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THE TINY TOWN of Winston Bay lay in the shadow of the redwoods on the northern California coast. Small and hidden, its beauty remained an inadvertent secret from the rest of mankind. Just a patch of sand tucked between bluffs and behind the forest. Less of a town and more like a small collection of tattered grey homes. No stoplight. No post office or businesses. Trees and ocean. Hardly worth giving it a name.

A perfect place for a werewolf to stay out of trouble.

One of the local homes had a rickety, three-tiered staircase that led down to the beach, a short, clean strip of sand about thirty feet wide—more at low tide—that ran between the foliage line and the water, behind the abandoned trinket shop that was all but falling down. At the bottom of that staircase, on the edge of the beach, was a rusty, six-foot clothesline pole with a solitary, empty coat hook.

Like the other homes in Winston Bay, the outside was worn, and the grounds, which never included much lawn to begin with, were largely overgrown. But the inside was lovingly well-kept. It was a simple place, with a vintage kitchen, living room, and two small bedrooms, plus a cellar with access through a door at one end of the kitchen. The walls were all beige and the well-traveled, low-pile carpeting was a light green.

In one of the bedrooms lay a worn, sagging, maple fourposter bed. In the bed, on the left side under some tidy blue covers, was Franklin Holt. Franklin was seventy-nine years old, and the rigors of life were catching up. In short, he was about to die. He’d been in and out of hospitals, more in than out lately, but home every few weeks, and now home for the end.

He was not large of stature, five-feet-seven, with a moderate build. His hair was not gone yet, but white and thin, and he had deep, long furrows in his cheeks and forehead. His nose and ears were a bit small, and his lips were narrow, but his cobalt blue eyes were riveting. Not frightening or disturbing, just remarkably intense.

He could see it himself, when he looked a certain way in the mirror. They were wild eyes.

There was a dilapidated wooden chair next to the bed. It was dark brown, but painted so, and there were many nicks and scrapes where the paint was gone. The cross brace between the front legs was fractured, but the two pieces still clung there, the jagged edges now smoother with age and looking almost as if they belonged that way now.

On the bed wall, next to the chair, was a window with frail, thin white curtains. It faced west, so the chair was bathed in late-day sunshine.

In the chair sat Colleen Holt. She was radiant in long, red hair, peridot eyes, and a bewitchingly charming smile. Looking as if she was twenty-five, she was clothed comfortably in a one-piece sundress, white with a small pink flower pattern. She was barefoot.
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