,” Abby said. “He said most things worth quoting. But Thackery is usually considered the source. Or Merle Haggard, depending on your preferred cultural field of reference.”

“Thank you, professor,” Benny said courteously, and ruined it with an eyeroll. She threw a pillow at him. He caught it and added it to his cushion to sit on.

“The affair lasted for five years before anyone learned of it,” Benny continued. “And if it had been anyone else but the Alpha, it might not have been a problem. At some point, there would be a problem, but not yet. All shifters have gotten skilled at not dealing with problems today if they can be put off until tomorrow. There is always time.”

He frowned a bit, then continued, “But the Alpha’s ascension had left him vulnerable in a way. He had never had to truly fight to establish his dominance. Never been in a dominance fight. And there was a cousin, well, probably a second cousin, or further out, a man named Chen Dao-Zhi. Chen being the family name. He went by Zee Chen in the broader Vancouver, B.C., community, anglicizing his name as many of the Chinese immigrants did. He felt he was better suited to be Alpha — had felt that way for a long time. But Alpha Nickerson was respected and loved, and so Chen smoldered. One day, he discovered the Alpha’s human lover. He may have been following the Alpha, looking for something to use. It may have been by accident. It doesn’t matter really, although I rather think he was stalking the Alpha. I’ve met him. He’s an angry and hateful man.”

“Nothing has changed, I gather,” Geoff said dryly.

Benny snorted. “So at an all-pack retreat, Zee Chen showed up with the human woman, and threw her down in front of the Alpha. He challenged the Alpha for the pack. He accused the Alpha of violating the first rule, and demanded he kill the woman.”

“Dear God,” Abby murmured.

“If you want to be picky, the Alpha hadn’t violated the first rule, Zee Chen did,” Brighton observed, caught up in the story.

“True,” Benny said. “But either way, the woman now knew, and first rule demanded her death. The Alpha argued that he could turn her instead. The pack disagreed. You have to understand how the packs see humans, especially human women. They all felt betrayed. As if he had cheated not only on his wife — his wives — but on all of them. As if shifter women weren’t good enough.”

Abby frowned. “Do the shifters feel that way about those of us who were test subjects? Who are made-wolves, not born-wolves?” 

Benny considered that, used to Abby’s diversions into side questions. “Cujo has more experience with what the women went through,” he said at last. “But yes, that probably would affect them in the packs. Those who ended up in the packs anyway. But they might have been tolerated since it wasn’t their choice — nor had anyone chosen them above a shifter woman.”

Abby nodded.

“The argument went on for hours,” Benny said. “They were in a secluded resort outside Whistler — an annual event for the whole pack. Geoff’s first wife spat on him. His older son repudiated him. They demanded that he kill her as proof he was still fit to lead.”

Benny didn’t look at Geoff but focused on a spot on the floor where he didn’t have to see anyone’s eyes. “He refused to kill her. She had done nothing wrong, he insisted. He was facing his oldest son, and they were arguing. Geoff offered to let him become Alpha through the same kind of ceremonial challenge that he had ascended to Alpha through. He would take his human lover and leave the pack. Go lone wolf. Change her and live out their lives somewhere remotely. It was not a bad solution, but it underestimated two things: one, how much the pack resented that their Alpha had a human lover and two, how much Zee Chen wanted to be Alpha.”

“Zee Chen changed and came for me,” Geoff said softly. “I was a competent fighter, but no brawler. And surprised like that? I fought, but I wasn’t going to win. Zee was known for his fights. But he drew it out. I never understood why. But finally, he took a swipe at my belly and left me dying there on the floor. I expected him to end it, and I was terrified for Melissa. I looked to my younger son, pleaded with him to take her away to safety. He turned from me.”

Geoff had tears in his eyes. “Zee Chen told me he let me live so that I could watch. And they tore her to shreds before my eyes. I screamed. I pleaded. No one listened to me. My younger son was one of the first to attack her. They took their time. I lay there, bleeding out, and listened to her screams of pain. They echo in my mind still. I think, had I changed her, we would have been mates, not just lovers. And then they walked away. Left me dying, but not dead. They wanted me to suffer. My pack. My family. People I cared about and thought were good people. They shredded a human being and left me among the pieces of her body to die.”

Abby closed her eyes briefly. Her voice was thick with unshed tears. “But you didn’t die,” she said quietly. 

Geoff shook his head. “And that sealed the fate of Alpha Geoffrey Nickerson,” he said with some irony in his voice. “I realized I wasn’t going to die. I changed to wolf, and I went wolf for a while. I’m not even sure how long. I’d change to human often enough to not lose myself to my wolf completely. As wolf and as human, I roamed the whole region. It’s a beautiful place, Alpha, and coupled with the healing time brings, I gradually rejoined society. 

“At some point, I decided that I would become a fighter,” Geoff continued. “Never again would someone who depended upon me die because I couldn’t protect them. So I ended up in Bellingham, and I learned to fight. I presented myself to Alpha Johannsen as a lone wolf wishing to live in his city. He approved, and then one day, he happened to see me working out in the dojo. He offered me a job as a member of the beta squad that protected the Council. I worked my way up from there to team captain.”

Geoff paused, and then continued in that same reflective voice. “When Alpha Stafford looked at me and said I could come with her or I could die, but she was going over that side, I knew I could not watch another woman suffer at the hands of shifters. And I followed her.”

Geoff looked at her. “Not only was there a bounty on my head from the Council, there is a death warrant from the Vancouver pack and its Alpha for me, and for anyone who takes me in.” He smiled briefly, without humor. “I used to wonder what the pack would do if they realized the person who took me in was the Chairman of the Council. But Alpha, I’m one of those timebombs that lurk among your betas. And I’m ashamed that I never told you.”

“I wouldn’t have cast you out,” Abby said with difficulty. “I would have made you pack.”

Geoff nodded. Everyone in the room knew she meant it — even if it cost her everything, Benny thought.

“You don’t need the grief the Vancouver pack could give you,” Geoff said. “It’s a large and powerful pack. More now than when I was Alpha. I should have at least warned you. I would leave, but I’m afraid that Margarite Lewis has blocked that.”

“That’s why you guessed Pi was swimming across,” Benny said, enlightened. “You’ve thought of doing it yourself. To disappear.”

Geoff didn’t deny it.

“No,” Abby said firmly. “You’ve saved my life more than once. I’m not returning that favor by throwing you out. I’ll make you pack, right now, if you wish.”

“Well, that’s the second problem,” Geoff said with difficulty. “I was never banished. I’m not sure why. I suppose no one thought I’d live. Or they thought the wolf would take me, and it would be no problem. There have been attempts on my life, in the last...,” he stopped and calculated, “last 60 years? But I’m a better fighter now. I dispatch the attacker and move on. Take on a new identity. So they know that I’m alive, and that I’m still pack. Zee Chen has never banished me, never declared me beta. I’m not sure why.”

Abby looked at Jake. “Do you know why he wouldn’t?” she asked. 

Jake considered it. “Only reason I can think of — well two. One is he might want that string attached to Geoff. To know where he is, so if Geoff comes for him, he’d have warning. But my best guess? He can’t. He may have even tried. But I’d guess Geoff is the more dominant of the two. Chen may have won because he was the better fighter, and Geoff was caught off guard — not because Chen is the more dominant. That’s probably why the fight took so long, and why he couldn’t finish it even then.”

Geoff stared at him. “I’m the more dominant? No, that doesn’t....” He trailed off. 

“And he finds you through the pack bond,” Abby speculated. “And sometimes an assassin is dispatched. I bet after the first couple of times, he sent people he’d like to get rid of. And Geoff isn’t a common name.”

“Why I gave you Geoff that day I’m not sure,” Geoff said, absently, his mind elsewhere. “It’s not the name Johannsen knew me as. But it’s how I think of myself. I suppose that it was a name that wasn’t a lie. But Alpha, I’m still Vancouver pack. For you to take me as pack would be a declaration of war.”

They all knew that, actually. King Davis had been Whidbey Island pack when she called the Hat Island pack into being. He got caught up in the excitement and became Hat Island pack. And then had to hoof it over to the ferry and use the phone there to call his father and his Alpha and plead to be released from the Whidbey Island pack. If everyone hadn’t found it so funny, it could have been a disaster.

“King Davis,” Benny said now. And everyone grinned a bit. 

“I doubt Zee Chen would be as understanding,” Geoff said ruefully.

“Have you tried to break the bond?” Abby asked.

He hesitated. “No,” he said. “Wolves aren’t meant to be alone. And even a tenuous connection is better than none. No one needs an insane former Alpha rampaging through the countryside.”

There was silence.

“So why is Margarite Lewis calling you home?” Jake said.

Benny thought that was an odd way for him to refer to his grandmother. But then he wasn’t sure Jake had actually met her. Margarite had left the Lewis pack before Jake was born. And during all the time he knew her, she never spoke of that pack, or of her grandson. Benny knew she kept track of him — she had known about his career in the Marines. But he only knew that because he saw a newspaper clipping in her office once. He didn’t understand what all that was about, but Margarite was a secretive woman. Fey was the word that came to mind, although they were wolves, not elves.

It had spooked him a bit that Margarite had been at Hayden Lake when they were there, but never came to meet them. She’d stayed to watch the smoker, to see Jake fight, the Alpha’s wife had said. And that was spooky as well. 

But then Margarite was a spooky woman.

“I have no clue,” Geoff admitted frankly. “But I have always known that someday I would have to go back. There’s something not right, something still festering. I can feel it sometimes. I’ve spoken to the assassins occasionally. I used to hear gossip among the Council betas and guards.”

“I guess we’ll schedule the Vancouver pack visit for this weekend — after we talk to Margarite Lewis,” Abby said, thinking out loud.

“No Alpha! No,” Geoff protested. “You can’t get sucked into my battles. You’re too important to the future of the shifter species.”

Abby shook her head. “I have to go there eventually,” she pointed out. “Might as well let Margarite orchestrate it. I get the impression she’s good at that.”

Benny snorted. Abby had her number.

He took a deep breath and let it out. Of course Abby had Margarite’s number, Benny thought sourly. They were two of a kind. Dear Lord, this was going to be a clusterfuck.
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Chapter 4
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Jake started dishing up more of the carrot cake, and it broke the silence. People started to stretch, to move around a bit.

Abby tipped her head back against the sofa and closed her eyes. Okami? Question.

Her link with Okami scared her — scared her even more than the rest of the links in her head. ‘Spider’ whispered a voice. Manjares’ voice. It had lost its power, thanks to Benny’s intervention last weekend, but she still heard that one word. Spider —a kind of shifter with mental powers to establish links that went undetected and then to use them to manipulate a person. Packs killed them when they found one.

But wasn’t that what she did?

Wasn’t that what any Alpha did? She still had unresolved questions about the whole issue, and about her ability to establish links — not just the pack bonds. She had this map in her head that showed her the shifters in her vicinity — and designated them as pack, employed beta, and stranger. And mate, she thought. Mustn’t forget that one.

Benny said it was like she’d taken the pack bonds merged it with the map and turned them into telephone wires to use for communication. He claimed she could do a lot of the things she did because no one had time to teach her she couldn’t.

Or shouldn’t. She glanced at her hands and clenched them. Like partial shift. There were packs that would have kill her for that, as well. Well, she’d be dead if she couldn’t, so she wasn’t going to worry about it.

Besides she had more to worry about. Much more. 

But Okami’s link wasn’t just a telephone wire. It was more like a river bed, and when she needed to she could draw upon him and pull power and energy from the entire pack. She could with Jake, as well. And even to some extent, with Cujo and Benny. But it wasn’t as smooth as it was with Okami.

He called her Shogun.

And that freaked her out too.

So add it to the list, she thought, and shoved all those thoughts back into the locked storage shed that Benny had helped her build with visualization exercises. Was it real? Or was it just something her brain crafted to deal with all the new experiences? What was real anyway? 

Stop, she told herself firmly. You cannot go there. You can’t. You almost made yourself insane a week ago with those kinds of thoughts. That plus Manjares’ death scream had given her nightmares and they had sucked in the pack who were near her.

Including the pilots who were flying her and the team to northeast Washington. 

No, she wasn’t going to start down that path again.

She took calming breaths, and practiced her meditation breathing, and then she reached out again for Okami: Question?

Okami: Driving.

Abby ignored that. Does the name Geoffrey Nickerson mean anything to you?

Okami: Yes. Why?

Abby hesitated, trying to think of how to explain. And while she thought, Okami made the connection: Geoff? He’s Nickerson?

Abby: Yes.

Okami: Let me change with Amos and have him drive. Who knows this?

Abby: Jake, me, Benny, Brighton, and now you.

There was a pause, then Okami: Keep it that way, Alpha. There is a price on his head. A large one. Is he with you? Ask him if anyone has attacked him since he’s come to Hat Island.
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